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CHAPTER  I. 


"  Tbe  elclest  of  our  valiant  father**  hopes, 
S>  aadly  orphan'd  side  b/  side  we  stood 
Like  two  young  trees*  whose  boughs  in  early  strength 
Serpen  the  weak  saplings  of  the  rising  grove, 
And  brare  the  storm  together.** 

Joanna  BaillIe,— Tragedy  of  **  De  Montfort.*' 


It  was  a  lovely  evening,  and  warm,  towards 
the  end  of  the  month  of  July.  How  naturally 
13  the  imagination  of  the  nature-loTing  trans- 
ported at  suggestions  of  such  a  season,  and  such 
an  hour,  to  fair  landscapes,  'midst  flowers  and 
balmy  air :  and  these,  who  love  to  associate  the 
countr}'  only  with  this  glowing,  luxuriant  season, 
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turn  with  commiseration  to  tbe  melancholy  CoO' 
tra&t  afforded  by  reminisceace  of  tbe  fate  of 
those  dwellers  in  dties,  compelled  to  inhale 
fafter  the  toiling  heated  day)  the  kindly  gales 
of  ereDiDg,  but  through  tbe  medium  of  that 
unrivalled  composition  engendered  by  tbe  thou' 
sand  avocations  of  civilized  man,  in  the  dense 
atmosphere  of  congregated  millions,  while  happy 
euotbing  ughs  await  them  in  the  world  beyond 
fur  the  enjoying. 
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jojment — tlie  time  for  pleasant  saaotering  and 
gentle  rambles,  begetting  that  free  and  unre- 
strained intercourse  between  mind  and  mind — 
which,  partaking  of  the  nature  of  the  clear  sky 
and  surrounding  scene — is  ever  freer  and  more 
unchecked  in  the  open  air,  than  within  roofed 
and  walled  tenements  of  stone  and  wood* 

In  the  season  of  which  we  are  now  speaking, 
in  the  great  metropolis,  though  some  were  on 
the  eve  of  quitting  it,  and  many  contemplating 
the  enviable  change  before  the  summer  foliage 
partook  of  autumn's  brown — hundreds  still  do- 
h'ghted   to   linger   with  fond  affection,   amidst 
their  favourite  haunts — hundreds  whose  kindly 
destinies  had  endowed  them  with  all  that  an- 
swers  to    the  fabled  wand  of  the  enchanter, 
conferring  the  power  of  immediate  gratification 
of  almost  every  wish — unbounded  wealth.    Yet, 
still  they  lingered,  unable  to  tear  themselves 
away  from  the  Syren  city,  offering  such  an  un- 
broken chain  of  pleasures  to  the  great  and  rich 
-^unwilling  to  quit  those  dear  delights  for  ever 
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iinroItliDg  that  brilliant  stor^  or  wearing  fresli 
ones  for  their  BsUoted,  though  untiring  votaries. 
The  far  off  beauties  lA  their  coimtr;  resiileoces 
(with  their  mjrriad  blossoms  lading  the  ur  with 
TKin  perfume)  paled  their  ineffectual  charms  in 
comparison  with  those  of  iseretricious  glare ; 
and  agaio  and  again  did  they  dela;  liastening  to 
the  woods  and  groTea  so  many  of  their  leijB  fa- 
voured fellow-beings  sighed  for,  and  sighed  in 
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are  bestowed  without  distinction — ^whote  kind 
welcome  is  ever  the  same ! — Undying,  anchang- 
iDg  Natare  !  Thy  pleasantest  nooks  and  dear- 
est sunshine  gladden  most  the  humblest  hearts, 
while  in  thy  rougher  moods  ^  the  chariish 
chiding  of  thy  angry  wind/'  keen  only  to  the 
worshipper  of  painted  pomp,  is  unheeded  by  thy 
hardiest  rotaries.  Few  there  are  who  feel  and 
know  thee  as  thou  shouldst  be  known — who, 
(scarce  yenturiog  beyond  thy  portals)  imagine 
the  hidden  mysterious  bea^ity  of  the  innermost 
recesses  of  thy  temple,  disclosed  only  to  thy 
more  adventurous  and  untiring  worshipper,  h 
is  a  secret  understood  by  few,  yet  Dorothy  Mel- 
ville was  one  of  the  favoured ;  and  how  did  her 
heart  on  this  said  evening  long  for  its  clear,  un- 
clouded sky,  while  tears  filled  her  eyes  as  she 
thought  of  the  home  of  her  youth.  Fancy 
pmnted  the  picture,  dipping  her  brush  in  the 
mellow  tints  of  fond  retrospection ;  its  all-pow- 
erful wings  wafted  Dora  to  the  loved  spot,  while 
loemory  asnctified  the  vivid  hues  by  supplying 


6  THE    KULING    PASSIOK. 

the  forms  of  the  loved  and  the  lost,  '^  too  manyi 
yet  how  few.*'  Yet  must  it  not  be  imagined 
that  the  heart  of  our  fair  mourner  was  for  over 
rambling  amidst  the  scenes  called  up  by  the 
magio  touch  of  memory,  or  usually  bestowed 
itself  in  vain  regrets  for  the  past,  or  that  Dora 
was  alone  in  the  world;  There  was  one  near 
her  who  had  long  filled  the  place  of  the  dear 
ones  departed,  with  many  of  the  hopes  and  joys 
of  earliest  youth,  who  sympathized  with  her 
when  in  sadness,  but  could  not  enter  into  the 
depth  of  her  feelings  and  regrets  ;  for  with 
Isabel,  life  was  dawning  and  putting  forth  its 
spring-buds  of  promise ;  and  while  the  mind  of 
Dorothy  was  busy  with  the  past,  that  of  her 
younger  companion  dwelt  in  bright  anticipations 
of  a  future,  lit  up  with  the  rainbow  hues  of 
hope.  And  now  as  she  looked  up  from  the  low 
etool  upon  which  she  half  reclined  at  Dora's  feet, 
and  gazed  intently  on  her  face,  her  glance 
seemed  at  once  to  speak  the  reverential  afiec- 
tion  of  a  child  towards  its  parent,  with  the  con- 
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6^ng  intimaqr  of  equal  companionship.  A 
casual  obeenrer  might  for  an  instant  have  ima- 
gined, from  the  contrast  presented  by  the  now 
saddened  and  sobdued  expression  of  one  coun- 
tenance, and  the  bright,  speaking,  confiding 
glance  turned  towards  it,  with  the  fond  infiEintine 
attitude  of  her  girlish  figure,  that  they  stood  in 
the  former  relationship ;  but  a  closer  observa- 
tion immediately  decided  this  to  be  impossible ; 
and  that  the  difference  in  age  between  them, 
though  considerable,  was  Tery  far  from  sufficient 
to  justify  the  supposition ;  while  it  proclaimed 
witb  undoubted  certainty,  both  from  the  grea^ 
resemblance  as  well  as  the  nearness  of  affection 
so  evidently  subsisting  between  them,  that  they 
stood  in  the  relation  of  sisters^ 

It  would  be  needless  to  detail  by  which  of  the 
many  downward  paths  which  slope  the  way  from 
the  eminence  of  prosperity,  to  its  luckless  foot, 
the  home,  and  inheritance  of  their  ancestors  had 
passed  from  these  fair  sisters ;  suffice  it  that  they 
})ad  experienced  such  a  reverse  from  the  death 
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of  their  fether  but  a  few  yean  since,  which  had 
at  the  iamfl  tima  robbed  their  elder  brother, 
aod  thenuelTes  of  home  and  fortune.  And  with 
such  n^fret  aa  we  look  our  last  upon  all  the  fond 
assodationa  of  our  happy  youth,  (a  grief  to  them 
only  second  to  its  sad  forenioner),  they  were 
forced  to  qiut  for  ever  their  beloved  home,  hence- 
forth to  become  the  halntation  of  strangers ;  and 
in  order  that  their  brother  might  pursue  his 
profeeEioual  career,   an  object  now  rendered  so 
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their  denitcDS  migltt  forget  the  proximity  of  butb 
these  toiling  vorlds,  tietvem  whicfa  th^  am 
pUced.  A  ungolar  etim  aeeni  to  pervade  thi^ 
u  it  were,  neatral  groond :  wbile  on  ooe  haiwl 
Cnesos  holds  his  dingy  iway,  hii  emivarief 
iade&tigablj  hurrying  to  And  fro,  like  beet, "  in- 
pronng  ereiy  Shining  hour,"  aod  heaping  the 
yellow  treasure:  and  on  the  other,  distort  those 
er^emerai  hotterflies,  (of  the  far  west)  shining 
haply  with  mueb  of  the  gold  etored  io  these 
eartern  coffers,  though  in  many  imtanceK  with  hot 
a  superficial  gilding  to  their  wings ; — h»e  one 
might  well  pauw  to  talie  hreatb,  and  meditate 
in  peace,  after  esploriog  <»e  hemisphere  before 
eotering  upon  the  other.  7*he  street  in  which 
was  situated  the  bouse  to  which  we  wiwld  trans- 
port our  readers,  boasted  itself  ooe  of  the  quiet- 
est of  this  tran^l  region,  conaaqnently  the 
best  suited  to  the  predilectioas  'of  its  pre*ent 
inmates,  though  forbidden  ground  to  those  who 
would  be  thought  to  possess  claims  to  be  ranked 
amongst  the  great  and  g«y  of  the  land.  SioiT^le, 
8$ 
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and  for  the  mo«t  part  commoii,  were  the  articles 
of  furniture,  in  tbeir  smftll  sitting-room,  though 
amongst  them  were  a  few  treasured  remnants  of 
happier  dayst  such  as  the  desk  and  work-box  of 
Dora ;  an  easy  chair  in  which  tb«r  brother 
Francis  bred  to  forget  his  cares,  reclined  of  an 
erening  in  a  state  of  Bemi-obliTion,  within  its 
sleep;  depths ;  and  a  fine  portrait  of  their  fa- 
ther, a  handsome  man  in  a  military,  undress, 
over  the  mantel-piece ;  but  all  was  arranged 
with  scrupulous  care  and  good  taste,  even  with 
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Tbe  proqyect  without  was  dismal  and  dreary 
enoDgfa,  conosting  of  a  long,  unifonn  row  of 
narrow,  dull-looking  houses,  whose  dusty  case- 
ments} like  their  own>  were  invariably  thrown 
open  to  admit  the  evening  air,  such  as  it  was, 
and  generally  dis|dayed  curtains  of  dark  hues, 
or  perchance  such  had  once  been  white  muslin, 
now  grimly  smoke-dried  to    an  indescribable 
fawn.     A  few  untended  flower- pots,  outside  the 
windows,  containing  either  geranium  stumps, 
which   might  once  have  flourished,    but    now 
barely  existed,  or  now  and  then  something  call- 
ing itself  a  rosebush,  bearing  a  solitary  speci- 
men of  foliage,  to  which  might  have  been  at 
once  addressed  the  ballads  of  *^  the  first  and  the 
last  green  leaf,"  with  here  and  there  a  cage 
containing  some  tuneless  individual  of  the  spar- 
row tribe,  varied  the  monotony  of  the  view,  and 
served  to  remind  our  sisters  that  there  were 
such  things  as  birds  and  flowers,  though  the 
poor,  uniashioned  things  were  ill  at  ease  amongst 
so  much  company.     In  remarking  the  care  taken 
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of  soch  iiDpro}niMMU  growthi,  the  religiona  ob- 
eerrance  vHh  which  man;  as  untractable,  un- 
ilowerio;  plant  retuns  imoioleited  poweuion  of 
it8  dingy  balcony,  or  window-rill — we  cannot 
but  conclude  their  ownen  to  be  gifted  with  the 
powers  of  imaginaUon  in  a  great  d^ree,  to 
amend  the  defects  of  thur  rural  poisesuoos  ;  or 
experience  a  melancholy  pleasure  while  riewing 
in  them  a  type  of  the  distant  country,  where 
.  they  are  "  blowing,  growing,  all  alive."  I:i 
such  manner  wene  the  plants  in  tbe  window 
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made  up^  as  it  waf»  of  the  iiiel«MlioIy  pleasure, 
the  bitter  pain  of  old  recollection  ;  and  as  she 
DOW  sat  calm  and  motionless,  with  the  air  from 
the  open  window  upon  her  brow,  the  straight; 
unpicturesque  line  of  oppressive  bricks  seessed 
to  disappear  from  her  view ;  she  saw  them  not ; 
as  there  arose  before  her,  instead,  clear  and 
distinct,  the  perspective  of  her  former  home-* 
beautiful  Woodlands!  whose  beloved,  well  re- 
membered aspect,  now  so  vividly  recalled  to  the 
mind  of  our  heroine, — we  must  endeavour  to 
present  to  the  patient  reader — patient,  should 
he  have  proceeded  thus  far ;  but  who  will  find 
that  virtue  still  heavier  ta^^ed,  should  he  chance 
to  pursue  the  narrative. 
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CHAPTER    II. 


*>  I  hiTC  nnither  Ihe  tcholar'i  melancfaolf,  which  ti  emuialion  ; 
nOi  Ihe  muiiriftn's,  which  is  hnUutlcal ;  nor  the  cout- 
tier'i,  which  ii  pioiul  ;  nor  the  loliller'i,  which  19  ambi- 
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groves  and  trees,  which  migfat  have  done  honor 

to  the  leafy  pencils  of  Ruysdael  and  Hobbema, 

while  it  opened  upon  a  lawn  perfectly  undreamt 

of  in  their  Flemish  pbUosopoies;  spreading  away 

and  then  gently  sloping  till  it  overhung  the  open 

country  and  wooded  landscape  beneath,  on  one 

handy  and  sheltered  on  the  other  by  a  magnifi-* 

cient  a?enue  of  fir  and  cedar-trees ;  leading  to 

many  a  charmed  retreat  of  green  glade,  shady 

nook,  where  art  went  cheerfully  hand-in-band 

with   nature,  guiding,  but  not  controlling  her 

wildness :  in  shorty  containing  within  itself  that 

delightful  combination  of  picturesque,  natural, 

and  cultivated  beauty,  of  thick  impervious  shade, 

and  grassy  space  qow  open,  now  secluded ;  such 

^  mixture  of  the  rural  and  elegant  without,  the 

coqifortable  and  iQveable  within,  as  is  to  be  found 

only  in  the  houses  of  ojd  England,  particularly 

of  the  claos  amopgst  which  Woodlands  might  bo 

ranked  ;-^wherein,  although  everything  seems 

ji^ssembled  that  may  minister  to  rational  enjoy-i 

menta  for  ujje  or  ornament,  luxury  or  impro^e» 
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tnent;  too  great  magnificeDce  docs  not  weary 
the  Eeaees,  or  by  teavin^  nothia;  to  be  desired, 
destroy  ourvpeculativeReu ;  nor  an  overwecniDg 
attentioD  to  tbe  state  and  cerftnonies  of  life, 
unfit  tbe  mind  for  tbe  simpler  gratiGcationa  of  our 
lot.  Sucfa  are  tbe  homes  which,  endeared  by 
young  aasociatioiu,  exert  a  magie  power  over 
the  memory,  entertwining  the  mute,  yet  speakiny: 
forme  of  inanimate  things,  with  all  that  is  dearest 
to  tbe  afiectione ;  and  how  inexpreesibly  dear  wa« 
tbe  remembrance  of  her  early  home  to  the  heart 
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been  speedily  followed  by  the  heavy  stroke  of 
worldly  mialbrtime  to  Colonel  Melville ;  bad  his 
beloved  partner  snrvifed,  ber  stronger  mind  and 
more  unworldly  spirit  might  have  taught  her 
husband  to  bear  up  against  the  loss  of  fortune, 
and  haply  might  have  succeeded  in  her  admoni- 
tion. Had  she  been  near  him*  she  would  have 
spoken  of  higher  hopes  and  treasures  laid  up  in 
undoubted  security;  but  the  mind  of  man,  alas  ! 
can  ill  brook  the  diminution  of  earthly  prosperity ; 
it  is  the  hardest  trial  he  ever  encouDters  ;  the 
least  selfish  and  worldly,  how  bitterly  do  they 
regret  it  for  those  they  love :  to  the  greater  part, 
the  cherished  objects  of  their  affection  lose  half 
their  loveUness  when  no  longer  surrounded  by 
the  gifts  of  fortune,  with  fortitude  at  command 
for  heavier  bereavements ;  this— this  is  the  cala- 
mity  it  seldom  outlives,  by  which  the  loftiest 
and  wisest  are  utterly  cast  down. 

The  life  of  Colonel  Melville  flowing  on,  hi- 
therto as  it  had,  in  an  unbroken  tide  of  pros- 
perity, had  ill  prepared  him  to  meet  these  sud- 
den erils;   his  mind  already  preyed  upon  by 
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grief,  sunk  into  despondency  at  tbie  new  stroke 
of  adverse  fortune.  It  was  the  bitter  drop  that 
overflowed  his  cup  of  deatioy.  Vain  were  tbe 
soothing  words  and  tones  of  bis  daughter;  they 
fell  upon  his  heart  as  the  accents  of  reproach^ 
adding  fresh  pangs  to  his  wounded  spirit.  His 
children,  >Tbo  were  at  first  the  only  consolation 
to  bis  widowed  heart,  restoring  bim  to  tbe  in- 
terest of  life,  now  appeared  but  to  strengthen 
his  BufTerings;  he  could  nut  bear  to  think  of 
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the  unwearied  patience  and  derotion  of  his 
eldest  daughter,  the  dying  man  was  struck  by 
the  conTiction  that  her's-  was  a  mind  firm  to 
encounter,  and  steady  to  endure  the  weight  of 
evil  fortune.  He  could  at  once  foresee  in  bc^ 
the  guiding  and  supporting  spirit,  whose  future 
influence  would  sare  his  other  children.  To 
them  all  bis  care  and  misgivings  were  now  trans* 
ferred ;  one  of  whom  was  so  much  younger  than 
her  in  years,  and  both  how  infinitely  so !  in  power 
of  endurance,  while  their  more  violently  expressed 
grie^  as  be  concluded,  more  lively  feelings,  made 
bim  shudder  when  he  thought  of  their  future 
contact  with  a  hard,  cold  world. 

To  Dora  then  did  he  unfold  the  account  of 
his  misfortunes ;  undismayed  she  listened  to  the 
broken  narrative,  heeding  nothing  but  its  melan- 
choly effects  upon  the  niind  of  her  father,  which 
she  sadly,  yet  alently  bewailed.  ^Alas!"  he 
murmured,  ^she  is  too  young  and  inexperienced 
to  foresee  the  miseries  of  her  destiny — she  can- 
not realize  the  evils  of  privation.    Oh  God  !  I 
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cannot  open  ^r  eyes  to  tbeir  terrible  extent." 
Yet  he  fiuled  not  to  commend  ber  brotber,  and 
ber  jrouDg  uater  to  ber  csre  and  guardianship  : 
she  was  to  asraage  the  keen  sorrow  of  their  too 
tender  and  affectionate  hearts ;  to  be  their  safe- 
guard and  Erector  in  the  troubles  and  ills  of  life ; 
to  smooth  the  nigged  path  before  them,  and  8up> 
ply  the  place  of  all  tbey  bad  lost ;  he  prayed  her 
to  seek  their  good  at  every  expense,  and  even 
exacted  from  her  that  she  would  prefer  their 
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At  the  time  tbey  quitted  their  home,  Fraocb 
Melville  was  scarcely  of  age -^  Dora  a  year, 
aod  Isabel  nearly  nine  years  younger;  but 
Francis  was  of  such  dependent,  home-keeping 
habits,  and  had  seen  so  little  consequently  of 
the  world,  that  he  was  younger  in  mind  than  in 
jearS|  and  had  always  appeared,  and  been  con- 
sidered younger  than  his  sister  Dora.  He  had  not 
long  been  at  college  at  the  death  of  his  father, 
when  his  altered  prospects  obliged  him  at  once 
to  enter  upon  some  ostensible  method  of  improv- 
iog  his  fortune.  The  clerical  profession  would 
hafe  suited  his  quiet  habits  and  turn  of  mind ; 
but  the  predilection  was  speedily  overruled  by 
Sir  William  Sunderland,  one  of  the  only  relatives 
they  possessed,  their  mother*s  first  cousin,  who 
had  been  appointed  his  executor  by  Colonel 
Melville.  The  law  was  selected  for  him  by  Sir 
^^illiam,  whose  father  having  achieved  distinction 
in  that  profession,  could  perceive  in  it  the  only 
sore  road  to  fortune  and  fame  ;  being  convinced 
ia  bli  private  mind  it  was  the  one  legitimate 
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path  to  the  scfaievinent  of  to  enriable  aod  far«  a 
combinatioD.  Not  that  the  baronet  himaelf  knew 
anything  about  law  ;  be  troubled  himself  little 
with  anything  except  cotintry  mattelrE,  and  waa 
too  indolent  to  gird  his  ckre  fo  miicb  L<eside. 
The  youth  himbelf  bad  Insurinonntable  oljecUons 
to  the  remaining  professions;  the  glorious  arts 
of  inflicting  wounds,  or  healing  them,  being  alike 
distasteful  to  him ;  and  by  mutual  agreement 
the  law  was  decided  upon.     Prancia  was  placed 
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thing  else,  unwearied  appUeation.    Thus  be  pro-» 
greased  just  nespectably,  Jret  quite  rapidly  enough 
to  satisfy  bis  own  mind ;  and  tbough  he  might 
lament  their  former  position,  he  never  dreamed 
of  achieTing  wealth  or  distindtioU,  through  the 
exertion  of  himself  or  his  talents.      For  such 
exertion  he  either  knew  himself  incompetent^  or 
of  him  it  might  be  said,  that  his  **  doubts  were 
traitors,"  which  made  him  lose  the  good  he  fear* 
ed  to  attempt.     Indeed,  he  had  little  ambition  ^ 
EDd  was  for  the  most  part  content  to  plod  on 
without  the  remotest  idea  of  aciquiring  greatness 
in  any  way.     But  his  nature  was  a  strange  com- 
pound, made  up  of  incongruities— ^fitft  of  gloomy 
dissatisfaction,  amounting  at  timed  to  despon^^ 
deocy,   would  often  oYercloud  his  mind  ;   this 
misaatbropic  tendency  was  indeed  onie  of  his  most 
pe<ruliar  characteristics ;  and  then  he  Would  begin 
to  bemoan  the  aspect  ofthii^gs,  never  failing, 
however,  to  ascribe  all  to  the  ills  of  his  destiny, 
though  without  ever  being  urged  to  the  laudable 
tobition  of  surmounting  them  \  the  way  was  too 
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eteep  and  difficult,  and  probably  he  was  aware 
of  bis  own  inertness  and  want  of  energy.  Thus 
be  would  always  be  respectable,  bat  migbt  bardly 
be  great :  such  are  a  few  of  the  singularities  of 
hie  odd  character.  His  disposition  was  amiable  in 
the  main, and  his  aSection  for  his  siatera  excessive, 
though  sometimes  evinced  in  a  way  peculiar  to 
himself;  how  much  was  referable  to  their  being 
necessary  to  his  existence  we  stoop  not  to 
analyse ;  for  though  of  a  domestic  companionable 
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%ith  whom  accidmt,  or  neeeMtj,  brougfat  him 
into  oontaet.  That  ibe  namber  of  his  friends 
and  aoqaamtances  was  limited^  is  scarcely  to  be 
wondered  at  He  generaUy  passed  for  proud^ 
moroeeyand  unsociable ;  indeed,  nnusnal  gravity 
snd  care,  wi  A  a  certain  methodical  and  steady  way 
he  bad  of  setting  about  ereiything,  gave  him  an 
flfpeaianoe  of  adTancement  fiur  beyond  his  years; 
snd  with  the  general  set  of  gay  ''  about  town'^ 
men  of  his  own  age,  whom  he  met,  he  passed  for 
nnich  older  than  he  was^  a  dreary  kill-joy^  and 
contemptibly  ignorant  of  the  worlds  the  only 
worid  worth  knowing.  The  scorn  he  paid  back 
in  M  measure ;  for  amongst  his  many  peculia- 
rities^ that  which  was  most  prominent,  and  to 
^ch  all  the  rest  resolved  themselves^  was  a 
soTereign  ^contempt  of  the  world,  of  which  he 
^  seen  so  little^  and  human  nature,  which  he 
^  studied  less ;  more  especially  of  that  portion 
to  whom  his  contemners  belonged.  With  those 
he  Io?ed  and  was  at  home  witb^  he  possessed  a 
^^  of  qniet  humour  peculiar  to  himself;  and 
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though  subject  to  occamonal  fits  of  deprenioOy 
was  almost  as  easily  moved  to  forgetfulnees  of 
his  morbid  fandeH  as  a  cbUd,  when  hie  uster 
Isabel  undertook  to  dispel  the  clond  on  his  brow« 
by  her  playful  Bailies. 

She  indeed  was  a  spirit  of  another  sort ; 
though  BO  many  years  younger  than  her  bro* 
ther,  she  made  no  scruple  of  assuming  to- 
wards  him  the  character  of  Mentor;  would 
lecture   him  on   his  faults  and  filings,  which 
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oclcaaional  but  less  frequent  sadness  of  her  sister ; 

and  though  she  laughed  at  the  one,  and  sympa-^ 

thiaed  with  the  other^  the  necessity  under  which 

she  fonnd  herself  of  bringing  her  battery  of 

large  words  into  play,  in  his  case,  and  of  be^ 

guiling  her  sister  by  her  gentler  sallies,  gaye  an 

additional  impetus  to  her  happy  spirits,  which 

were  seldom  unsuccessful  in  their  object,  till  her 

exertions  sent  her  wearied  out  to  her  pillow, 

where  long  unbroken  slumbers  invariably  re* 

warded  her  toils.    Her  sister,  she  knew,  had 

manifested  much  of  the  fortitude  and  endurance 

she  delighted  in  preaching  up  to  Francis,  and 

imagining  herself  capable  of  displaying  in  like 

reverses ;  though  had  you  marked  the  delicate 

blending  of  the  rose  with  the  lilies  of  her  cheek, 

the  sunny  gleam  of  her  smile,  the  glistening 

moisture  of  her  eye  at  the  slightest  intimation  of 

real,  or  fictitious  grief,  you  would  have  trembled 

at  the  idea  or  suggestion  of  threatening  clouds 

coming  athwart  this  April-day  brightness.     Yet 

he  knew  not  till  very  lately,  the  extent  of  all 

c  2 
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tliey  owed  to  their  taster, — Uiat  nearly  all  they 
possessed  was  hers;  for  that  in  addition  to  what 
was  saved  from  the  wreck  of  thnr  property,  she 
had  employed  her  tittle  fortune  of  £6000  (leit 
her  by  a  relation)  for  their  mutual  benefit; 
from  which  all  the  remonstrances  of  Frands 
would  not  deter  her>  pleading,  as  her  motivet 
the  solemn  promise  she  had  made  to  her  father, 
to  which  she  assured  him  he  would  be  ruDoing 
counter  should  be  refuse  her  lud;  that  Dora  had 
aacrificed  her  leisure,  ixuil   what  dio 
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At  length  Isabel  arose,  and  commenced  ber 
erening's  employment  of  watering  her  plants: 
but  18  tbe  air  wafted  is  their  refreshing  perfume, 
H  supplied  the  last  Hnk  in  Dora's  train  of  asso- 
ciations, and  brought  their  objects  so  forcibly 
before  her,  that  a  large  tear  fell  apoo  the  flower 
babd  had  gaiiiered  for  her;  **  I  do  believe  yon 
ve  getting  ill,  dear,**  she  said,  again  resuming 
ber  former  seat,  <<  How  I  long  for  Franky's  ho- 
fi&ys,  that  he  may  go  with  us  into  the  country, 
and  you  may  breathe  a  little  fresh  air.  I  am 
sore  London  does'nt  suit  you,  especially  this 
weather,  and  so  I  told  Frank ;  and  he  says,  it  is 
bectuse  your  yoath&l  days  were  passed  in  the 
eoimtry,  while  I  am  quite  a  London-bred  girl." 

Dora  attenqited  to  reply,  but  though  long  ac- 
customed to  habits  of  self-controul,  and  usually 
able  to  rally  her  s[Nrits,  after  an  involuntary  indul- 
gence of  the  kind,  the  effort  seemed  now  beyond 
her  powers.  Seldom  indeed  did  she  permit  such 
sad  eridences  of  sorrow,  and  that  when  solitude 
prereoted  her  grief  from  communicating  itself 


30  THE   KULINO   PASSIOK. 

to  others,  and  spared  ber  tlie  additional  trial  of 
listening  to  the  voice  of  consolation.  Vainly  she 
now  attempted  to  oommaiid  her  voice,  to  say 
something  to  Isabel,  who  had  conuderation 
enough,  however,  to  proceed  herself,  "  I  alvays 
observe  that  you  seem  young  again,  and  gayer 
than  I,  when  we  are  wandering  in  the  green 
lanes  and  fields  together ;  how  I  wish  we  could 
be  transported  thither  t  It's  so  very  tiresome  of 
Francis  not  to  be  persuaded  to  accept  the  De 
ID,"  she  presently  added, ' 
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Dora  did  smile  at  this  proposition^  and  then 
i^ifided  Isabel  that  they  had  promised  to  spend 
^day  with  the  De  Courcj'^Cwho  lived  in  the 
oeighbourhoed  of  London^)  in  the  course  of  the 
veek,  and  delighted  her  young  sister  by  naming 
^  morrow  for  the  espeditioa.  Not  that  I  doubt 
for  an  instant  your  ability  to  take  care  of  Frac- 
^*'  she  added,  ^better  than  myself  even,  as 
^ell  as  that  you  would  manage  to  perfection,  as 
you  term  it,  all  our  domestic  arrangements^ 
Isabel;  but  then— " 

^'  You  mean,  I  suppose/'  interrupted  her 
f^y  "  that  Franky  would  not  be  so  able  to 
^e  care  of  me,  eh  ?  it  would  not  be  a  very 
difficult  task  to  be  sure,  but  if  it  be  a  task  at  all, 
I  do  not  wonder  at  your  not  liking  to  consign  it 
into  his  hands ;  being  as  he  is,  quite  unable  to 
^  care  of  himself.  But  say^  is  it  a  task, 
LilfiePisitatask?" 

Lillie  was  the  pet  name  for  their  sister ; 
tbt  of  Dorothy  having  long  ago  (in  childhood) 
QQdergone    the   gradual    transformation    from 
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Dora  to  Dolly,  thence  finally  sul^sidiqglntp  LQH^ 
an  qipellation  probably  ^Tpred  by  her  Astreme 
fairness).  "Task!"  she  replied*  "There  are 
many  things  vb  possess  which  we  aocount  too 
valuable  to  part  from  in  our  trandt  from  place  to 
place,  which  we  do  not  find  irksome  to  hare 
constantly  with  us.  No  I  it  is  no  ta^,  Isabel. 
Yet,  were  you  possessed  of  a  treasure,  you 
would  be  apt  to  fear — when  parted  from  it — 
•ome  harm  might  be&l  it.  The  world,  as  you 
have  heard,  is  a  great  sea  of  troubles ;  suppose 
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or  anecdote  t  but,  alas !  for  you  (though  I  have 
plenty^  all  by  heart),  all  the  stories  I  know,  are 
of  your  own  telling.  I  can  relate  you  nothing 
new.  ^at  a  pity  it  is ;  and  how  kind  to  com* 
pare  me  to  a  treasure  !  I  have  often  thought, 
tliat  when  little,  I  must  have  been  a  great  trou- 
ble to  yoa,  instead.  How  you  have  sat  by  the 
boor  together,  trying  to  teach  me;  and  then,  as 
a  reward  for  my  patience,  telling  me  all  sorts  of 
beautiful  things,  and  I  teasing  you  to  tell  every 
8tory  over  and  over  again, —  never  thinking, 
selfish  child  as  I  was,  how  wearied  you  must 
baTe  been, — ^that  the  reward  was  all  mine,  and 
tbe  patience  all  yours." 

"  Nor  was  I  ever  wearied,  Isabel ;  our  pleasure 
^as  equal." 

''I  remember  two  years  and  a  half  ago,  when 
I  was  quite  a  child,"  (Isabel,  who,  though  hardly 
fifteen,  and  considering  herself  a  woman,  always 
alluded  to  herself,  at  any  period  back,  as  quite  a 
cbild)  *<  I  remember  you  telling^  me  the  story  of 


the  Queen,  who  went  into  the  faries'  garden,  and 
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saw,  and  eat  their  fruit,  which  was  ao  $ne,  tfaait 
the  peaches  were  equal  to  melonB,  and  joa  might 
take  several  hites  to  a  cherry.  On  that  eTening 
you  brought  all  before  me,  30  completely^  that  I 
soon  lost  all  remembrance  of  where  I  was,  and 
saw  in  the  dusk  of  the  eTening,  garden,  flowers, 
fruit,  and  fairies,  all  in  this  room.  Is  it  not 
strange  such  a  thing  should  he  posshle  ?  Oh  ! 
I  can  never  heguil^  you  so,  never  !  AH  advantage 
is,  and  has  been  on  my  side — and  Frank's  too— i- 
none  on  your's.  But,"  she  added,  after  a  moment, 
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Ibl  cootttry- walks.    Ab»  Lillic,  is  not  the  country 
beantifiil  ?  with  the  smell  of  flowers,  and  the  soft 
torf  to  walk  upon  the  first  thing  in  the  morning 
ud  the  last  thing  m  the  evening — and  the  hees 
bammiDg  their  greedy  satisfaction  at  the  sight  of 
ftU  the  sweets—and  the  birds  singing  in  glad- 
new— and  the  sky  shining  through  the  trees — 
snd  the  flanun^  sun- sets — and  Rosalie's   dog 
Mskiog  after  one.     Ah  !**  and  Isabel  sighed, 
^th  the  power  of  her  own  imagination,  and  ex- 
claimed as  she  looked  around,   ^'  what  a  con- 
tmt ! "  '« And  Franky  deprives  you  of  all  this ! " 
i^sumed  she,  '*  and  bestows  his  grumblings  on  us 
uistead;  but  he'd  change  his  note  if  you  once 
t&reatened  to  leave  him  to  his  fate :  ten  to  one 
l^the'd  relent;  and  that's  what  I  told  him  I 
«lioiild  do,  if  I  were  Dora.** 

**  And  what  said  he?*' 

'*  Oh !  that  Dora  was  not  Isabel,  and 
^^l  not  Dora ;  or  something  as  wise.  But 
1  shall  not  think  of  leaving  you  this  even- 
^  to  go  out  with    Francis  :    no,  the   walk 
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shall  be  pten  up  this  eTening,  and  he  shall  stajr 
at  home  too,  to  be  teazed." 

And  Isabel  proceeded  to  lay  aside  her  bonnet 
which  she  bad  assnined,  in  order  to  be  in  readi- 
ness to  accompany  he*  brother  for  tbeir  accus- 
tomed eTening's  walk.  This  wasgeneraBf  taken 
in  one  of  the  parks*  now  that  the  length  of  the 
days  permitted  such  an  estensive  traoBit ;  thongh 
at  other  times  she  was  fain  to  be  content  with 
the  Umited  paths,  and  sober  shades  of  the 
Temple  gardeiui. 
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So  the  walk  was  takea^  and  as  was  usual,  by 
this  difflimilar  pair^  in  an  almost  uninterrupted 
nries  of  gay-hearted  remarks  on  one  side,  while 
Fiaok,  who  did  everything  in  extremes,  and  was 
tlvayg  either  rery  loquacious,  or  utterly  taciturn, 
thoQght  fit,  for  some  time,  to  presenre  this  latter 
nood.  At  length,  Isabel  became  aware  of  eren 
an  unusual  degree  of  attention  to  her  specula- 
tbas  and  opinions.  She  was  on  the  point  of  ob- 
ier?ing  and  expostulating  upon  it,  when  her 
lirother  interrupted  her,  by  suddenly  inquiring  if 
Ae  would  like  to  pay  a  yisit  to  Sunderland  Hall  ? 

''With  Lillie?''  she  rejoined,  interrogatively^ 
baving  recovered  her  first  surprise. 

**WithLillie  and  my-self,''  he  answered,  with 
IQ  emphasis  on  the  final  syllable  of  the  last 

''Oh,  bow  delightful,"  she  cried,  ^when, 
vhen  are  we  to  go?  Who  has  asked  us  ?  Oh  ! 
I  bow  dear  Sir  William !  how  charming,  and 

^^  kind!     Is  it  not?   and  will  not  Lillie  be 

kappj?" 
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"  I  will  answer  your  other  queBtiona  pre- 
seDtly,"  replied  her  brother,  sententioualy ;  "  but 
for  LUlie's  delight,  or  even  her  acquiescence,  in 
the  proposed  visit,  I  will  not  answer  at  all ;  and 
it  is  that,  Isabel,  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  about." 

"  Lillie  not  wish  to  go  to  Sunderland  Hall — to 
the  beautiful  couotry !  What  can  you  mean .'  It  ia 
imposuble  1  It  was  but  just  now  we  were  talking 
about  the  country— how  beautiful  it  was — and 
how  much  good  it  always  did  her — when  she 
could  get  there,"  added  she,  significantly. 
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to  their  nnmerous  eDgagemenls  and  Dora's 
known  recluse  propensities ;  but  Sir  WilUam  has 
alvayg  beha?ed  very  well  to  me,  and  I  see  no 
ptrticular  objection  to  any  of  them,  escept  their 
ass  of  a  son,  who  — " 

"  Dear  Sir  William,"  interrupted  Isabel,  ^'must 
be  kind  to  every  body — ^he  has  been  very  dear 
and  kind  to  all  of  us,  I  am  sure." 

^  As  I  was  saying,"  resumed  Frank,  ^  though 
I  certainly  detest  that  fellow  Frederick  Sunder- 
land, yet—  " 

''But  Lillie*s  objection  to  going,"  asked  his 
^ter,  archly ;  *'  she  does  not  detest  any  body 
tliere,  I  suppose." 

''  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,  though  you  do  look 
iosaacily.  Miss  Isabel.  I,  however,  am  quite 
disposed  to  waive  such  considerations,  although, 
if  ever  there  was  an  empty,  impertinent,  self- 
sufficient  coxcomb,  Frederick  — " 

**What!"  cried  Isabel,  **Is  he  worse  than 
Charles  de  Courcy,  or  John  Reade,  or  Mt> 
Algernon ?" 
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"Nntber  better  nor  wone  than  the  whole 
tribe  of  coDtempUble  puppies  of  the  present 
day)"  replied  her  brother,  scarcely  perc^nog 
her  sarcasm;  "but,  as  I  heard  Sir  I^^Uiain 
regretting  the  protracted  absence  of  his  predous 
son,  who  is  touring  on  the  Contineoti  we  must 
hope  for  his  non-return.  Sir  William,  whom 
alone  of  the  family  I  consider  exactly  ia  the 
light  of  our  relation,  left  town  you  know  yester- 
day ;  the  rest  follow  in  a  day  or  two.  He,  I 
think,  does  interest  himself  about  us  a  little,  and 
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Ladj  Stmderland,  and  her  daughters  are 
agreeable  and  lady-like,"  and  Frank  cast  his 
looks  upon  some  distant  object^  which  appeared 
particularly  attractiye,  ^'and  was  it  not  for  their 
boic  of  a  son  — ** 

^But,"  interrupted^  Isabel^  impatiently,  ^*  Do- 
rothy does  not  mind  bores,  and  I  am  all  anxiety 
to  know  why  she  will  not  like  this  visit" 

''You  are  but  a  little  girl,  and  it^s  natural  for 
you  to  be  impatient/'  he  replied.  **  You  must 
know  then,  that  in  addition  to  a  kind  of  pre- 

jodioe,  I  am  sure  she  has  against  Miss ,  I 

mean  Lady,  and  the  Miss  Sunderlands,  there  is 
lome  probability  of  our  meeting  one  of  our  old 
aet  at  the  Hall,  whom  I  hare  taken  it  into  my 
bead  she  would  rather  avoid  meeting ;  the  ob- 
jection, to  be  sure,  holds  good  with  myself." 

'^Oh,   then   it's  a  gentleman,"   put  in  his 
sister,  quietly. 

^  Yes,  you  must  have  heard  of,  and  of  course 
remember,  Reginold  Sefton?" 

Isabel  replied  in  the  affirmative. 


42  THE    RULING    PASSION. 

"  You  must  know  then,  that  some  years  ago," 
and  he  gave  a  groan,  as  was  bis  custom  when 
rererting  to  erents  some  time  past,  "  this  SeftoD 
was  one  of  the  swarm  that  used  then  to  flock  to 
Woodlands,  (for  Lillie'a  sake  I  suppose,  in  part,) 
and  was  the  only  one  whom  she  ever  liked  at 
all,  or  could  at  least,  endure  ;  so  we  fanued,  bat 
we  might  have  been  mistaken,  for  I  never  hear 
her  now  allude  to  him  even ;  and,  in  fact,  I  can- 
not help  thinking  she  will  rather  ohject  to 
meeting  the  fellow,   as  I  snkl  bul'oro.     At  the 
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iieard  the  forthcoming  vituperations  too  often, 
to  wish  for  a  repetition  of  his  opinions,  ''  Lillie, 
ttdthisReginold,— '^ 

"Why  he/*  said  Frank,  "might  be  a  little 
better  than  the  general  run  of  men ;  though 
fine  and  coxcomical,  he  certainly  possessed  a 
few  brains — a  rare  occurrence  with  the  young 
men  of  the—" 

"  Well !  but  what  made  Lillie  take  a  dislike 
to  him?'* 

''I  hardly  ever  made  up  my  mind  to  what  it 

could  be.    He  was  always  too  reserved  and  taci- 

toni  to  suit  me ;  but  he  and  Lillie  appeared  to 

get  on  remarkably  well  together,  till  one  day  he 

took  himself  off  rather  suddenly,  and  she  scarcely 

erer  mentioned  his  name  after.    I  fancy  that 

perhaps  she  had  been  assidling  him  with  her 

ttrcastic  notions  upon  some  of  his  absurd  ways, 

vhich  was  no  doubt  merited  by  him,  as  by  all  the 

rest  of  them — a  parcel  of  fawning,  interested, 

oercenary,  empty  — " 

^  But  Francis,"  swd  Isabel^  '*  are  you  sure 
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she  disliked  him^  and  that  there  was  a  quarrel  t 
Perhaps  it  is^  after  all^  only  one  of  your  fancies." 

'^  Fancy,  indeed.  Miss  Isabel !  I  am  not  apt 
at  fancies.     Yet  — ,  no,  no,  with  all  his  faults,  I 
must  say  I  never  had  such  a  very  strong  preju- 
dice against  him ;  but  I  clearly  saw  a  most  per- 
ceptible coldness  between  them  at  the  last :  and 
when  he  had  gone  she  always  turned  off  the 
subject,  which   she  evidently  disliked,  and   I 
can't  get  it  out  of  my  head  that  she  won't  be  at 
all  glad  to  see  him  again.    Lately,  indeed,  when 
I  have  mentioned  his  speedy  return  to  England 
from  the  Continent,  where  he  has  been  travel- 
ing about  ever  since,  she  never  seemed  exactly 
to  agree  with  me  in  anything  I  may  have  said  in 
his  disfavour ;  but  I  don't  pretend  to  understand 
women's  strange^  unaccountable  fancies." 

*^  Really,  Francis,"  cried  Isabel,  indignantly, 
'<  you  ought  to  know  Dora  has  no  such  thing  as 
unaccountable  fancies  about  her  for  you  to  ex» 
ercise  your  wits  upon ;  and  if  this  Mr.  Refold 
Sefton  be  such  a  proud,  disagreeable  person,  I 
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df^Aot  see  why  Doia  should  hare  to  nieet  him 
it  she  had  ralher  not;  though,  as  for  her  pro- 
KniDg  such  a  thiog  as  enmity,  it's  impoanUe ! 
If  he  could  quarrel  with  Dora,  he  must  he  had 
u^feed;  and  I  no  longer  wish  to  go  to  the  Hall, 
if  we  are  to  meet  such  peqile." 

Fnok  smiled  at  his  sister's  interpretatioB  of 
ha  harangue.  **  Not  so  £ut,  Isahel,  said  he, 
''jwt  childish  imagination  is  running  beyond 
iQboimds.  All  1  have  heen  confiding  to  you 
^iwi  Dora's  probable  opposition  to  this  visit  is 
hot  conjectural  aiier  alL  You  must  never  think 
of  reminding  her  of  it,  by  alluding  to  anything 
I  have  ioLd  you ;  you  must  promise  me  this." 

Isabel  replied  by  saying,  of  course  she  should 
oerer  think  of  reminding  Dora  of  anything  dis- 
igreeaUe.  Satisfied  with  this  assurance^  Frank 
proceeded^ — ^  It  would  be  a  sad  thiog  were  the 
^  prevented  (I  mean  on  your  account,  Isabel,) 
h)r  such  nonsense;  for  you  would,  I  am  sure, 
be  delighted  with  the  park,  and  gardens,  and 
flowers,  and  all  that.    You  can  have  no  idea  how 
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you  would  enjoy  it;  and  your  heart  being  set 
upoD  going,  Lillie,  yoa  know,  when  she  Bees 
this,  will  sooD  set  a^de  any  scruples  she  may 
have  of  her  own,  eh?" 

"  But  I  never  shall  set  my  heart  upon  going 
if  Lillie  objects,"  exclumed  Isabel. 

"  And  has  your  elder  brother,  then,  no  influ- 
ence with  you  ?"  rejoined  FraDds,^fiolenmly. 

It  was  now  Isabel's  turn  to  smile,  as  she 
shrewdly  penetrated  the  drift  of  her  brother's 
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CHAPTER  III. 


*'  Being  seasotied  by  a  gracious  voice  obf cures  the  show  of 
reason.** — Merchant  of  Venice. 


II 


But  in  order  that  things  may  go  twjourt  tran^iUe, 
They  seldom  express  themselves  quite  as  they  feel." 

John  Parry's  Song  of  **  Wanted  a  Goteemsss. 


Sir  William  Sunderland  was  one  of  those  men 
whose  virtues  are  rather  passive  than  active, 
t^ull  of  kind  feelings  and  intentions,  but  too 
easily  turned  from  their  prosecution  by  some 
other,  and  more  present  influence.  In  impor- 
tant objects  involving  what  he  considered  his 
duty,  he  was  seldom — ^at  the  onset  especially-^ 
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tD  be  dissuaded  firom  its  fulfilment ;  but  after  the 
first  exertion,  be  was  too  apt  to  sink  into  indif* 
ference  or  forgetfukiess  of  the  whole  subject. 
Thus  at  the  death  of  his  old  friend.  Colonel  Mel- 
ville, on  being  appointed  eiecutor  and  guardian 
to  his  children,  he  had  taken  the  interests  of 
Frauds  particularly  under  his  care ;  spared  nei- 
ther  his  mfluence,  nor  exertions  so  as  to  smooth 
thst  path  towards  progress  and  success,  com- 
bined with  bis  own  steady  perseTerance^  which 
miny  find  so  toilsome  (though  with  erery  quali- 
fication within  themselves)  without  such  timely 
aid  and  encouragement.    In  a  tery  little  time 
after  this^  satisfied  witb  the  position  of  bis  pro- 
tege, his  interest  in  him  bad  gradually  relaxed ; 
though  he  answered  bis  letters,  and  was  pleased 
to  bear  of  bis  welfare,  the  years  had  glided  by 
lithout  any  personal  intercourse  with  bis  young 
idations.  Each  season  that  bis  lady  and  daugh- 
ters fisited  town,  be  had  enjoined  the  former  to 
pay  the  Melvilles  erery  attention  in  her  power^ 
which  injunction  sbe  was  quite  sa^fied  abe  bad 

VOL.   I.  D 
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foUoved  to  its  nlmost  extent,  though  each  year 
that  power,  (always  limited  to  the  most  ceremo- 
nioiu  exercise  of  raTilities),  had  seemed  to  grvir 
less  and  less.  Sir  William,  in  the  meantime, 
vas  quite  conriDCed  he  had  done  everything 
that  could  be  expected  of  him  io  thos  remind- 
iog  Lady  Sunderland^of  his  vishes,  and  never 
tboaght  of  inqairing  the  extent  of  the  kindoessr 
or  the  amount  oFpetronage,  bis  wife  had  thought 
fit  to  coafer  on  the  children  of  his  early  friend. 
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with  the  graceful  sprigbtliness  of  Isabel,  and  the 
eodowments  and  beaaty  of  Dora,  of  whom  be 
had  seen  little  since  she  was  a  child ;  but  de- 
Kghted  in  bringing  forward  reminiscences  of  bis 
&nDer  preference  for  her,  and  to  talk  with  her 
of  his  long  and  intimate  friendship  with  her 
bther,  reriTing  old  endiusiasm  with  the  account 
of  their  youthful  pranks.  He  could  not  be  blind 
to  the  want  of  alacrity  his  family  displayed  in 
following  up  his  civilities;  when  he  extolled 
los  new-found  relations  to  the  skies,  setting  forth 
the  advantage  his  daughters  must  derive  from 
the  society  of  their  two  cousins,  as  he  saw  fit  to 
term  them,  he  could  perceive  no  responsive  en- 
thusiasm on  the  subject,  and  actually  wondered 
how  such  merits  Could  have  escaped  their  more 
nanifest  observation.  This  coldness  he  ascribed 
partly  to  the  interests  of  the  moment,  and  his 
good  nature  could  find  little  to  blame  in  the 
odasive  engrossment  of  the  mother  with  her 
daughter,  just  about  to  be  introduced  into  life. 
He  would,  sometimes,  however,  escape  from  the 

d2 
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too  coDBtant  consultation,  to  eojoy  the  aocietj  ol 
Dora  and  her  nster. 

To  Isabel  he  opened  the  first  glimpses  of  that 
world  of  pleasure,  which  to  the  young  is  always 
an  enchanted  viuon,  e*er  too  ^quent  obeerra^ 
tion  of  its  painted  beaut}  and  its  brilliancy  ha» 
taught  them  to  perceive  the  daubing,  and  to  dis- 
tinguish the  "dust  that  is  but  little  fflt."  Tbnr 
opera-box,  to  which  he  gave  the  Miss  Melnlles 
a  very  frequent  invitation,  (on  perceiving  the 
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de&nit  of  ber)  in  no  very  gentle  pressure,  till  it 
Its  as  much  as  her  victim  could  possibly  endure. 
Ladj  Sunderiand^  it  may  be  imagined^  was  little 
gratified  by  tlus  innoTation  upon  her  former  style 
of  arranging  such  things. 

It  was  but  lately,  since  the  introduction  of 
Mr  eldest  daughter,  that  these  annual  London 
vUtebad  been  found  indispensable  by  her  lady- 
^p;  and  Sir  William  who  was  a  country  gentle- 
mo  complete,  detesting  the  whole  routine  of 
liondon  life,  had  rarely  accompanied  them,  so 
that  his  blindness  and  blundering  on  the  present 
oceaoon  was  to  be  accounted  for,  though  it  ^as 
aotany  the  less  provoking  on  that  account.  She 
^u  obliged  to  bear  it  all,  however,  as  her  bus- 
Uiid's  fi>olish  penchant  was  at  his  height,  which 
ahe  did  with  the  more  fortitude,  as  the  Melvilte 
girla,  she  considered,  were  not  likely  to  attract  or 
detract  from  the  claims  of  her  daughter.  Dora 
being  too  pale  and  pensive,  and  really  getting 
paaa^  as  she  declared  to  some  of  her  friends  ; 
tluuigb  be  it  known,  there  was  not  a  yearns 
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difference  between  Dora  and  her  own  davghtw 
Anastaua,  wbo  waa  to  be  con^dered  in  life's 
first  bloom,  «nd  lasbel  tboogb  rather  pretty,  too 
childish  for  such  an  interference  with  the  r^on 
of  Lady  Simderlaod's  maternal  BuscepUbilities. 
Our  heroine,  indeed,  could  seldom  persuade  her- 
self to  incur  such  partial  welcome,  but  Isabel  ac- 
companied the  Sunderlands  to  all  kinds  of  amnee- 
ments,  Dora  finding  it  really  impossible  to  reject 
the  Barooet'a  importunities  on  her  behalf,  wha 
mid  pvo'i  intiT|iogc  his  L^unriliiinly  ;mtlio 
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the  absurdity  of  bis  conduct,  in  taking  up  people, 
whom  it  was  no  earthly  adrautage  to  know, 
(tbongh  she  did  not  put  the  matter  in  so  coane 
and  plun  a  ligbt,)  wben  who  sbould  step  in,  an 
uncODsdouB  peace-offering  between  tbe  parties, 
but  tbe  qtuet,  unobtninve  Frands. 

The  eldest  dangbter  of  the  bouse  of  Sander- 
land  bad  already  been  out  four  seasons ;  for  four 
successive  springs  bad  the  dignified  Anastaiia 
frequented  soirees,  breakfasts,  operas,  and  plea* 
parties,  made  the  beat  of  by  her  indefatigable 


56  THE    BOLIKC    PASSION. 

though  to  a?old  it,  Bhe  made  some  more  thaa 
ordinarily  desperate  efforts  in  her  eldest  daugh- 
ter's behalf.  But  the  bloomiag  Caroline  could 
DOW  no  longer  be  withheld  from  the  world  ;  and. 
having  attained  the  age  of  eighteen,  was  little 
disposed  to  waste  in  obscurity  the  charms  for 
which  she  really  imagined  it  must  be  panting. 

Poor  Lady  Sunderland,  somewhat  cast  down 
by  Anasta^a's  unsHCceBs,  was  beginning  to  be  a 
little  less  exalted  in  her  views  for  her ;  indeed, 
her  whole  concern  was  now  for  Caroline — the 
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some  assailable  organ  or  other  of  the  Dovice. 
In  this  plan  she  was  not  altogether  disappointed. 
As  for  aDy  ultimate  views  in  poor  Frank's  favour, 
tbej  were  out  of  the  question ;  but  she  could 
see  neither  objection  nor  discredit  in  allowing 
his  present  attentions ;  for  as  his  reserve  slowly 
wore  off  beneath  the  influence  of  her   encou- 
nigug  Qotice,  his  manner  became  so  improved, 
and  his  attention  and  assiduity  were  so  decided, 
^d  so  remarkably  apropos  for  Anastasia,  now 
that  she  would  fain  devote  all  her  own  upon  her 
farourite   Caroline,    that  she   condescended  to 
l^tow  on  him  still  more  of  her  countenance, 
and  of  her  smiles;  while  the  threefold  purpose 
»as  answered,  of  amusing,  and  keeping  Anas- 
^ia  in  good   humour, — preserving  an  undis- 
puted ground  for  Caroline, — and  proving  to  a 
certain  Philip  Clarendon,  a.  half  sort  of  admirer 
of  her  eldest  daughter  s,  a  talented  and  popular 
relation,  and  consequently,   a  protege   of  her 
ladyship's, — that  Anastasia  was  not  altogether 
without  pretenders. 
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Thus  the  intimacy  was  strangely  cemented; 
the  two  families  of  the  patronised  and  the  patro- 
nisera  were  now  on  terms  of  amicability,  and 
the  bond  of  anion  between  them  was  the  quiet, 
grave,  and  ordinarily  unsociable  Frank  ;  for  if 
Lady  Sunderland  regarded  him  astheacquisitJOQ 
of  the  Melville  family,  far  more  pleased  was 
Dora  to  find  her  brother  so  singularly  well 
appreciated,  and  appear  to  profit  so  by  the 
intimacy,  having  lately  become  unaccountably 
animated,  and  to  her  surpnse  and  gratification, 
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On  the  occasion  of  dispatching  the  said  in- 
fitadon,  the  following  discourse  took  place 
between  Lady  Snnderland  and  her  youngest 
daughter,  now  her  all  in  all,  her  chiefest  coun- 
•eDor,  as  well  as  her  greatest  pride ;  because 
betog  more  malleable  to  her  recommendations 
^ui  her  more  decided  sister,  it  was  so  much 
nore  satisfactory  to  consult  with  her,  and  she 
^  therefore  always  called  in  to  such  consul- 
Mons  on  important  occasions. 

"  My  Caroline !  **  her  ladyship  began,  '*  Now 
that  this  note  is  dispatched  to  your  papa's  friends, 
I  have  several  things  to  mention  to  you,  my 
h>?e,  in  relation  to  their  coming,  which  I  doubt 
aot  you  will  attend  to,  for  come  of  course  they 
^Uy  ai)d  you  wiH  behave  civilly  to  them.  The 
brother — Francis,  I  believe  is  his  name,  is  a 
^loiet,  good  sort  of  a  person  enough ;  nor  do  I 
^k  his  awkward  assiduities  are  much  ob- 
jected  to  by  your  sister." 

A  very  slight  smile  curled  Caroline's  rosy  lip 
^  this  part  of  the  harangue ;  upon  which  her 
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mother  quickly  added,  "I  should  most  cer- 
tainly never  permit  his  attentione  to  be  carried 
to  any  great  length  ;  and  even  if  the  poor  young 
man  should  nourish  presumptuous  hopes,  we, 
you  know,  my  dear,  cannot  be  to  blame ;  and 
it  will  be  time  enough  to — to  check  them,  and 
more  proper  too,  when  they  are  more  decidedly 
manifest.  In  Anastasia's  prudence  and  good 
sense,  1  can  of  course  fully  repose.  You  emile, 
Caroline?"  interrogated  Lady  Sunderland,  ob- 
serving    another    risible    inchnation     in     her 
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your  mind  : — Clarendon  and  your  sister  are  so 
juBt  suited  to  one  another,  that  although  he  is, 
to  be  sure,  far  from  affluent,  yet  his  talents, 
his  elegance,  and  the  high  consideration  they 
bare  gained  for  him,  together  with  my  own 
feelings  of  kinship,  have  induced  me  to  over- 
look bis  want  of  fortune,  and  to  finally  decide 
in  his  &reur,  for  Anftstasia." 

"Oh,  dear  me!  have  you  indeed?"  said 
Caroline,  opening  her  eyes. 

"  I  am,  in  fact,  persuaded  it  needs  but  the 
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bs  been  my  care  to  soperintend,  her  dignified 
itatore,  and  gracefbl  beariDg,  would  do  honour 

to • 

^  Yes,  mamma,"  said  Caroline,  a  little  less 
b&gaidly,  and  with  the  very  sh'ghtest  eyince- 
neat  of  impatience,  '*  perhaps  so ;  but  what 
IttTc  /to  do  with  Tasy's  lovers  ?  " 

'' A  great  deal,  my  dear;  and  it  is  on  this 
head  that  I  wished  particularly  to  speak  to  you. 
With  Anastasia's  manners,  as  I  was  saying, 
^  talents,  and  high  endowments,  it  would 
appear  nothing  could  possibly  be  wanting." 

"  Yes,  &  suecis,**  lisped  Caroline,  with  pro* 
coking  sweetness. 

''Yet  there  maybe  in  her  method  of  ex- 
pveuing  herself,  at  times,  too  much  of  impulse 
^  inqfressmeni — ^her  only  {idling — but  which 
his  not  failed  to  grieve  her  mother,"  pursued 
iady  Sunderland,  not  deigmng  to  remark  upon 
iier  favourite  daughter's  last  unpalatable  in- 
finuatioQ ;  indeed,  she  made  a  practice  of  pre- 
serving   silence     upon    all    such    mortifying 
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matters ;  or,  by  glosung  them  orer  in  her  own 
graceful  style — of  marvelloasly  improving  thwr 
appearance,  whenever  (as  on  the  preBent  occa- 
sion) it  was  found  indispensable  to  touch  upon 
any  little  plan,  or  circumstance,  which  she  felt 
was  not  exactly  Ae  Giing ;  and  it  was  edifying  to 
note  the  circumlocution  that  was  seemed  neces- 
sary in  order  at  once  to  explain  the  matter  fully ; 
and  by  giving  a  creditable  face  to  the  tcanaac- 
actioD,  to  avoid  compromising  her  dignity.  Her 
daughters  partook,  in  some  degree,  of  this  talent 
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eve  the  Tciy  slight  tendency  towards  it  in  the 
gaide  Caroline ;  and  she  now  continued  more 
eomplacently : — 

''hyoa  my  lore,  I  am  happy  to  say,  the 
Uiogis  much  modified;  indeed,  I  have  always 
taken  the  greatest  pains  in  cautioning  yon 
against  a  like  mistake.  It  is  this,  my  Caroline, 
tbt  is  one  of  the  principal  advantages  you 
possess  over  Anastasia,  Which  again  reminds 
Be  of  thai  to  which  I  am  about  to  entreat  your 
anions  attention.  Yes,  my  love,  you  must  be 
tware  that  your  sister,  with  all  her  superiority, 
blis  short  of  my  Caroline  in  several  particu- 
ItTB;  but  I  feel  sure  that  you  will  not  interfere 
with  my  views  for  her,  in  favour  of  my  cousin 
Philip." 

"  Interfere !  how  interfere  ?  "  asked  Caroline, 
innocently. 

'Uam  persuaded,  that  far  from  encouraging 
the  gay,  giddy,  mercurial  Philip,  if  in  his 
chaugefnl  flights  he  should  chance  to  turn — 
I  mean,  should  show  a  disposition  to  court  my 
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Caroliae's  smilee*  that  far  from  encoun^i^; 
such  a  flighty  humour,  she  will  gravely  dis- 
courage such  maDifestations ;  aad  on  the  con- 
trary, take  every  opportunity  ot  Jttrtheriiiff  thac 
which  will  be  so  much  to  the  henefit  and 
advantage  of  all  parties.  Clarendon  cannot  fail 
to  become  shortly  aware  of  the  happiness  within 
his  grasp,  that  is,  if  his  attention  is  not  dis- 
tracted by  any  ilUtimed  encouragement  of  his 
odd,  changeful  fancies — the  principal,  and  great 
flaw  in  his  character ;  but,  which  your  sister. 
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"bu^how,  dear  mamma,  did  you  persuade  papA 
to  consent  to  such  a  delightful  inbstitution  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  interrupted  Anastasia,  who  had  en- 
tered just  in  time  to  hear  the  last  piece  of 
intelligence,  "Tell  us  how  you  managed  to 
come  over  papa  to  bo  excellent  a  purpose, 
mamma ! " 

"  My  dearest  Anastasia,"  gravely  responded 
her  exemplary  parest,  "  I  shoald  be  delighted 
to  hear  you   a  little  less  coarse  in  your  ideas 
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ounelves  and  tliem,  and  all  that:  Philip  Cla* 
rendon  is  coming,  and  tha  Melvillei,  and  Frank 
Melville,"  here  Bhe  glanced  at  her  sister,  who 
disdunfuUy  tossed  her  head.  "What  do  you 
think  of  the  Melvilles,  Tasy,"  continued  the 
nowreallyTolubte  Caroline,  "Manuna  thinks- — " 

"  Caroline,"  said  the  lady  mother,  emphati- 
cally. 

"  Yes,  mamma,  yoa  said  yon  thought  him  an 
acqiusition,  and — " 
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"  And  a  good  thing  too,  if  it  will  amuse  him, 
and  preveot  his  amuung  bimeelf  by  making  bis 
absurd  remarks,  and  teaung  every  body  aa  he 
does,"  exclaimed  Caroline,  with  unnsual  petu- 
lance. "  I  am  sure  be  baa  grown  stroog  enough 
to  be  sent  to  Eton,  and  so  tiresome,  that  I  only 
wish  papa  would  send  him,  instead  of  keepog 
him  at  home  wasting  bis  time  with  lus  tutor,  to 
our  annoyaoce  with  bis  nooseosical  questions 
and  observation  8." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

'  Light  ■in'and  recollected  M 
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"  No  Fnmky  dear>"  uid  Isabel,  hanng  lienelf 
j  ust  finished  Lad;  Suaderkad's  scented  nusure, 
"  DO  one*  I  am  sure,  could  erer  accaae  you  of 
such  a  fiuling,  or  lay  such  a  wesknesi  to  your 
charge — it  isn't  posuble;  is  it  Dora?" 

"  Let  Frank's  conscience  answer  it ;  and  first 
tell  me  what  you  think  of  Lady  Sunderland's 
condflscendiDg  epistle,  wbicb  you  have  both  been 
lo  ioteatly  studying,  though  you  are  so  mar- 
Tellously  ulent  upon  it*  Isabel.  What  say  you 
dear  ?     Ah !  I  see  you  are  either  of  you  busied 
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But  LilUe  Beemed  almost  exemplifying  FraokV 
picture — so  absorbed  did  she  appear  to  be  in 
other  thoughts,  when  her  sister  continued  :— 

"  If  lalUe's  decisions  are  Sunderland  parit' 
wards,  she  wilt  not  stud  in  need  of  the  extra 
inducement  of  your  flowery  description,  which 
you  had  better  trananut  to  George  Rotnns, 
Mr,  Franky." 

"  Sunderland  Park  !"  mused  Dora.  "  It  is 
seldom  I  bare  been  there;  mamma  and  Lady 
Sunderland   were   always   on  the  most  distant 
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woght  of  suqwnse  remored  froio  bis  mind.  He 
now  talked  of  the  mutual  pleasure  they  sfaoold 
enjoy — of  the  journey  and  its  amngementi,  the 
whole  management  of  which  he  would  take  under 
bis  especial  dtrectioD,  with  a  promptitude  that 
perfectly  surprised  them ;  remoTing  all  difficoltieB 
as  soon  aa  they  were  started,  and  evincing  fore-> 
thought  aad  alacrity,  qtute  out  of  his  luuil 
habitude.  His  satisfaction  beamed  so  evideotlj 
Axtm  his  counteoanoe,  that  Isabel  declared  aloodt 
her  conviction  that  some  mighty  charm  miiat  be 
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"  Oh,  for  goodness  sake,  doa't  i^ote  tliat  ever- 
lastiog  autboritj,"  cried  he.  "  Miss  de  Cour^, 
indeed,  would  do  a  hundred  tiuws  better  to  take 
example  by  the  elegant,  courteous  maonera  of 
Lady,  and  the  Miss  Sonderhtnds,  than  to  set 
herself  to  work  to  animadvert  upon  them ;  and 
you  too,  MisH  Isabel." 

"  Shall  I  tell  you,"  proceeded  Isabel,  "  what 
Rosy  said  of  Caroline,  the  fair,  the — "  Frank 
walked  to  the  window.   "  Yes,  I  remember  now, 
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the  adnlation  of  all  wbo  surrounded  ber  bad 
tended  to  encourage.  Born  in  tbe  lap  of  afflu- 
ence, and  gifted  with  a  lofty  Bpirit,  which  had 
been  fostered  b;  education  and  example,  she 
had  never  then  found  herself  obliged  to  conceal 
ft  ungle  feeling ;  though  now  obliged  for  the 
sake  of  others  to  put  such  constant  restraint 
upon  herself.  BeauUful,  generous,  talented,  who 
can  doubt  that  in  the  days  of  her  fairer  fortunes 
numerous   were  the  buzzing  flatterers  borering 
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QBeompranisiDg  defianee  of  the  worid  she  had 
iea  so  hiTimbly  di^ilayed ;  and  all  the  indo- 
■utaUe  scorn  die  had  thought  fit  to  entertain 
far  those  meaner  aonhi,  as  she  was  used  to  term 
then,  whose  aqiirations  noYer  lifting  them 
*lN)Te  their  element — the  hase  earth,  they 
have  leisure  thence  to  scan  with  grofelling  oon^ 
tempt,  the  flights  of  more  soaring  naiares ;  but 
whose  usually  downward  gaae  gives  them  an  op- 
portoaity  of  beholding  much  that  escapes  the 
^v  of  the  more  aspiring. 

Yes,  with  all  the  buoyancy  of  first  youth, 
the  approach  of  sorrow  had  dispersed  all  this 
P^  pride  and  disdain ;  but  the  generous  en- 
thotiasoi  of  the  spring-time  of  life  remained, 
vhich,  with  the  same  unvaried  perseverance  she 
^^  employed  in  seeking  gratification,  know* 
'^igtf  or  amusement  for  herself,  she  now 
^oted  to  the  happiness  of  those  whose  welfare 
>be  conridered  her  sole  charge.  Her  former 
existence — bright  in  wit  and  beauty — was  a  sun- 
beam, heightening  and  virifying  all  within  ita 
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influence,  jet  penetrating  and  revealing  ever; 
ruggedness  in  the  landscape :  her  present,  the 
subdued  lustre  of  the  moonlight — throwing  a 
deep  repose  on  the  face  of  nature — cheering  the 
dimness  of  night — while  softening,  mellowing, 
rounding  every  angle  or  roughness,  and  bathing 
all  in  its  own  pure  stream. 

But  not  at  present  must  we  stay  our  narratireV 
progress  by  looking  into  the  past ;  nor  be  fur- 
ther guilty  of  the  much-reprobated  practice  of 
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CHAPTER  V. 

*<  Shall  we  be  tundeied  P    Shall  we  part,  sweet  girl  f 

No! 

And  do  not  seek  to  take  your  change  upon  you, 
To  bear  your  griefs  yourself,  and  leave  me  out ; 
For  by  this  Heaven,  now  at  our  sorrow  pale^ 
Say  what  thou  canst,  111  go  along  with  thee.** — 

As  Toe  LiKi  It. 


Which  of  all  our  bounded  earthly  feelings, 
(except  the  sublimer  virtue  of  patriotism)  is  so 
rare  as  friendship — ^true  friendship?  for  truly  in 
the  whole  circle  of  human  merits^  there  is  not 
one  that  must  not  be  ready  to  welcome  and  wait 
upon  it  e'er  it  deigns  to  take  up  its  residence 
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in  the  heart.  More  unalloyed,  more  dirin- 
terested,  are  its  gifts  than  even  those  of  its  fairer 
nster.  Yes*  while  pains  and  torments,  and  all 
extreme  sentiments  are  the  unresting  boaata  of 
Lore-soothiog  sjrmpathy,  and  calm  are  tiie 
joys  of  Friendship — and  the  congeniality  so  io- 
diapensable,  and  so  wonderfully  distinguishing  it 
from  love.  Hence  the  proverb,  "that  you  shall 
know  a  man  by  his  particular  friend;"  but  how 
misguiding  would  be  such  conclusions  appUed 
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tbe  wiae  man,  inferiiig  the  singleness  of  the  gift 
Hm  ion  of  Sirach  recommends  '^bot  one 
coQBfiellor  ot  a  thousand  " — and  the  wisest  in- 
fired  author  that  erer  bequeathed  the  treasury 
tf  his  thoughts  to  an  astonished  world,  gires  the 
Me  adrioe  in  the  words  of  the  Countess  of 
BoDiiiUon  to  her  son^  '*  Love  all — ^trust  a  few — 
Wp  thy  friend  under  thine  own  life's  key," 
Plinsy  nature's  sporting  in  the  world's  sunshine 
aaj  rejoice  in  the  deluuon  of  a  troop  of  friends ; 
^  test  that  would  undeceive  them  may  nerer 
come— their  connecting  bond  being  the  balance 
of  power  to  give  and  to  receive  ;  they  glance  not 
^7ond  the  contracted  pale  that  environs  self— ^ 
ofttnponsuch  an  usurpation  of  friendship's  sacred 
ii<^  I  Its  gift  is  guided  by  desert. 

(9ear  and  unperturbed^  too^  is  the  growth  of 
ftwodship;  while  a  thousand  sweet  delusions 
throbbing  through  the  heart,  excite  the  imagina^ 
^  to  obscure  the  judgment  at  the  approach  of 
l<>re— jove^  whose  golden  atmosphere  forces  its 
powth,  tints  it  with  the  hues  of  heaven,  but 
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endowB  it  too  often  with  the  tranutory  existence 
of  those  brilliant  exotics  of  a  false  climate  it  so 
macb resembles — withered, alas!  by thefirst frost, 
while  the  evergreen  leaves  of  friendship  endure 
in  heat  and  cold — in  storm  and  shade  I  Love  falla 
off  too,  in  clear  skies,  for  very  wilfulness. 
Friendship  must  be  bidden  away  ere  it  departs. 
Now,  when  all  was  drear  and  dim  around  Dora 
Melville — severed  the  dearest  ties  of  life — 
blighted  the  poetic  dreams  of  youth — gone  the 


tDe  ruling  passion.  93 

smaller  weaknesses  of  human  nature^  from  whicfa^ 
it  most  be  owned,  however,  she  was  herself  more 
than  ordinarily  free;  in  this  respect,  she  was  an 
exaggerated  resemblance  of  Dora,  as  she  had 
been.  Her  quick  perception  gave  her  a  singular 
insight  into  those  motives  and  springs  of  action, 
which  are  so  often  made  to  appear  under  siich 
quaint  disguises  to  the  world;  and  taught  her,  in 
fact,  to  distinguish,  with  rare  correctness,  be- 
tween cause  and  pretext  Though  something  of 
a  philosopher,  it  cannot  be  said  that  Rosalie  had 
ever  attained  that  even  serenity  of  mind — that 
sweet  tranquil  cheerfulness,  the  great  charm  of 
her  friend.  Bora,  to  which  the  vicissitudes  of  her 
life,  and  its  responsibility,  had  most  probably 
helped  to  sdRool  her.  Her  moods,  in  fact,  were 
changefrd  as  an  April-day :  or,  as  her  own  coun- 
tenance, which,  though  far  from  beautiful,  was 
angularly  expresrive — illustrating  her  varying 
feelings  most  vividly ;  when,  now  grave  and  re- 
flective, she  would  breathe  a  sigh,  or  utter  a 
sarcasm  over  human  delinquencies ;  now  full  of 
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enthu^ftsiBt  ehe  would  expresB  her  rq>tQrotu 
admiration  at  aome  briUiant  exception  (she  had 
diacorered,)  to  the  world's  usual  baaeneas.  In 
ererj  mood  she  was  tbe  most  welcome  and 
cheering  sight  that  ever  greeted  our  sisters — 
with  her  anecdotes,  or  satirical  reflections  upon 
the  world,  from  which  the;  had  almost  etdtided 
themselres.  Sometimes  she  would  come  for  tb6 
purpose  of  elet^ating  their  imaginaticns  by  her 
enchuitiDg  description  of  some  works  of  andent 
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her  on  the  important  subject.  Mr.  de  Courcy  and 
his  daughter  lired  but  a  few  miles  out  of  town  ; 
but,  though  their  dweHing  was  on  the  verge  of 
nature's  garment,  it  seemed  as  though  the  kind 
goddess  had  withdrawn  and  protected  it  as 
much  as  possible,  from  the  artillery  of  spoke 
htttkd  so  constantly  at  it,  and  to  which  it  was 
incident  from  the  proximity  of  her  great  an- 
tagonist ;  quiet  and  secluded  within  themselves, 
they  really  seemed  far  away  from  the  great 
capital,  whose  neighbourhood  they  would  fain 
ibrget 

In  the  great  tide  of  life,  sweeping  on  all 
udes  from  out  that  enormous  ocean  of  industry, 
it  is  to  be  feared  that  such  fair  Oasises  will  shortly 
be  overwhelmed,  and  merged  in  its  vastness. 
As   hour  by  hour  the  mighty  mass  extends 
itself,  it  appears  as  though  the  refctless  waves  of 
the  centre  would  seek  the  outskiHs,  upon  whose 
more  tranquil  boundaries  they  gradually  en- 
croach, annihilating  all  of  verdure  and  beauty  in 
their  progress,  till  impelled  by  the  resistless  force 
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of  the  current  it  seem  &e  the;  would  never  cease 
to  extend  its  boundariea.  The  widely-extandiDg 
park,  at  first  coDtracting  itself  into  a  paddock, 
even  that  soon  is  deemed  superfluons ;  the 
grounde  and  Bbrabberies  are  curtailed — abtink 
again  into  a  narrow  compass,  and  are  still 
deemed  a  world  too  wide  by  tfae  encroacber; 
the  beautiful  must  give  way  before  the  useful. 
It  is  a  rather  fearful  speculation  where  Londoa 
will  at  last  end.  Fancy  in  King  James's  time — 
during  the  commotion  that  was  raised  about  thi 
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ioereaaiDg  ndiie,  that  the  sjnrit  of  the  fond  tale 
inpoied  upon  London's  embryo  Lord  Mayor  is 
aboDt  bemg  realised ;  and  though  the  yellow  ore 
tenot  bedanle  the  sensible  eye  in  *^  London 
street^*'  it  dwells  nnseen  in  erery  stone^  forcing 
6VQJ  one  to  be  content  with  the  most  limited 
poificm  of  sodi  costly  ground^  and  to  pile  up  their 
^oagMy  masses  of  bricks  and  mortar^  thereby  to 
scqobe  space  in  a  conyerse  direction. 

It  wss  delightful  to  our  sisters  to  feel  them- 
^es  gradually  emerging  from  all  this  dense. 
iM  of  feeling,  sight,  and  sound.  Their  spirits 
'^coied  lighter  as  they  got  rid  of  its  materiality, 
ttd  purer  became  the  air,  brighter  the  sky^  as 
^  left  fhrther  bdiind  them  the  great  mart  of 
pkatirre  or  bumness — a  dreary  waste  to  the  heart 
^  <wie  to  whom  it  ofiTers  no  brilliant  or  happy 
^•^odations. 

^  day  was  warm  and  balmy ;  and  as  they 
^^'^^  the  emerald  lawn  of  their  friend's  resi- 
^,  basking  in  the  delicious  sud,  they  found 

^ou  I.  F 
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Roaalie  bolf  reclined  beneath  s  spreading  oak,  tm 
the  confioes  of  the  lawn:  her  book  and  elbow 
rested  on  the  rustic  seat  Burrounding  the  tne, 
her  studies  having  been  frequently  interrupted 
for  the  sake  of  a  caress  to  her  four-footed  &- 
Torites  —two  interesting  specimeus  of  the  canine 
race ;  one  a  small  Blenheim,  neattbg  close  to 
her,  with  laige  brown  liquid  eyes  of  a  peodre, 
beseeching  expression ;  whik  at  her  feet,  hb 
chin  resting  on  his  front  paws,  lay  a  large  water 
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After  affecdonate  greetings  betveen  the  Uar 
presidiDg  spirit  of  the  place,  and  ber  fairer 
guests,  Dora  resumed — 

"  We,  too,  have  been  indulging  io  tIsobb  ;" 
and  she  glanced  at  Isabel. 

"  Oh  yes.  Rosy,  we  have  come  to  tell  you 

something  so  rery "  and  she  stopped  as 

in  doubt  how  to  conclude.  "  Yes  Rosy,"  re- 
joined Dora,  "  we  have  come  to  consult  you  on 
a  very  important  and  unexpected  affair." 
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yea,  from  wliat  the  Percys  uid,  it  must  lui^  io 
Anastana  Sunderlaod's  eyes.  It  is  to  her  yoa 
nuat  look  for  the  solutioD  of  the  enigma — in 
tboBe  eyes  not  less  penetradcg  than  the 
sphinx's." 

"  I  scarcely  know  what  to  think,"  answered 
Dora,  donbtingly.  "  Frank  is  such  an  admirer 
of  beauty  you  know,  and  Anastasia " 

"  la  certainly  no  beauty ;  but  people  call  htt 
dever." 

3  laabeh   "  Frankv 
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«Ah,  bat  it  is  dear  Sir  William  that  wishes 
to  see  us ;  I  am  sore  Lady  Sanderland  oeTer 
(Bemed  lo  particularly  f^.** 

"kui  dear  will  be  hare  foand  the  privilege 
oTluLTiiig  his  own  way,  I  fear,"  said  Rosidie. 

"Bat  tell  me.  Rosy,''  asked  her  friend,  *^  how 
jfovever  came  to  know  and  divine  so  much  of 
.liidj  Sunderland's  m&nagt^  and  her  mind? 
^^tberwise,  I  shall  really  b^in  to  fancy  you  have 
snoe  knowledge  of  the  cabalistic  art, — ^you  know 
^  hsTe  often  called  you  a  little  witch." 

"I  read  but  people's  looks  and  glances,"  replied 
Rottlie;  ^  my  divining  rod  is  my  observation ; 
By  cabala  and  books  of  mystery,  the  expressions 
that  ffit  over  the  countenance — ^the  curl  of  the 
DH^-the  twitehings  of  the  mouth — ^the  flash  of 
the  eye — ^the  wrinkling  of  the  brow — even  the 
^  of  the  head,  and  the  movement  of  foot  or 
^^ ;  not  that  I  should  take  such  great  credit 
to  my  penetration  on  this  occasion,  because  I 
■•*«  heard  so  much  of  the  family  from  my 
*^i,  Mrs.  Percy,  as  I  fancy,  her  Ladyship  has 


104  TUE    BBLINC    PASSION. 

ol  me:  and  yet*  Mn.  Percy  has  nerer  found 
fault  with  an;  oi  the  Sunderlands  or  hinted  oo 
unkind  hint  about  her  ladyship ;  she  nerer  doea 
of  anybody :  it  woiUd  really  be  a  blesedng  to  be 
able  to  fancy  the  world  as  perfect  as  she  fiucies 
it.  Well,  but,"  she  preeeotiy  said,  "you  must 
go  to  the  Hall — I  most  inast  upon  it ;  highly 
approving  of  your  being  oo  fneodly  terms  with 
your  relations,  though  they  may  hitherto  have 
proved  '  less  than  kind.'  "    And  Rosalie  went  on 
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a  further  contract  will  be  nearly  sure  to  disen- 
cbant  him  with  his  lady-lore ;  he'll  be  too  wise 
to  Qgfa  when  die  ceases  to  smile — that's  the  way 
with  aU  of  them.'*  And  Rosalie  proceeded  to  ap- 
pease her  friend's  sisterly  anxieties  by  represent- 
ing m  eloquent  terms,  with  many  pointed  illus- 
tratioQs,  the  epheiiieral  natore  of  all  such  fancies 

in  the  stronger  sex. 

It  was  greatly  to  their  surprise  that  Rosalie 
next  thought  fit  to  inform  them,  that  she  too  had 
^▼ed  an  inritation  to  stay  at  the  Hall  during 
the  ensuing  summer,  with  her  friends — the 
PercjB,  who  they  knew  were  going  down  there  ; 
^  altered  an  exclamation  of  pleasure  !  ^^  But 
*  don't  mean  to  go,"  said  she,  '*  even  your  being 
"^  would  not  force  me  to  endure  the  stately 
P^^roQuation  of  Lady  Sunderland,  and  the  over- 
^ng  drility  of  her  eldest  daughter,  who  has 
^er  acquired  that  fine  polish  so  efiectually  con- 
^**ling  the  real  grain,  the  world  has  endowed 
^  lady  mother  withal.  This  point  of  affinity  in 
^Aaracters  has  acted  as  other  affinities  are 

F  5 
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apt  to  do — ^by  making  us  take  a  peculiar  adrer> 
«on  to  each  other. 

"  Oh  Rosalie." 

"  Now  don't  look  ao  shooked,  and  so  dept«> 
catingly — I  am  willing  to  gire  AGss  Sunderland 
credit  for  all  the  good  qualities  you  are  anuous 
I  should  allow  her;  but  mj  disinclination  to  re- 
ceive the  family  hospitalities  shall  not  interfere 
with  a  plan  about  which  the  Percys  we  qiute 
anxious ;  and  I  hare  set  my  beart)  though  the 
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not  to  submit  to  them ;  so  do  more '  bead-ehakei,' 
or  doubtful  phrase." 

"  Ah,  Rosalie  ! "  answered  Dora,  "  circum- 
stances  are  more  eaoly  inclined  to  sorerei^ 
will  than  are  refractory  brothers.  Your  pro- 
ject is  too  enchanting — bat  to  leare  poor  Prank 
to  chew  the  cud  of  sweet  and  bitter  fancy " 

"Ah  Frank — always  Frank,"  interrupted  Miss 
de  Courcy  impatiently— **  but  I  have  not  told 
you  half  our  project    We  are  to  riait  the  lakes 
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in  rapturous  anticapations  of  coming  enjoyment ; 
for  at  fifteen,  how  charming  is  novelt;  !  the  an- 
ticipation of  we  know  scarcely  what — except  that 
it  is  something  that  has  not  been,  and  different 
to  the  state  of  things  usually  surrounding  us. 
Swiftly  does  the  buoyant  mind  of  that  young 
time,  paseing  by  all  dull  preliminaries,  arrire  at 
the  longed-for  conclusion ;  while  the  more  ad- 
vanced in  life's  journeyi  whom  experience  has 
rendered  wary  and  anxious,  forget  to  enjoy  in 
tlic  ovcr^veoniTig  care  entailed  by  the  iiiimberles 
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toTieir  that  Tista  of  unallojed  pleasure  which 
svam  before  the  eyes  of  Isabel  at  every  new 
prospect  Yes,  to  Isabel^  and  Isabel  alone,  were 
BQch  bright  anticipations  perfectly  unmixed  with 
toy  baser  calculations  or  care  for  the  morrow. 

The  two  elder  ladies  now  shortly  began  dis* 
<^QS8iDg  and  advising  upon  the  dull^  but  necessary 
<feUfl8  of  their  journey  ;  but  other  discourse  of 
AgraTer  and  deeper  interest  soon  occurred  be- 
tween them,  as  was  evident  to  Isabel,  when  they 
l*gan  slowly  traversing  the  lawn  together ;  their 
wuDsel  seeming  to  her  of  so  very  earnest  a 
^ure,  both  from  their  looks  and  gestures,  that 
4e  forbore  to  interrupt  them,  though  she  did 
wonder  a  little  what  could  so  apparently  excite 
"W  sigter,  and  interest  Rosalie  ;  when  in  a  little 
tinie  they  walked  off  together  to  a  more  distant 
P^  of  the  garden.  Meanwhile,  Isabel  was  seen 
fitting  from  flower  to  flower,  gathering  and 
•^ranging  the  brilliant  blossoms  into  bouquets, 
'^tbling,  very  appropriately,  *•  where  the  bee 
**^»"  in  her  most  joyous  tone,  whilst  the  ''fresh 
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fields  and  pastures  new,"  passed  in  review 
before  her  orer  and  over  again ;  their  horizon 
undimed  hj  a  cloud. 

Music  was  the  poetry  of  Isabel's  soul,  the 
language  of  its  finer  emotions,  which  invariably  • 
gushed  forth  in  a  stream  of  soundt  either  joyous, 
sad,  or  tender,  as  the  feelings  of  the  moment 
prompted.  From  infiuicy,  muuc  seemed  her 
atmosphere;  her  very  step  was  musical,  and  her 
clear,  ringing  voice  fell  naturally  into  cadences  of 
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ttruDs  thrilled  through  every  nerve^  to  break 
finth  afterwards  in  bright  suntillations  of  sound 
from  her  o?m  lips*  when  she  would  erer  and 
tton  recal,  to  repeat  with  singular  precision, 
.those  passages  of  either  wailing  sadness  or 
qarkling  joyonsness,  that  dwelt  most  forcibly 
o&  her  memory ;  and  the  fountain  of  melody, 
which  might  formerly  have  been  heard  gently 
tridding  on  the  diarmed  ear,  now  sent  forth  its 
^  stream  in  a  thousand  forms  of  fantastic 
beauty. 

Joyoosness  was  the  element  of  the  songstress 
who6e  strains  most  generally  seconded  the  glad 
^KBotions  of  her  nature.  The  sight  of  sorrowing 
^  those  she  loved,  indeed,  quickly  brought  tears 
iotoher  bright  playful  eyes,  whose  deeply-fringed 
^  would  then  droop  over  the  dark  grey  orbs, 
with  an  expression  of  such  touching  sadness, 
^  joy  seemed  chased  for  ever  from  that  bright 
^bode^  whence  he  was,  fortunately,  seldom  per- 
"^  a  very  long  exile.  Isabers  only  fault  was 
&  little  impatient  wilfulness,  which  rarely  indeed 
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demonstrated  itself  further  tbaa  in  a  sliglit 
aptumiiig  of  the  pretty  under  Up,  catuoog  U 
so  wonderfully  to  resemble  the  bov  of  capid, 
that  it  was  under  this  configuration  it  seemed 
most  partioularly  bent  for  conquest;  and 
very  generally  did  it  prove  irreeistible.  But 
Isabel  aimed  not  yet  at  direr  conquests  than 
those  she  made  within  the  quiet  sphere  of  home, 
though  that  bow  threatened  future  devastation ; 
for  she  was  quite  pretty  enough  for  a  heart- 
slayinp  bcroiiie,  thoupli  she  was  verv  ULlieroioe- 
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tpmetrj  itself,  and  might  have  had  some  part  in 
the  exquisitely  neat  appearance  and  graceful 
&nD  of  her  simple  attire ;  and  her  &oe  was  fiiir, 
and  might  ha?e  done  something  towards  the  pie- 
tonsqaeeffectof  the  curls  that  shaded  it;  which 
in  their  turn  may  have  borrowed  some  of  their 
U^tness  from  the  sweet  countenance  itself.  For 
^  mental  qualifications,  it  must  be  confessed 
that  Isabel  was  not  given  to  abstruse  investiga- 
tioQ;  was  formed  to  adorn  and  enliven  the 
vorld  rather  than  to  make  a  study  of  its  won- 
<ier»— to  enjoy  than  to  reason  upon  it  As  yet 
ihe  was  content  to  take  everything  upon  trust, 
without  desiring  to  investigate  the  mystery  of  her 
otQ  feelings.  Clever  and  acute — ^^ven  to  com- 
puiaoQ  and  observation ;  and  with  woman's  ready 
tict  (the  spring  of  delicacy  of  mind)  in  perfection, 
W  scarcely  developed  intellect  gave  promise 
tf  much  firmness  of  purpose,  and  practical  sense 
iaits  maturity.  Her  character  was  already  ad- 
^^^^  beyond  her  age ;  which,  though  it  is  un- 
^^i&tUythat  of  the  perfection  of  personal  beauty 
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— whose  freBbnese  resembles  nothing  so  much  as 
the  moss-rose  bud  just  before  it  breaks  the  light 
▼dl  through  which  it  blushes,  with  as  brilliant  a 
bloom  as  that  which  orerspreada  the  beaming 
cheek  of  early  youth,  while  yet  enclosed  in  its 
owD  world  of  young,  fresh  thoughts — most  be 
oonsidered  in  troth  but  the  in&n^  of  the  mind. 

Poets  and  romaace  writers  hare  feigned,  in- 
deed, a  world  of  wisdom  and  discretion  where* 
with  to  endow  the  tenderest  years,  which  they 

Mild  rcprfseiit  as  the  cllraas  of  intellect  and 
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frontisg  the  circumstances  with  the  astoundiDg 
presence  of  mind  they  are  made  to  do^  or  with  a 
speech  ready  cut  and  dried^  harmonious  in  its 
periods^  and  convicting  in  its  eloquence— con- 
founding  the  eyes  and  ears  of  all  beholders. 

Yet  all  this  is  established  ;  irrerocable  rule ! 
and  a  heroine  beyond  her  teens  is  a  monstrosity 
in  nature^  who  should  hide  her  mature  head,  nor 
be  seen  in  the  foreground  to  mar  the  propriety 
of  the  picture — which  receiyed  fact  has  really 
made  us  feel  some  fears  and  tremblings,  and 
natural  misgivings  for  our  heroine,  who  has  been 
introduced  several  years  after  having  passed  that 
awful  barrier. 

Now  the  eight  additional  years  (to  her  sisters) 
that  had  rolled  over  Dora's  head,  though  they 
may  have  robbed  her  cheek  of  its  brightest 
bloom,  had,  we  must  say,  made  her  eight  years 
wiser; — it  is  not  always  that  the  advance  of 
years  brings  a  like  accession  of  wisdom.  The 
divine  principles  of  religion  her  mother  had 
early  taught  her,  which  had  been  her  consola- 
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Uon  in  the  hour  of  trial,  had  also  been  her 
guiding  Btar  to  the  true  appre<uation  of  all  the 
other  knowledge  with  which  she  had  since  en- 
riched the  book  and  volume  of  her  brain — ^firom 
the  treasury  of  the  accumolated  experience  of 
the  divine,  the  philosopher,  and  the  poet ;  and 
it  was  from  this  source  that  the  younger  uster 
acqmred,  without  the  labour  of  other  research, 
the  store  of  precepts  and  information  which  gave 
such  an  additional  lustre  to  her  blooming  youth 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

'Kerhatli  loye^t  mind  of  any  judgment  taste  ; 
Wingi,  and  no  tyea  figure  unbeedy  haste : 
And  therefore  Is  love  said  to  be  a  cfaild, 
Becittse  in  choice  be  is  so  oft  beguiled  : 
Ai  waggish  bojs  themselves  in  game  forswear. 
So  the  boy,  Lore,  is  perjured  everywhere.** 


^^iij  my  dear^  this  is  what  I  call  a  nice, 
^%  baodsomct  gentlemanly  place/'  said  Mr. 
oradiog,  with  swelling  pridcy  to  his  lady  as 
^  strolled  together  through  the  beautiful 
P^ds  of  their  new  reddence;  "and  I  do 
^>  my  dear,  we  shall  see  no  more  pensiveness^ 


and  a  noble  park-like  domain,"  (he  was  n 
ing  a  little  from  the  advertisement,  whicl 
read  some  months  sincey  bad  so  f 
imagmations  of  both  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bn 
to  have  brought  about  the  present  r 
desirable  to  themselves  and  advantageo 
neighbourhood;)  <<With  a  beautiful 
he  proceeded,  ^' hot-houses^  successioi 
vinery,  pinery,  ornamental  dairy,  shr 
summer-houses,  high*walled  kitchei 
ftarbours,  plantations,  serpentine  walks 
to  embowered  retreats  from  the  too  fen 
the  sun,'*  (here  another  quotation)- 
continued  he,  looking  around    him. 
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XKtiiiDg  to  make  you  unhappy,— but  Aevery thing 
entireljthe  contrary.** 

The  lady  thus    addressed,    who    was   pale, 

W^biDg,  and  rather  delicate-looking,  and 

Ittd  been  handsome,  gave  a  gentle  sigh  at  this 

hvaogae;  in  answer  to  which   she  murmured 

tomeihiog  about  not  being  understood;  hinted  at 

tlie  habitual  sadness  and  the  poetic  melancholy 

uihereot  on  true  genius ;  and  concluded  by  ob* 

*^iog,  that  ^'  it  was  not  outward  circumstances 

^  could  vitally  effect  that  which  passeth  show." 

To  this  her  husband  made  no  other  reply  than 

*  half  sort  of  groan;   for,  accustomed  as  he  was 

to  the  same  sort  of  explanations,  it  cannot  be 

^  he  ever  understood  them ;  and,  as  the  lady 

^^11  knew,  was  invariably  dumbfounded  by  an 

^•oqticnce  he  found  unanswerable. 

It  had  been  Mrs.  Brading's  destiny  very  early 
^  We,  to  bestow  her  hand  upon  a  partner  so 
^congenial  to  her  sensitive  mind ;  but,  during 
"'^fi'e  and  twenty  years  of  her  married  life,  she 
'Singularly  contrived  to  indemnify  herself  for 

'''^-  I.  G 
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the  mistake,  by  imaginiDg  herself  a  sacrifice/ 
behaving  like  a  martyr,  and  ebewiog  as  a  heroine 
to  that  world,  to  whose  admiration  she  paraded 
her  woes  and  her  fortitude,  and  in  whose 
sympathy  she  found  an  atl-suffident  consolation 
for  her  enduring  exiBtence.  Her  sole  occupa- 
tion was  reading  novels  and  other  works  of 
fictioD,  of  the  school  of  sentiment  and  ex- 
aggerated feeling ;  and  the  profuse  indulgence 
of  this  taste,  in  conjunction  with  delicate  health 
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of  ber  taste  bad  generated  that  passion — the 
spring  alike  of  good  and  evil;  but  which 
^^Ung  root  in  a  weak  mind  must  ever  form  an 
onfortonate  combination,  which,  to  the  super- 
^  obserrer  presents  nothing  but  a  picture  of 
tie  ludicrous  in  the  extremest  degree ;  but  from 
vUcb  the  philosopher  would  be  more  apt  to  turn 
ttd  weep.  We  allude  to  ambition — the  pre- 
sent disguise  of  all  preceding  self-endearmeut; 
^  of  the  soaring  aspiring  cataract- like  kind,  en- 
^TOQiing  to  sweep  all  before  it ;  no !  happily  it 
^>B  but  a  small  stream  foaming  and  fretting  with 
JQst  sufficient  violence  to  make  itself  evident  in  its 
^  limited  sphere — "  an  inland  brook"  un- 
vnbitious  of  mingling  itself  in  ''  the  mead  of 
^^ters,"  and  content  to  be  heard  and  seen  in  its 
own  bounded  world;  so  that  it  was  heard  and  seen 
"•ore  conspicuously  than  anything  else.  For  Mrs. 
Blading,  though  her  chief  happiness  and  conso- 
**^  consisted  in  pouring  her  griefs  into  any,  and 
eTcrj  attentive  ear,  and  exciting  the  sympathy 
^  *  Qrde  of  admiring  friends,  had  higher  aims 
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a  vocation  for  the  muses  in  her  o\v 
Their  visits,  although  few  and  far  betw 
not  secret ;  for  the  results  of  their  dei 
Mrs.  Brading's  bourdoir  were  charit 
speedily  disclosed  for  the  special  ben< 
world  of   friends;   and  her  lucubrat 
favourite   theme  both  of  herself  ai 
(proud  of  the  literary  odour  of  its  1 
ornament),  were  praised  and  admir 
those  who  heard  or  read  ;   as  the 
effusions   which  are    permitted   to 
light  for  their  congenial  eyes  alone, 
be  by  all  who  are  deemed  worthy  oi 
passing  concession* 

Mrs«.  Brading;  the  daughter  of  a 
physician,    had    early    been     depri^ 
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checking  its  susceptibilitieB.  Fatigued,  and 
overwrought  by  the  constant  perusal  of  ficti- 
tious wo«s,  she  next  became  ambitious  of  work- 
ing out  a  romantic  destiny  for  herself.  Then 
it  was  she  first  solaced  herself  by  committtng  to 
paper  the  impress  of  her  own  sorrows,  and  all 
the  sadness  of  sentiment — a  solace  which  had 
ever  since,  she  declared,  proved  a  sovereign 
panacea  to  the  despondent  misery  of  her  b^ng, 
whenever  the  remembrance  of  it   particularly 
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unwonted  step  of  bursting  in  upon  his  studies, 
to  tell  her  tale  of  love,  and  entreat  bis  sanction 
to  her  bbss.  With  downcast  look,  and  Alter- 
ing voice,  did  abe  pour  forth  her  appeal ;  and 
while  her  father  gazed  vacantly  upon  ber,  she 
spoke  in  moving  terms  of  enduring  love, 
sympathy  of  tastes,  and  affinity  of  souls, — 
when  lo !  she  was  interrupted  to  hear  a  slight 
dissertation  upon  chemical  affinity,  which  be 
had  just  prepared  for  the  introduction  of  his 
forth  coming  lecture  upon  "  Animal  Mc^netisi 
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m^bt  acooant  for  her  present  excitement.    In 
^  midst  of  this  stngular  scene  his  servant 
altered^  to  inform  him  it  was  time  to  be  gone 
to  hii  awaiting  audience^  and  according  to  cus- 
tom bore  away  bis  books  and  scientific  instru* 
mentsto  his  carriage — the  only  meansof  forcing 
bim  away,  as  he  was  sure  to  follow  their  depar- 
tai^y  and  unerringly  accompany  them  to  the 
lecture-room.  But  before  he  went, his  distracted 
tltoghter  made  one  last  forcible  and  more  ra- 
tional effort  to  gain  his  attention;  and  succeeded 
^length  in  so  far  enlightening  his  senses,  as  to 
oblige  him  to  note  her  request  mechanically 
down,  amongst  his  other  memoranda  of  pro^ 
blema  proposed,  doubts  to  be  solved,  and  expe- 
rimenU  to  be  tried,  &c.  &c.  The  last  of  the  list 
^ferring  to  that  great  experiment  so  few  rightly 
insider,  till  it  is  irrevocable  ;  when  the  result 
^1  at  times  startling  as  some  experiment  of  the 
unwary  alchymist,   who  has  heaped  into  the 
^l^bic  ingredients  of  whose  properties  he  has 
only  a  superficial  knowledge,  and  leaves  the 
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perpetrators   equally  to   regret   they   had  not 
more  philosophy,  and  lew  rashDesa. 

The  next  day,  aa  the  man  orsdence  sarveyed 
according  to  bis  wont,  memorandam  after  memo-, 
randum,  answering  each  in  rotation  to  hia  perfect 
satisfacljon,  he  was  rather  surprised  and  puzsled 
OD  coming  to  the  last ;  but  found  less  difficulty 
on  the  present  oceasion  in  forcing  his  mind  to 
the  full  comprehension  of  what  it  required  of 
him,  than  on  the  previous  evening  when  over* 
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and  with  an  enormous  effort^  detaining  liis  mind 
to  the  narrow  consideration  of  the  happiness 
or  misery  of  one  human  life,  and  endeavouring 
to  weigh  all  the  probabilities,  he  at  length  came 
to  the  decision  that  every  prudent  father  would 
have  arrived  at,  just  tlie  same  as  though  he  had 
been  no  philosopher — namely,  that  so  wealthy 
a  suitor  was  not  to  be  rejected ;  and  with  a  con- 
fused idea  of  his  daughter's  flightiness  of  pur- 
pose, moved  that  it  would  be  as  well  to  conclude 
the  affair  as  soon  as  might  be,  and  so  get  quit 
of  the  trouble  and  interruption  to  his  pursuits. 
To    this  conclusion    everything    so    smoothly 
tended,  that  Juliana  found  herself  Mrs.  Brading, 
some  little  time  before  the  failings  and  defects 
of  her  innamorato  gleamed  upon  her  awakened 
senses.     But,  if  the  blind  god  had  assisted  in 
concealing  the  lover's  imperfections,  he  speedily 
withdrew  the  bandage  from  her  eyes  to  discover 
the  faults  of  the  husband,  and  even  lent  her  mag- 
nifying glasses  that  they  might  shew  more  glar- 
ingly.    It  was  happy  for  her,  considering  her 
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position,  that  she  was  without  energy  of  character, 
or  violent  impulses,  which  might  have  caused 
lier  to  fall  a  prey  to  disapp<Hatinent|  or  upon 
discovery  of  her  mistake,  to  come  to  an  open 
breach  with  the  unfortunate  cause.  Her  grief 
was  of  that  bounded  kind  which  finds  consola- 
tion from  slight  matters,  which  time  modifiet, 
and  indolence  soothes  into  quiescence,  and 
which  happily  finds  vent  in  low  munnutings 
and  gentle  plaints,  so  that  tfaey  be  heeded. 
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^jendeavoaring  to  awaken  her  father's  atten- 
^  to  her  earnest  request.  We  cannot  say  that 
^  pursuit  of  her  literary  propensities  left  Mrs. 
Brading  much  opportunity  for  superintending 
Ae  education  and  moral  culture  of  her  children. 
like  her  worthy  father  she  objected  to  confining 
W powers  within  so  bounded  a  sphere;  con- 
sequently, they  were  each  in  turn  consigned  to  a 
governess's  care,  inasmuch  as  referred  to  the 
lesser  details  of  their  education  ;  for  which  she 
sketched  the  plan,  leaving  the  filling-up  to  less 
enlarged,  but  mure  laborious  minds,  as  a  task 
unfitted  to  genius;  so  she  declared  and  be- 
lieved, for  in  her  literary  researches  she  had  not 
^twith  the  axiom,  that  the  greatest  minds  are 
Stable  to  descend  to,  and  fulfil  the  smallest 
duties. 

Her  educational  plan,  the  work  of  so  masterly 
^luud  was,  it  must  be  confessed,  sufficiently 
^^;  but  the  governess  expressed  implicit 
**ith  and  promised  obedience,  and  the  delicate, 
P^c,  and  sensitive  lady-mother  had  the  credit 
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of  having  imposed  tipon  herself  the  arduoui 
superintendance  of  the  education  of  her  fire 
daughters,  to  which  she  fondly  imagined  herself 
fully  entitled,  for  her  delusions  were  always 
first  practised  upon  herself;  and  it  is  astonish- 
ing how  many  Mrs.  Bradings  there  are  in 
this  respect,  whose  faith  in  their  own  powers 
begets  a  corresponding  opinion  of  them  in  a 
large  set  of  their  acquaintances.  The  father, 
though  standing  greatly  in  awe  of  the  talents 
of    hi.  ^virp.    to    whose   infalllbililv  h^ 
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former  acquisition.  Under  this  eccentric  rule, 
^e  Miss  Bradings  had  grown  up,  with  the 
^ception  of  the  lively,  active-minded  Madeline, 
s%)  no-charactered,  good-humoured  girls.  The 
apposing  dispositions  of  their  parents  had 
effected  a  perfect  neutrality  in  theirs:  the 
^Stttnt  nature  of  the  hints  received  from 
^^er  parent  by  their  malleable  preceptress, 
"^  imparted  such  a  modification  to  all  her 
<^Qclusions,  that  they  understood  as  little  of 
them  as  she  herself  did.  The  milk-and-water 
Qoimpressiveness  of  her  teaching  had  caused 
^CQit  now  that  her  instructions  had  ceased, 
ipeedily  to  forget  all  she  taught,  so  that  their 
Emories  were  as  unstored  as  their  minds  un-* 
colti?ated.  If,  under  their  educational  system 
^9  had  derived  little  good,  it  had  certainly 
(otherwise  than  in  the  waste  of  precious  hours)  * 
^one  them  no  harm,  which  could  not  have  been 
**w,inall  probability,  had  they  pursued  their 
studies  at  a  boarding-school ;  for  they  were  for 
w  most  part  free  from  envy  and  uncharitable* 
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nesa;  ready  to  be  pleased,  without  any  undae 
desire  of  shiniag  themselves  ;  and  moreover, 
still  r^;arded  their  mother  as  genius's  uq- 
doubted  paragon,  with  whose  claims  they  did 
not  interfere,  very  fortunately,  as  it  would  have 
been  an  awkward  circumstance  in  the  Brading 
family ;  hence  came  it  she  was  still  its  heroine; 
still  claiming  and  receivii^  all  the  sympathy  and 
admiration  the  world  had  to  bestow.  Though 
faded  and  worn  by  the  over  indulgence  of  her 
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but  they  were  well-disposed,  dutifal  girls,  and 
tlierefore  did  not  allow  the  slight  feeling  of  su- 
P^ority  produced  by  their  extra  enlightenment, 
to  infiaence  or  manifest  itself  in  their  conduct 
towards  him. 

Brought  up,  and  bom  in  the  city,  Mr.  Brading 
^ergot  rid  of  the  effect  of  the  clinging  asso- 
aalioQs,  which  seemed  to  have  rendered  his 
intellect  cloudy  as  its  own  air ;  though,  with 
tbe  magnifying  power  of  other  murky  atmo- 
spheres, it  had  marvellously  heightened  his 
perceptions  in  one  direction — that  of  his  inte- 
nts. His  whole  soul,  Mrs.  Brading  shortly 
foond,  was  wound  up  in  the  accumulation  of 
^  <•({.;  on  that  point  his  mind  was  bright  as 
^  dross  whose  pursuit  was  his  element.  To 
detach  him  from  his  beloved  haunts  was  the 
"^wish  of  Mrs.  Brading's  heart.  He  had  so 
*^ciited  the  originally  large  fortune  inhe- 
'^ted  from  his  father,  whose  slow,  carefuUy- 
"^^ed  gains  bore  no  proportion  to  the  rapidly 

^^ulated  thousands  of  his  more  speculative 
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son — that  he  might  long  ago  have  retired  from 
commercial  life,  and  yielded  to  his  lady's  wish, 
that  he  should  possess  himself  of  a  place  in  the 
country;  yet,  though  he  loved  the  punait  of 
gain,  it  was  not  that  he  was  over  avaricioas  as 
to  its  accumulation ;  but  his  heart  was  in  hia 
counting-house,  still  more  in  the  city  pomps 
and  city  feasts  use  had  endeared  to  hia  very 
soul ;  while  his  imposing  position,  and  the 
honourable  remembrance  his  family  had  long 
been  iieM  iti,  as  uieiabcrs  of  the  auijust  corpo- 
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and  gentle  insinuations,  roused  the  imagination 
of  her  husband  to  a  similar  ambition.  After 
many  years  of  repining  and  unsuccess,  her 
wishes  were  destined  to  be  accomplished.  It 
might  have  been  partly  owing  to  the  fact  of  his 
only  son,  Mr.  Richard  Brading,  the  centre  of 
his  parents'  pride  and  hopes,  (and  who  had 
gained  an  accession  of  dignity  and  consideration 
from  having  lately  acquired  a  large  fortune 
from  his  mother's  uncle)  it  might  have  been,  in 
some  degree,  referable  to  that  young  gentle- 
man's taking  the  same  view  of  the  matter  as  his 
mother,  and  showing  symptoms  of  the  same 
ambition  for  the  select  delights  of  country 
society,  to  which  she  looked  forward  with  such 
intense  expectation,  as  an  arena  more  favour^ 
able  to  the  due  appreciation  of  her  peculiar 
pretensions,  than  any  in  which  it  had  yet  been 
her  fortune  to  figure.  Certain  it  is,  that  this 
fact,  in  addition  to  her  continual  hints  thrown 
out,  she  feared  fruitlessly,  on  the  soil  of  his 
one-idea'd  mind,  had  now  induced  a  second 
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ide&i  involving  the  ambition  of  poseeuii^  ji 
country  estate ;  and  Mr.  Bradiog,  over  whose 
sentimentB  Comhill  and  Covent  Gaiden  had 
hitherto  maiatained  an  influence,  to  which  more 
verdant  acclivities,  and  gardens  more  salubrious 
were  as  nothing,  suddenly  became  impressed 
with  the  sublimity  of  the  notion  of  becoming 
lord  of  a  rural  domain :  thus  it  is,  that  at  no 
period  of  life  are  mortals  exempt  from  the 
temptation  of  essaying  a  new  orbit ;  and  at  thit 
auEpiciouB  period,  Mr.  itud  !Mis.  r{iai.ling  agreed. 
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iQ  the  eipression  of  his  opinion  thereupon  by 
the  ipproach  of  his  five  daoghters. 

The  girls  were  discussing  with  some  anima- 
turn  the  personal  merits  of  some  one  they  bad 
l^lyseen — apparently  for  the  firsttime — the  ob- 
ject  seemed  to  be  a  young  lady ;  her  appearance 
^  attractions — a  theme  on  which  (next  to  a 
jfooDg  gentleman)  they  were  invariably  more  dif- 
fttsethanuponanyother  the  wide  world  afforded. 
The  young  Emeline,  her  mother's  favorite,  and 
i^tintense  admirer  of  her  mother's  genius;  like 
^^t  tall  and  slight,  and  the  prettiest-looking 
<^  the  whole  clamourous  quintette,  pronounced 
the  lady  in  question  to  be  most  '^  beautiful ! 
ptceiull  charming!" — adding  as  many  other 
^rlativeis  as  epithets  as  her  brain  supplied. 
■^  rest  declared  her  to  be  too  passecy  too  tall, 
^thby  or  too  something  or  other ;  and  the  two 
yoQQgest,  on  whose  cheeks  beamed  the  roseate 
'^oom  of  sixteen,  and  seventeen,  heightened  by 
^^^^iberant  health,  and  the  mimitigated  enjoy- 
ment of  the  air  and  exercise,  which  the  novelty 
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of  their  heal  bad  induced;  and  whose  features 
bore  the  highly  un-arietocratic  stamp,  chantc- 
tensing  tbeir  father's,  considered  her  "  a  great 
deal  too  pale,"  suireying,  meanwhile,  the  reSec- 
tion  of  tbeir  own  ruddy  cheeks,  in  each  other, 
with  ungular  complacency. 

"At  all  events,"  exclaimed  Madeline,  the 
middle  Miss  Brading,  "  the  clever  one,"  par 
excellence,  of  the  family,  and  very  usually  the 
mouthpiece  of  the  rest,  and  who  was,  moreover^ 
overburdtnei)  uilli  I'.il  ;ui<l  cuLioHlty.      "At  uny 
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trees  that  are  to  be  moved  to  admit  of  a  wider 
prospect,  and " 

"  But  no/'  interrupted  Madeline,  **  she  only 
thanked  us — would  not  trouble  us — aud  was  off 
hke  a  shot." 

'^  But  it  shews  what  a  fine  place  it  is — people's 
coming  and  asking  to  view  the  grounds  in  that 
kind  of  away,  don't  it  ?  don't  it  ma  ?'*  asked 
Emeline. 

**  Do  you  know,"  recommenced  Madeline, 
the  curious,  '*  I  was  so  anxious  to  see  more  of 
her,  that  I  made  several  endeavours  to  meet  her, 
by  popping  in,  by  side  walks,  upon  the  avenues 
down  which  she  was  walking  ;  but  she  always, 
either  intentionally,  or  accidentally,  just  ma- 
naged to  avoid  me,  by  darting  sharp  off,  and 
getting  out  of  sight,  so  swiftly,  that  I  could 
scarcely  obtain  sight  of  her.  It  was  really 
very  disappointing  after  running  oneself  out  of 
breath ;  and  now  I  think  about  it,  by  her  suc- 
cessful efforts  to  avoid  me,  she  proved  herself 
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wonderfully  well  acquainted  with  the  plan  of 
the  grounds — and  that's  rather  Btrange ! " 

"  Ah,  Maddy !  trust  you  for  finding  out  every- 
thing," said  her  father,  patting  her  cheek  admir- 
ingly. "Our  Aavenues,  as  you  remark,  are  cer- 
tainly enough  to  puzzle  any  one,  with  the  in 
and  out  paths  leading  to  them ;  and  the  young 
lady,  whoever  she  may  be,  lost  a  great  deal  by 
not  seeing  the  progress  of  our  improvements  ; 
there'll  be  no  knowing  the  place  when  they  are 
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walb  in  our  grounds^  that  she  had^  very 
probably,  wished  to  indulge  herself  in  the 
sopreme  pleasure  of  renewing  some  recollec- 
tions connected  with  the  place ;  she  seemed  a 
most  interesting  creature,  with  a  decidedly 
po^l  expression  of  countenance,  and  with  a 
^^^ftain  sadness  of  aspect,  as  Emeline  observed  ; 
J^  the  habitual  sadness  inherent  in  a  poetical 
nature." 

The  two  eldest  girls,  who  had  contributed 
little  beside  a  scarcely  interrupted  fire  of  giggling 
to  the  whole  discussion,  up  to  the  time  of  the 
nM>ther'8  harangue,  started  off  together  at  its 
coQclosion,  lest  its  resumption  should  demand 
a  farther  cessation  from  their  amusement ;  the 
others  quietly  acquiesced  in  her  decision,  with 
^^^xi  to  their  late  visits,  which,  in  such  cases 
^ey  were  accustomed  to  regard  as  oracular. 

The  man  of  the  city  looked  around  upon  his 
^*^  possessions  with  renewed  satisfaction,  and 
P'^ntly  broke  the  pause  that  had  ensued  by 
wondering  whether  the  fame  thereof  would  attract 

^^»«.  1.  u 
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iQiin)'  such  visiters,  declaring  his  coDvictioa 
that  the  place  was  "well  wortli  coming  to  see;" 
and  that  the  lady  must  have  heard  reports  of 
its  beauty,  and  very  probably,  of  all  the  im- 
provements in  progress,  which  he  seemed  to 
fancy  must  be  as  interesting  to  all  beholders  as 
to  himself.  Unfortunately  his  lady  differed  from 
him  materially  on  this  head,  and  was  very  far 
from  applauding  all  bisself-stj^led  improvements 
and  curtailments — her  taste  for  garden  scenery 
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wbicb,  mellowed  by  the  setting  sun^  and  enrich<i> 
ed  by  the  aatninnal  hoes,  beginning  to  over- 
spread some  of  the  trees,  grouped  amidst  the 
dtrk  green  masSes  of  others,  still  retaining 
their  summer  foilage^  presented  at  every 
Werent  view  the  most  enchanting  effects. 
Thej  stood  upbn  a  broad  gravel  terrace  before 
tbe  house,  overlooking  the  wide  spreading  lawn, 
sweeping  away  into  the  beautiful  vale  beneath, 
and  commanded  a  prospect  of  unrivalled  sylvan 
beaaty.  As  their  eyes  were  turned  on  the  ob- 
i^ts,  gilded  by  the  red  glory  of  the  setting  sun, 
^  were  impressed,  in  some  sort,  by  the 
^Tiisite  loveliness  of  the  scene;  and  Mrs* 
^ing,  drawing  her  eldest  daughter's  arm 
^tbin  her  own,  advanced  along  towards  the 
^er  scenery  of  their  domain. 

"Hie  trees  here  were  many  of  them  very  old, 
^  of  a  magnificent  growth  and  size.  The 
P*^  had  long  been  famous  for  its  picturesque 
^'^blage  of  wood,  in  knolls  or  Aavenues,  as 
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their  present  possessor  termed  them.  Ille 
house  also,  though  its  interior  was  conveniently 
modernised,  was  of  ancient  aspect,  and  pre- 
sented heavy  gable  ends,  and  stone  muUioned 
windows,  and  other  evidences  of  a  former  age  ; 
while  the  modernising  graces,  and  the  hand  of 
taste  was  perceptible  on  all  hands — both 
within  and  without ;  as  clearly  evinced  a  long 
continuance  of  watchful  and  superior  care  and 
superintendance.     Yes,  the  hand  of  taste  had 
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leaving  behind  them  the  revered  remembrances 
and  associations  of  their  forefathers. 

As  Madeline,  with  her  father^  and  three  of 
her  sisters,  followed  the  steps  of  Mrs.  Brading 
and  Emeline,  she  enlightened  them  upon  the 
point  her    investigating   spirit    had    effected, 
in  reference  to  the  ownership  of  the  carriage 
which  had  conveyed  thither  the  solitary  visiter 
who  had  given  rise  to  such  multiform  discus- 
^^.    First  then,  she  told  them,  she  had  des- 
eried  the  red  hand  upon  the  panel ;  and  finally 
discovered  that  both  the  arms  and  liveries  ap- 
pertained to  their  neighbours  at  the  Hall — the 
^erland  fitmily.     Mrs.  Brading  started  and 
eoloured  at  this  disclosure ;  it  was  her  present 
g^  ambition,  and  the  earnest  desire  of  her- 
^  and  daughters,  to  be  on  the  visiting  list  of 
^  Sonderlands,  lately  returned  to  the  Hall  ; 
how  it  was  to  be  brought  about  they  knew  not, 
^  had  little  hope  of  its  coming  to  pass.    Mrs. 
"fading  now  endeavoured  to  recollect  the  name 
^  the  card  which  had  been  sent  in  by  their 
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Visiter ;  but  remembered  it  was  not  that  of  the 
great  family  of  the  neighbourhood  for  whose 
acquaintance  she  so  asfuringly  sighed  ;  aod 
Madelioe  satisfied  her  on  that  point  by  men- 
tioning the  name  of  Melville,  while  she  pro- 
duced the  card  on  which  it  was  inscribed,  for 
the  now  yet  more  carious  investigation  of  the 
party. 

Dorothy  Melville  it  had  been,  in  truth,  whose 
visit  to  her  old  home  had  been  the  occasion  of 
:st  its  I 
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"  Oft  hare  I  heard  of  you,  my  Lord  Biron, 
Bafore  I  saw  yon ;  and  the  world's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  yoa  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks ; 
Fiill  of  comparisons  and  wounding  flouts ; 
Which  you  on  all  estates  will  execute. 
That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit** 

Love's  Labouk  Lost. 

"  Oh !  many  varied  thoughts  do  cross  the  brain, 
Which  touch  the  will,  but  leave  ^e  memory  trackless ; 
And  yet  a  strange  compounded  motive  make ; 
Wherefore  a  man  should  bend  his  evening  walk 
To  the  east,  the  west,  the  forest,  or  the  field. 
Is  it  not  often  so  ?** 

Joanna  Baillie*s  Tragedy  of '  Ds  Montfo&t.' 

Our  heroine,  with  her  sister  and  Frank,  had 
been  staying  at  the  Hall  now  more  than  a 
week»  to  the  general  satisfaction  of  all.  Isabel, 
beyond  measure,  charmed   with   everything ; 
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Frank  siagularly  biythe,  aad  well-disposed  to- 
wards the  world  in  general ;  and  Dora  happy 
in  their  content.  But  in  reference  to  her  bro- 
ther, Dora's  mind  was  not -altogether  at  ease ; 
it  was  out  of  the  ordinary  course  of  things  to 
see  him  displaying  an  excitement  of  happiness, 
that  under  any  circumstances  she  would  have 
been  in  apprehension  for  its  continuance ;  a^d 
she  had  too  much  reason  to  fear  it  uose,  in  the 
present  instance)  from  a  hopeless  in&tuation. 
To  be  sure,  there  was  no  Frederick  Sunderiand 
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Dora's  earnest  desire  to  revisit  their  former 
home.  Woodlands,  about  ten  miles  distant  from 
the  Haliy  had  been  made  knownto  Lady  Sunder- 
land)  who  graciously  furthered  it  by  proffering 
her  carriage  for  the  expedition :  for  Lady  Sun- 
derland was  uot  one  of  those  cruel  persecutors 
of  poor  relations  one  hears  of  in  olden  story  ; — 
kind  and  gracious  when  no  warfare  against  her 
maternal  ambition  was  perceptible*  she  was 
especially  benign  when  conferring  an  obliga- 
tion, which  she  hesitated  not  to  do,  when  the 
concession  interfered  neither  with  her  pleasure 
nor  her  interest 

So  long  had  Dora  lingered  amidst  the  scenes 
of  her  former  happiness,  and  so  dreamily  had 
the  time  past,  that  it  was  not  till  she  observed, 
on  a  sudden,  the  distance  the  sun  had  travelled 
in  his  journey  towards  the  western  sky,  that 
she  became  aware  of  the  advance  of  evening ; 
but,  though  the  progress  of  time  had  been  so 
strangely  unheeded  by  her^  the  wand  of  memory 
had  lengthened  it  out  into  years — crowding  into 
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it  the  joys  and  the  gneft  of  the  first  ometeetk 
years  of  her  life,  as  well  as  the  forms  of  those 
(either  absent,  or  passed  away  from  thia  busy 
Gcene)  with  whom  it  had  beea  associated ; 
cheeiily  the  sun  had  shone  on  each  dear  spot, 
looking,  eren  now,  bright  and  lovely  as  ever 
beneath  its  beams ;  though  no  answering  ny 
of  former  gladness  was  reflected  back  from  the 
heart  of  their  former  mistress  :  no,  its  dazxUitg 
glare  seemed  a  mockery  to  it,  and  she  ptoceeded 
with  hurried  steps,  as  though  she  would  flee 
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almost  forgotton,  till  revived  again  with  the  old 
thoughts  and  memories  of  a  life  she  seemed  to 
live  auevr.  But  evening  approached,  and  the 
spell  was  broken  by  another  appeaiaoce  of  Miw 
Madeline ;  so  bidding  a  courteous  adieu  to  the 
present  bmily  of  Woodlands,  she  tore  henelf 
away  from  its  groves  and  trees,  with  a  sigh, 
deep  and  heartfelt,  but  with  a  feeling  of  coa> 
solation  too ;  in  fact,  the  strangely-mixed  (oA- 
iogs  of  that  day  of  memory  combined  to  form 
that  aigb. 
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from  Mr.  ClarendoD,  made  no  answer^  he  pro* 
ceeded:— 

"Yoa  would  ask  me,  how,  withoat  chart  or 
oomptss,  I  am  so  well  assared  of  the  delecta- 
Uity  of  those  r^ons  unknown,  onto  which  you 
^vere  wafted ;  and  I  reply,  because  the  outward 
woiid,  and  all  it  contains,  is  drear  and  dull, 
ud  with  few  exceptions,  most  unprofitable  :  to 
foiget  its  unworthy  existence,  is  of  all  things,  the 
'coosmnmation  most  to  be  desired,' — therefore, 
were  you  most  happy,  and  I  a  wretch,  worthy  of 
reprobation,  for  having  been  the  unfortunate 
<^ue  of  conjuring  you  back  from  the  world  of 
dieuns  to  the  dull  present" 

Again  he  bowed,  Dora  could  only  bow  like- 
^*  "  By  the  bye,"  he  exclaimed  suddenly, 
^  start  of  yours  was  an  awakening  from  a 
^^^^»  that  was  most  effective — enchanting  as 
^«^re?erie  itself!"  and  he  seemed  to  have  for- 
g^Q,  from  his  enthusiastic  manner,  his  asse- 
^^tioa  of  the  utter  worlhlessness'of  anything 
^coiQiQgi^j  attention  on  the  region  of  earth  ; 
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"  Caroline  would  faint  outright  in  envy  of  socli 
an  effect  had  ehe  witnessed  it." 

Dora,  who  had  been  before  this  made  the 
auditor  of  Mr.  Clarendon's  animadrersions  and 
opinions  upon  many  things,  the  Miss  Sunder- 
landa  amongst  the  rest,  now  bowed  a  bow  of 
adieu,  to  signify  she  would  more  on,  when 
Mr.  Clarendon,  who  was  on  horseback,  placing 
his  hand  on  the  carriage-door,  informed  her, 
her  protracted  absence  had  occasioned  quite  a 
commotion  at  the  Hall,  "  which,  as  far  aa  I 
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tfaotal  remarks,  and  highly  interesting  anec- 
dotes,  illustratiye  of  the  manner  in  which  acci- 
dots  generally  oocurred;  and  how  the  greys 
in  particiilar  were  likely  to  conduct  themselves 
Qoder  the  circumstances;  in  the  midst  of  which 
I  made  my  escape,  haying  a  prejudice  in  fevonr 
of  the  eyening  of  an  autumnal  day ;  when  just 
tt  I  was  about  to  set  forth,  I  thought  I  distin- 
tingaiBhed  an  emtuie^  and  looked  in  just   in 
time  to  behold  my  £Bur  kinswoman,  the  sensi- 
tive Caroline,  hystericising  for  the  behoof  of  a 
<^rcle ;  for  I  make  no  doubt  the  whole  thing 
^*t8  a  movement  of  compassion  on  her  part  for 
^  monotonous  and  stupid  turn  things  were 
^^iung ;  but  this  is  only  my  poor  single  inter- 
action: the  more  general  opinion  ascribes 
^  origin  of  the  disorder  to   yourself.  Miss 
MdfiUc" 

I^  asked  a  further  explanation. 

^Because  her  detractors  say,"  pursued  he, 
''thit  poor  Carolina,  shocked  at  the  surmises 
^'iU  that  had  been  thrown  out,  and  applying 
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tbem  all,  in  the  fervour  of  Iier  imagination,  and 
her  apprehensive  affection,  to  her  absent  cousin, 
was  oTercome  by  her  fears  for  your  safety ;  and 
so  fell  into  the  paroxism,  caumng  so  great  com- 
mo^n.  Now,  I  trust  you  will  pardon  me  for 
assigning  a  different  cause  to  it,  and  referring 
the  transaction  solely  to  the  genius  of  la  belle 
Caroline.  Success  rewarded  her  efforts;  for 
whereas,  I  left  the  party  in  a  state  of  the  most 
perfect  dullness — unexcited  by  any  feeling 
whatever,  I  found  afterwards  a  most  moving 
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these  frights  and  apprehensions,  of  which  it 
seems  I  have  unfortunately  been  the  cause,  you 
have  tboaghtlessly  delayed  the  progress  of  the 
only  indindual  whose  appearance  seems  likely 
^  stay  the  tumult.  I  pn^y  you,  do  so  no 
longer. 

Again  she  bowed,  but  had  scarcely  uttered  a 
''go  on"  to  the  driver,  when  he  a  second  time 
^pped  the  carriage,  exclaiming, — 

'*  Since  such  is  your  interpretation  of  the 

CM.  I  am  bound  to  accede  to  the  opinion; 

it  is  therefore   my  duty  to   protect  you,  as 

&r  as  lies  in  my   power,  from  the  evil  you 

foresee.    The  horses  do  appear  a  little  wild/' 

porsoed  he,  flourishing  about  his  riding-whip, 

which  happening  to  come  in  contact  with  oufi 

of  the  animals,  caused  them  to  exhibit  slight 

symptoms  of  the  uneasiness  that  was  previously 

only  apprehended ;  *^  After  all,  Caroline's  fears 

are  most  probably  well-grounded.     I  should  be 

worse  than  useless,  I  fear,  should  I  attempt  to 

follow  you ;  as  should  the  steeds  prove  restive. 
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mine  will  but  catch  the  cootagion,  and  increase 
the  meUS.  My  only  coune,  then,  is  to  accom- 
pany yo\i>  ID  which  case  I  shall  be  at  hand  to 
assist  in  whaterer  may  befal.  1  see  you  ac- 
quiesce in  the  propriety  of  my  propositioD. 
Your  look  of  alarm  convinces  me,  even  were 
I  doubtful  before,  I  am  acting  rightly ;"  saying 
which,  with  provoking  earnestness,  either  mis- 
interpreting, or  pretending  to  misinterpret  her 
looks  of  consternation,  and  before  she  could 
interfere  by  word  or  remonstrance,  be  jumped 
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comer  of  the  carriage,   he  quietly  continued^ 

''  Yoa  are  most  probably  right  in  consideriDg 

yoor&ir  cousin  would  not  have  displayed  so  much 

emotioii  on  your  account,  causelessly ;    and   I 

should  for  ever  labour  under  the  imputation  of 

^g  a  horrid  barbarian^  after  being  witpess  to 

1^  fears,  and  your  evident  acquiescence  in  them, 

slumU  I  forbear  tendering  all  the  assistance  in 

my  power;  besides.  Sir  William  himself  shooli; 

his  head  at  mention  of  the  greys,  when  I — , 

ifs  singular  enough,  he  seemed  to  be  the  only 

petson  in  the  whole  family  who  could  properly 

du^  the  road  to  Woodlands.    After  all,  then, 

I  am  bound  to  consider  the  encounter  that 

Mie  in  upon  your  reverie  as  most  fortunate." 

Dora  heard  scarcely  a  word  of  this  last  adr 

^'^ ;  she  was  considering  how  to  receive  this 

"^^^golar  intrusion.     So  completely  had  she  been 

Ukea  by  surprise — so  unprepared  to  discourage 

^  imlooked-for  entree,  that  she  had  been  able 

to  urge  nothing  against  it,  but  a  few  common- 

t^  entreaties,  that  he  would  not  trouble  him- 
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self,  and  assuraDceg  that  bis  fears  vere  ground- 
lesB,  &c. ;  but  abe  now  thought  it  time  to  make 
some  more  forcible  remark  upon  hia  conduct. 
Indignation  she  knew  would  be  thrown  away 
upon  the  privileged  individual  who  had  volun- 
teered his  aid,  and  taken  her  under  hia  protec- 
tion unasked ;  had  affected  apprehensions  that 
did  not  exist ;  and  had  plajed  off  the  joke  upoD 
her  (she  suspected)  for  her  sceptical  recepUoD  of 
bis  grave  assertions,  and  her  repeated  discourage- 
oF  tlio  garon?ms.  of  uhicii  l)o  had  t 
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bis  auditor's  acuteness,  or  whether  the  weapons  of 
bis  satire  glanced  not  too  finely  and  skilfully  on 
die  dazzled  sight ;  particularly,  as  she  had  now 
become  so  accustomed  to  his  sallies,  that  she  was 
the  more  able  to  command  her  gravity. 

Insteadt  therefore,  of  remonstrating,  in  which 
she  knew  he  would  be  sure  to  assume  the  best 
of  the  argument,  or   wrapping   herself  up  in 
alent  io<]Ugnation  to  shew  that  she  merely  en- 
dured the   socfety  forced  upon  her,  which  she 
felt  would  be  absurd,  her  woman's  wit  coming 
to  her  aid,  directed  her  to  arail  herself  of  the 
^'^ns  of  which  he  had  so  lately  shewn  her  the 
^%;  and  while  expressing  no  doubt  as  to  the 
^ty  of  his  apprehensions,  she  assured  him  they 
appeared  to  her  perfectly  unfounded— declaring 
"*tthe  idea  of  danger  had  nerer  for  a  moment 
occurred  to  her,  and  that  he  was  entirely  mistaken 
uj  taacymg  terror  on  her  part ;  "  in  fact,"  con- 
^'^ed  she,  with  recovered  equanimity,  and  with 
*^  arch  smile,  Rosalie  would  have  thought  a 
ipeam  of  former  days,   "  I  have  decided  your 
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knight  errantry  to  be  of  a  eomewhat  Qmzotie 
character." 

There  are  few  «ho  are  not  aTerse  to  having 
their  own  armB  turned  agunat  them ;  the  re- 
nowned Petit  Andr^,  who  pursued  with  Buch 
unqualified  glee  and  profesaonal  gratification, 
his  own  detestable  calling,  would  doubtless 
have  objected  to  its  most  skilful  exerdse  in  his 
owD  case ;  the  utme  truth  held  good  in  reference 
to  the  Scottish  Morton  and  his  "Maiden;"  and 
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gleefid  laughter  emanatiDg  therefrom  was  so 
iiresistible,  that  Dora  felt  herself  almost  im- 
pelled to  respond  to  its  coDta^on,  in  a  gentler,  but 
not  much  less  agim6  sort,  than  that  her  strange 
coopaoion  was  indulging  in.    Then  there  was 
toother  pause,  varied  by  a  shorter  and  quieter, 
tlungh  similar  reminiscent  ebullition ;  and  when 
oest  Mr.  Clarendon  spoke,  his  tone  was  quite 
serious— as  by  one  of  those  transitions  peculiar 
to  Umaelf,  he  broke  shortly  forth  into  one  of  his 
fsToorite  topics,  a  wild  philosophy  of  his  own, 
^iQch,  though  she  laughed  at  him,  and  denied 
each  argument,  he  was  never  tired  of  enlarging 
upon  vhen  Dora  was  his  auditor.    And  who 
l^oowft  not  that  in  dilating  upon  a  pet  theory,  or 
sl^u&Bung  through  the  air  on  a  favourite  hobby, 
^e  never  discourse  so  con  amore^  and  with  such 
^checked  eloquence,  as  when  we  have  obtained 
^  P^ent  intelligent  listener  of  the  opposite  sex. 
^  found  Mr.  Philip  Clarendon  with  regard  to 
^''•s  Melville — and  it  was  natural  enough  in  his 
^^1^8  it  seemed  his  pleasure  to  take  flights 
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which  few  could  comprehend — scarcely  any  could 
sympathise  with ;  and  Dora,  although  never 
carried  away  by  the  force  of  his  eloquence,  was 
an  exception  to  the  rule. 

Too  eccentric  were  hie  flights  for  ordinary 
calculations*  defying  the  keenest  and  abstnisest 
calculator ;  baffling  and  exhausting  all  argument ; 
and  amazing  in  moat  cases  all  who  were  deemed 
worthy  of  listening  to  his  rhapsodies.  These 
were  but  a  favoured  few,  very  fortunately,  as  the 
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lie  IIS  further  mofed  to  seek  her  society  for  the 
BUKiuefoiis  delight  of  doing  what  he  was  so 
endeotly  wished  not  to  do  by  the  lady  of  the 
nuQttODj  to  whom  it  was  agony  to  see  any  such 
>taitioiis  transfened  from  her  daughters ;  who 
vos  thanseWes  quite  secure,  however,  that  the 
tiKtore  of  Uueism  manifested  by  the  unwary 
DwadariDg  the  tiresome  discussions  in  question^ 
Bttt  preclude  the  least  approach  to  any  serious 
Noughts  on  the  part  of  their  cousin  Clarendon! 
TUg  srgument  was  more  especially  Caroline's ; 
Asistaaa,  who  was  herself  a  wit^  merely  declared, 
HiUmioQ  to  Dora's  part  in  their  argumenta- 
teoi,  that  the  depth  and  profundity  of  arguments 
^tfer  ready)  and  on  the  surface  was,  to  say  the 
'^  ptoblematical.  By  what  process  of  reason- 
*%  die  inired  at  this  sapient  conclusion  we 
^^  M,  as  she  nerer  explained ;  her  wisdom, 
^•tii^  of  the  celebrated  Wouter  Van  TwUler, 

/^•'•ted  in  doubting ;  and  a  very  eflBcient  proof 

it  * 
^  when  doubtfol  visages  and  head-shakes 

^P**k  nucroscopic  minds,  which  can  discover 
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flaws  where  the  more  crednlou  Tainly  imapM 
perfection. 

Bat  we  are  leaying  Mr.  Clarendon  faarangutng 
all  this  time;  while  he,  too,  ia  forgetting  all 
remembrance  of  peril  in  his  aU-abaor1nng  pbilo- 
sophj.  He  finished  his  present  oratioQ,  in  whicb 
our  heroine  had  feltlittleiodinedto  interrupt  lum, 
by  declaring,  that  he  conndered  himself  most 
happy  in  having  adopted  that  philoscqifaic  oreed 
which  rejects  the  concluBiooa  of  mind  throogfa 
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TIate  was  a  short  pause — **  Bot  to  proceed 
mind  to  matter,"  recommeDced  he,  ''are 
aware  that  we  are  to  have  an  acoeiaioii  to 
oor  party,  in  the  honrly-ezpected  heir  of  Sunder-^ 
Ittd  and  hia  friend,  with  whom  hie  new,  yet 
cbie  intimacy,  seems  a  matter  of  triumph 
equDy  to  Snndedand  himself,  and  those  whose 
fride  and  hope  he  is." 
** No," answered  Dora.    "I  thought— I  ex- 

P^eted,  they  were  not  coming  for " 

'^  Ah  I  a  sudden  express,  just  received,  has 

^Ted  us  of  that  hope,"  said  Clarendon,  in  a 

^  that  proved  he  regarded  the  new  comers 

^  the  light  of  interlopers,  whose  arrival   he 

^^^  upon  with  almost  as  little  benignity  as 

Fndi  himself;  but  it  is  conspicuous,  that  men  who 

^pveo  to  ladies*  society^  are  apt  to  cast  similar 

^^coQiging  regards  upon  those  of  their  sex, 

^^  petenuons  may  in  any  way  interfere  with 

"^^'Wi.    TWs  seemed  rather  the  case  with 

™« Cluendon  upon  the  present  occasion ;  not 

w  ittQch  with  regard  to  Frederick,  whom  he 
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knew,  aa  to  Frederick's  friend,  whom  be  (tid  not 
kaow,  but  had  erideDtly  heard  sometbing  ahonU 
as  he  now  proceeded  on  the  diataiteful  theme. 
"  A  gentleman,"  he  said,  **  whom  protracted 
foreign  travel  has  rendered  rer;  &stidiona,  inM>- 
much,  that  be  is  shocked  with  many  of  onr  home^ 
spun  customs;  and  particularly,  (baring  lately 
returned  from  the  East)  experienced  a  painfbl 
revulsion  at  the  unbluahing  boldneu  that  caD 
so  unconcernedly  reveal  the  unveiled  bcea  of  our 
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ItalittH-but  the  particulars  have  escaped  my 
Beoory." 

As  Mr.  Clarendon  ceased  speaking,  a  shad 

puaed  o?er  his  countenance,  which  probably 

tfoie  from  his  observation  of  Dora's  abstraction, 

ttd  the  apaihy  with  which  she  seemed  listening 

to  hii  disclosures ;  for  her  face  was  t«irBed  away 

tovards  the  landscape,  on  the  opposite  side,  with 

tt  apparent  want  of  interest  in  his  descriptions 

^  was  not  flattering.    But  he  continued  as 

^l^oogh  unobaorant   of  the  fact: — ''As    for 

Pnderick,  erery  one  knows  he's  a  coxcomb, 

ttd  nothing  more,— -one  of  that  numerous  class, 

vluMe  characteristics  are  undeviatingly  the  same 

^'^hout  the  race ;  the  result  being  mono* 

^^^^  and  unrarjfing  to  an  oppressire  degree. 

^  think  you.  Miss  MeWilie  ?" 

U  Miss  Melville  had  said  exactly  what  she 

^'^^t,  it  would  have  been,  that  she    had 

^^yi  eonsidared  Mr.  Clarendon  himself  to  be 

*  variety  of  the  genus,  upon  whom  he  thought 

^  ^  Uttiaadvert  so  severely ;  as  it  was*   she 
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demanded  to  know  what  those  characteriitics 
were. 

"Oh!  Bublimdy  grave,  and  sererely  grand, 
to  an  extent  of  pu^d-ap  emptineGS,  and  inflated 
euperciliousnesa,  which  leads  them  to  imagine 
themsdrefl  objects  of  admiraUon  and  aw«  the 
most  universal.  Instinct  moving  then  to  en- 
trench themselves  within  the  safeguard  of  nnde- 
monstrativenesB ;  they  wisely  adventure  at  the 
freaks  and  follies  of  the  unguarded  a  sneer, 
a  atare,  or  a  yawD,  with  which  arms  ihe^ 
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triinitiDg  nothing  to  the  general  satisfaction ; 
tiiej  woald  seem  to  receive  nothing  of  it — deepi- 
iflg  it  an  all-sufficiCTt  concession  to  bestow  on  us 
the  hoDoor  of  their  ooontenance.  Their  lofty 
opnionof  themselTeSy  too^  is  another  instance  of 
IB  exact  measore  observed  in  the  dispensation 
of  tilings ;  being,  in  bct^  but  an  indemnification 
fflrtbediffetent  stations  they  occupy  in  theopinion 
tf  tbe  Fleeting  part  of  mankind.'' 

Dora  was  again  yet  more  astonbhed  at  this, 

^  itiU  finrtber  severity  from  her  companion, 

>giioit  that  modi,  whose  applause  she  had 

^^therko  thought  the  very  atmosphere  in  which 

lie  Ineathed,  in  oommoa  with  the  rest  of  its 

*pHled  diildren,  who  imagine  it  goes  round,  but 

thit  tliey  may  find  space  whereon  to  play  their 

'■Bteie  tricks ;  but  she  had  yet  to  find  that 

Mr.  Clarendon.had  several  most  oppoute  phases 

^  ^  character, — was  alternately  the  supercilious 

^'*>^d!--4he  ennuye  man  of  fiuBhion  and  the  world 

*^  the  philosopher,  in  which  mood  he  would 
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rail  at  the  follies  and  blandishments  which  aeemed 
his  foHDer  element. 

Whether  higher  aspiraUons  exiited  under  hit 
careless  and  indifferent  exterior,  remained  to  be 
proved — perhaps  to  be  called  forth  by  circunw 
stances;  certain  it  is,  he  would  hare  been  8 
flourishing  subject  for  Anastana'a  doubts ;  for  he 
rarely  seemed  to  know  himself,  whether  he  waa  in 
earnest  or  in  jest ;  just  as  it  was  matter  of  doabk 
to  those  who  listened  to  him  in  his  flouting 
humour,  whether  he  was  sneering  at  mankind  in 
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neot  bj  the  way ;  such  imdiviiiable  paths,  and 
stmge  twisdngs  and  twinings^  that  the  un- 
tofectbg  were  dannted,  tricked,  and  con- 
boodsd,  as  though  lost  and  beirildered  in  one 
of  those  ancient  eastles,  whose  elaborate  derices 
<t  lecret  passage,  and  sliding  panel,  were 
(^rooght  into  jday  irith  their  shifting  and 
diiesaef7»  ^  ^  ^'^^^  confonon  of  the  unhappy 
^wdms  adfentortng  therein,  whose  further  rash- 
iKuwas  only  met  by  deeper  and  more  inextricable 
tteolties  and  worse  impediments. 

Bj  the  time  they  arriyed  at  the  Hall~  wholly 
^i&oQt  aeeident,  or  inkling  of  any, — the  shades 
rf  evemng  were  fiur  adfanced,  and  none  of  its 
'Htttes  were  to  be  seen  near,  or  about  it;  which 
^  tome  consolation  to  Dora,  under  the  curious 
^  vnlooked-for  dieumstances  of  her  return^  as 
^  tbereby  hoped  to  escape  the  wondering 
'^"^  and  suspidous  surmises,  which  ehe 
*^  otherwise  hare  surely  had  to  incur. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


"7Tiereaieiiiui7thimngqu»l{tieainthemiiidaf[Dui,but  tt 
10  uMfiil  H  dUoiwtioii  I  it  U  ti 
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aod  old,  fiiir  or  frightftil,  w»«  approaching  to- 
*vdt  the  completioii  of  their  respective  toilettes. 
^  final  touch  was  being  administered  to  many 
^ailly  enri^  and  the  last  smoothing  set  given  to 
^  descending  band  of  hair, — not  forgetting  the 
^^ott  apparently  degage^  but  not  less  studied 
*ntDgement  of  the  coiffures  adorning  the  manly 
psriertmamj  as  well  as  of  the  fondly-cherished 
^luskers  and  moustache  of  the  stronger  sex — 
^  the  less  given  to  mysteries  of  the  kind — from 
^  nonted  esiemption  which  would  lead  the  un- 
initiated  to  suppose  so ;  for  it  may  be  observed, 
^  while  the  frivolities  of  women  bear  an  out- 
^  raiblanoe  of  trifling  befitting  their  real 
^^>nicfeen,  more  pompous  man  ever  disguises 
^  own  vamtiea  and  smallness  of  purpose,  if  he 
uaniQcli,  under  an  overwhelming  importance 
'*~i>veilbg  all  his  most  trifling  pursuits  (equally 
^°^ted  for  the  laudable  end  of  killing  the  time 
'^^indiepoeed  to  improve)  with  a  circumstance 
^  vut;  and  does  successfully  hide  their  real 
'•'*!  w  uselessness. 
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laabel,  who  had  been  anxioxsly  a^ 

return,  informed  her  that  young  Sun( 

the  friend  about  whom  so  much  had  b 

and  conjectured^  bad  truly  been  ex] 

that  another  eiqpress  bad  arrived  t 

tbeir  coning  was  unavoidably  deUye 

foreseen  circumstancesy  much  ta  the 

ment  of  the  Sunderland  guests,  au< 

chagrin  of  the  lady  of  the  nianttont  i 

not  such  disarrangement  to  her  plan 

At  dinner^  Mr.  Clarendon«  with 

expresriou  directed  at  Dora,  mac 

sympatbij^g  enquiries  of  Caroline 

respec^ng  the  alarm  she  bad  experi 

cousin's  account;  sipcerely  trusti 

recovered  her  affectiouate  aiixieti< 
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vbofe  eraiti  to  Sir  William  and   Piercie 
'lUMierkiidt  when  the  qnidc  ear  of  Mr.  Claren- 
te  oitching  her  preliminary  remarks,  he  imme- 
^7  peroeivad  the  expediency  as  well  as  the 
propriety  of  coming  to  the  rescue ;  and  being 
^^aelf  therecoonter  of  the  adventure,  which  he 
^tttroogfa  (speaking  to  Caroline  particularly, 
^l^oogk  e£fying  the  company  generally)  with  so 
P^ect  an  air  of  seriousness— each  drcumstance 
l^made  to  grow  so  naturally  out  of  the  pre- 
^^^  onei  while  he  touched  upon  his  efforts 
^  the  cause  of  both  lacUes — in  order  to  appease 
^render  fruitless  the  alarm  of  one,  and  insure 
^  iifety  of  the  other — ^with  such  apparent 
^^^^t^ern,  that  no  one  seemed  the  least  struck 
V  the  strangeness    of  the   proceeding*   but 
"Fptired  to  judge  exactly  as  the  narrator  saw 
^  ^  should.    It  might  have  been  that  his 
^^''^bowni  and  much  feared  Tivacity  of  retort 
**^  the   lips    of  many;    for  the  present^ 
^  tbe  utterance  of  their  hinted  surprise,  or 
^^gence  in  si^tirical  reflection,  certain  iti«> 
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all  seemed  to  new  the  matter  ia  the  light  they 
were  directed  to  new  it.  Dorothy  alone  taw 
through  the  mock  granty  of  the  narrstioti ; 
while  Lady  Sunderland's  anxiety  prevented  her 
from  being  perfectly  and.  thorooghly  connoeecl 
hy  her  kinmnan's  eloquence.  Caroline,  tooa  fcit 
rather  disaatufied,  she  scarcely  knew  why;  aikl 
whether  on  her  sisters'  acoDtmt,  or  her  own,' we 
are  unable  to  determine ;  but  she  was  moved  to 
make  some  of  those  soft  lisping  reqtnets  with 
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ofaoft  extreme  oonstitQlioiial  bashfulness,  of 

vUeh  he  was  painfully  conscious;  but  with  a 

^  of  concealing   this    weakness   from   the 

vorid,  he  infariaUy  went  aboat  with  a  desperate 

teermination  to  do  something ;  and  a  constant, 

imr^uHng  anxiety  to  render   himself  pro- 

QioeBt  in  some  way  or  other,  thoogh  at  the 

opease  of  modi  real  suffering  and  agony  of 

>&od.    All  he  said  and  didy  was  with  a  con- 

^Te  tfort,  gone  through  under  the  impres* 

^  of  what  he  owed  to  himself  and  society. 

^  peq>le's  shyness  enforces  them  to  keep 

qotily  in  the  background;  Mr.  Stephen  Stewart's 

'^oteisad  excited  him  to  a  fntch  of  deqieratioUf 

^fidly  painfiil  to  himself  and  the  rest  of  the 

^orid— causing  his  light  complexion  to  vary  from 

P^  to  red— from  red  to  pale — with  the  intensity 

^^  efforts  to  be  more  than  commonly  brilliant 

^voQiing;  and  accordingly,  as  the  twofold 

'^^  of  his  reflections   changed,  being  oc- 

^^^  uore  by  the  propriety  and  effect,  than 

^  the  substance  of  what  he  uttered,  which 
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was  altogether  very  confiisingi  and  very  dis- 
tracting. 
He  bid  somewhere  beard  that  the  Smderlands 
igbly  esteemed  bim  as  a  talking  man,  and  that 
it  was  for  this  talent  tbej  in  a  great  measure 
sought  bis  society;  and  this  idea  bad  b^ 
gotten  in  bim  the  ambition  of  saying  fine  things. 
Yet  did  he  never  feel  satisfied  of  the  succeu  of 
his  eloquence  until  he  had  discoTered  signs  of 
unirerul  approbation  ;  and  the  harasring  natnre 
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bis  assent;  "you  would  scarcely  beliere  that 
vithinthe  last  moDth,  Signor  Marlini  a&surea  me 
I  hare  acquired  two  additional  notes,  not  origia- 
ally  in  my  voice." 

"It  too  often  happens,  we  are  aasured  by 
philosophers  of  every  age,  that  the  reverse  of 
what  things  appear  to  be  is  what  they  really  are. 
Thus,  an  ^pareot  loss  may  be  a  real  gain  ;  and 
viceMria,conuderiDgthe  matter  individually;  but 
the  case  is  Ear  oftener  that  of  the  '  Boy  and  the 
Frogs,' — which  unfortunate  reptiles  were  assailed 
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of  e^  aod  ears/  especially  the  latter^  at  the 
expeDse  of  the  peaceful  equilibriam  of  that 
&coItj ;  ID  all  made  aware  of  our  prowess  by 
ond  demonstration?" 

Isabel  coloured  as  she  percenred  Mr.  Claren- 
ioa'h  drift,  glaneing  fiirti?ely  at  her  next  neigh- 
War,  Fierde  Sunderland,  who  was  quick  as 
tluHight,  and  had  evidently  oTerheard  Claren- 
Ws  last  address.  She  at  once  perceived  that 
Master  Piercie  was  endeavouring  to  conceal  an 
^utCQQtroulable  fit  of  laughter ;  convinced  as  he 
^  tbat  it  was  inconnstent  with  his  dignity  to 
^D^into,  or  encourage  anyjokes,  of  which  a 
^^ber  qS  his  own  £Eunily  was  the  object ;  though 
P^riiapi  considering  Isabel  belonging  to  it,  he 
^d  not  forbear  whispering  her  that  Clarendon 
^exemplifying  his  own  proposition,  by  being 
^  Inmself  at  the  expense  of  Anastasia's  mu- 
''^d  attainments. 

^ !  tbat  abuses  should  be  most  rife  in  the 
^^  Wntifiil  things ;  and  amongst  all  that  the 
*^  provides  for  our  happiness  and  delight, 
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our  sublimest  thoughts,  soothing  our 

and  electrifying  with  an  undefinable  glad 

a  delidous  melancholy,  our  tranquil  nc 

Muac,  in  fact,  like  the  beauties  of  natu 

generally  to  be  felt,  in  some  sort,  that 

act  of  supererogation  talking  about  it,  e 

as  to  those  who  comprehend  it  not,  i 

thing  is  a  dead  letter;  while  those  who 

eloquent  on  the  theme,  (the  semi-8d< 

particular)  who  rave  about  quavers  and  i 

and  grow  sublimely  mysterious  over  mi; 

semi^brieres — the  multiplication-table 

form  the  sum  and  substance  of  their  w 

the  least  conception  of  music  as  a  uidyi 

guage.    Yes!  after  all,  few  undertt 

heavenlv  maid!  in  thy  highest  senst 
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ate  arts,  wboee  cfaanns  peDetrate  not  beyoDd 
tbe  senses. 

To  neither  6t  these  classes  £d   Anastasia 

Uong;  she  was  rauscal,  because  she  was  pa^ 

oeOmee  the  nmncallj-gifted  of  the  fiunily— 

thngb  OaroUne^  too^  was  nrasica] ;  in  &ct,  thejr 

poaesnd  so  nnich  tt  the  gift,  that  they  regarded 

%  ss  a  fiunOy  oonunodity,  needing  no  aceession 

from  the  amatenr  world ;  whose  pretenaons  in 

tesdence  came  to  be  deemed  at  last  a  ridiculous 

iobiDgement  on  their  own ;  thus,  as  we  said  be. 

fae,  was  the  beautiful  sdence  couT^rted  by  th^m 

i>^a subject  of  much  uneasiness  and  annoyance; 

^  nerer  do  these  feelings  arise  to  a  higher 

ptch  of  discordance  in  the  soul,  than  when  the 

*^CBce  of  sweet  sounds  is  their  origin.     Musical 

i^^loaift  are  known  to  be  the  direst  of  all ;  and 

uitheprMessional  world  it  is  easy  to  imagine  such 

^F^oibl  state  of  riyalship;  but  what  can  be  said 

<"  the  onprofessioDfal,  whom  the  perrersion  of 

"^g  leads  to  transform  harmony  into  discord, 

^^'^^  the  medium  of  self-lore,  and  who  barrier 
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self  around  with  a  ctrcU,  witbotit  which  otctjt 
loreiy  thing  is  contraband. 

ScMne  such  thoughts  as  these  gUmnered 
through  the  mind  of  Mr.  Stewart,  for  the  first 
timcj  as  be  found  hinuelf  cid  short  agaiot  apoa 
a  theme  that  had  before  prored  as  Inoklsss  to 
himt  with  Miss  Snnderlaad ;  tbon^  it  had  beeo 
selected  by  himself  as  beang  so  very  congenial 
with  her  taste  and  talents  ;~-poor  innooent  Mr. 
Stephen !  At  all  erents,  he  now  suspected  he 
had  been  aihenUiriiiL''  on  a  glinnerv  soil,  wbu: 
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atte 


of  A  daei  froB  ^La  Lada.")  the 

oftred  to  luM,  of 


iDoviii^  his 
MiEhi  lAo 


iD  the  hebit  of  tufeiaiig  the 


«iee  «r  toiee  m  ipedE,  ia  one  of  dioee  amiildlatan 
rftiae  andqpoeo— o  laDiood  cttrioge,  for  the 
JOfm  of  practifliig  widi  IGs  Snpderiwid,  (far 
bag  often  told  her,  her  Yoice  was  equal  to 
^'t  and  her  cBttiration  to  Persiaiii'sy  she 
eodd  haie  aodiiiig  to  learn,)  to  aDov  the  said 
Sipar  to  ifl^art  some  of  his  toitioD  to  the 
JBvifest  llisi  MehiDe.  Clarendoo  so  ocmtriTed 
^  the  propositioQ  shoold  mr*"**^  from  Sir 
^^iBaa  himself^  whose  good-natured  alacrity, 
*^  inything  kind  was  reqmred  of  him,  was, 
ke  kiav,  a  rery  eertain  sharpener  of  his  pcrccp- 
^    The  age  of  his  faroorite  Uttle  relatiTe 
^  that  most  fayoarable  for  reooTiDg  and 
wUinisg  instroGtioQ  of  any  kind,  as  Clarendon 
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trolj  remarked,  the  natural  gift  ahe  was  s^d  to 
posaeu,  with  tbe  frequent  proximity  of  bo  able  a 
professor,  formed  a  fortunate  combination  of 
circumstances.  Sir  William  was  oAly  suipriied 
it  hiid  neVer  struck  blm  before. 

He  was  golog  to  inform  his  eldest  daughtd-  of 
the  happy  idea  that  had  just  occurred  to  him. 
when  tbe  commencenient  of  a  solo  from  her,  for 
the  present  obliged  him  to  derist  from  his  intention. 
Tfab  song  being  a  magnificeot  scena  of  DoidSetti's, 


THE    RULING    PASSION.  193 

upon  another^  namely,  the  attentive  mental 
perusal  of  all  the  externals  of  Emilias  Delany^ 
Esq. ;  the  M.  D.  distracted  by  his  nervous 
obserration  of  all  and  everything  around,  and 
^ous  consideration  of  what  might  be  expected 
of  him. 

Udy  Sunderland  was  seated  near  the  piano, 
vitb  Miss  Delany  and  some  other  ladies,  with 
whom  she  spoke   in  detached  and  infrequent 
KoteDces ;  and  that  but  to  call  their  wandering 
attention  to  the  tones  and  execution   of   her 
ddeit  daughter.     Francis,  as  he  felt  himself  in 
duty  bound,  formed  one  of  the  listening  group ; 
^  he  itood  close  by  the  ottoman  on   which 
Caroline  half  reclined,  now  intent  upon  offering 
her  an  his  petiU  soiru^  now  with  head  erect  and 
roUed  arms,  casting  his  eyes  first  up  and  then 
^^vards,  in  profound  and  delighted  attention 
to  her  dster's  performance,  as  was  further  de- 
Jnonstrated  by  suodry  musically  impelled  sway- 
^  to  and  fro  of  his  person. 

^L.  I.  K 


ceptive,  but  that  it  was  under  the  guiaj 
his  leading  principle — prejudice;  which 
have  rendered  him,  under  any  circurostan 
unable  to  discern  defectsi  where  be  desi 
imagine  the  reverse,  as  to  see  any  sort  of 
in  what  he  happened  to  dislike. 

^*How  singularly  absorbed  and  de 
your  brother  Frank  appears  to  be,"  said  < 
don  to  Isabel.  ' 

^*  YeSt  I  can't  think  what  has  come  1 
you  have  no  idea  of  the  difference  we  pei 
him ;  and  he  has  become  so  fond  of  muf 
all  of  a  sudden.     I  wanted  him  to  cc 
look  over  these  engravings  with  Piercie 
but  no,  there's  no  getting  him  away  frc 
in£r  to  Anastasia's  singing,  though  it  s 
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and  sOeDtest  of  youths ;  but  have  since  found 
ojaelf  irreastibly  amnsed  by  his  quaint,  quiet 
iiQmoar,  and  his  naturally  keen  sense  of  the 
lodicroosy  when  the  mood  takes  him ;  which  is 
kUoid  enough." 

'  Oh !  you  haye  found  out  how  fimny  he  can 
be  sometimes,''  laughed  Isabel. 

"  Yes^  when  the  mood  is  on  him/'  as  I  said, 
"though  we  are  not  often  favoured  by  those  out- 
bunts  of  loquacity ;  but  when  such  is  the  case, 
it  is  ^nnaJTig  and  surprising  with  what  unshaken 
imperturbability  he  will  pursue  a  favourite  topic ; 
lod  he  is  so  easy  and  natural,  that  one  never 
ftels  ffinid  or  overpowered  by  his  prosiness, — 
because  he  never  seems  the  least  put  out  himself, 
although  he  does  at  first  give  one  the  idea  of  being 
to  shy  and  reserved.    I  assure  you,  I  am  enter- 
tained beyond  measure  to  observe  in  these  fits  of 
eloquence,   the    philosophic    indifference    with 
which  he  pursues  his  point,  though  he  should 
attract  never  so  large  an  audience,  until  itie 

k2 
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story  he  happens  to  be  relating,  or  the  arga 
ment  he  is  addudng,  is  methodically  brought  t 
a  close." 

"  I  have  often  lately  been  surprised  myself, 
replied  Isabel,  "  at  exactly  what  you  remari 
His  mauvaise  konie  seems  to  forsake  him  i 
imes ;  but  he's  always  a  very  barometer." 

"  And  Caroline  Sunderland's  tbe  inflaence, 
1  mistake  not,"  rejoined  be,  "  that  regulates  ft 
rising  and  falling  of  those  fine  fluids,  efiectil 
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of  Carolioe's  soft  attractions.     The   fair  one's 

and  sister  might,  by  their  patronage, 

^ecta  risible  change  in  his  cloudy  atmosphere, 

kit  was  beneath  the  beams  of  her  smiles  that 

i^eipanded  into  cheeriness^  or  overflowed  with 

jojoQsness, — though  these  constant  alternations 

j^nerating  a  corresponding  instability  when  the 

4j  changed*  made  Dora  more  anxious  than 

^^er,aDd  more  desirous  of  withdrawing  him  from 

^€  increasing  danger. 

**  Chancellor  Clarendon,"  said  Piercie  to  that 

S^ndeman,  who  was  a  supreme  favourite  and  ally 

«f  his— to  whom,  and  Isabel,  he  had  been  dis- 

f^lajing  with  much    circumstance,    and    many 

^^istrative  remarks,  some  very  fine  engravings 

^&D  enormous  portfolio  resting  on  a  stand, 

yoQ  have  been  displaying  a  singular  indif- 

'^ce  to  the  fine  arts  all  this  time.     During 

^  whole  of  my  dogmatic  descriptions  of  these 

***  canine  groups  of  Landseers,  you  have  hardly 

^%^  them  a  single  glance,  or  me  a  moment's 

*^lion.    We  have  been  treated  with  no  more 
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ceremony  tban  if  we  were  lire  gpedmeiu  ti 
tbe  race;  wluch  ia  using  hb  no  better  thu 
doga." 

"  Perhaps,"  remained  Isabel,  <*  Mr.  Clarei^ 
don  prefers  cards;  for  I  hare  obeetred  hini 
looking  over  there  quite  wistfully,  at  that  nice 
cosy  game  at  piquet  Sir  M^iam  aud  LilUe  ite 
having  together.  Do  Pierde,  show  IJlUe  thou 
loTely  spaniels  so  exactly  like  Rosalie  di 
Courcy'a ;  are  they  not  LiUie  ?  with  their  larg 
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^  gntifieation  she  bad  experienced  from  the 
^Jud  ocmsiderate  proposition  of  Sir  William,  had 
'^^stored  her  mind  in  some  measure  to  the  pre- 
'^nt;  before  which  bad  preriously  hung  dim 
pictures  of  the  past — ^perhaps  the  future ;  but  it 
^uthare  been  retrograding  now  worse  than  ever, 
^  Sir  William  exdaimed^ — 

**  Rerae,  my  boy,  come  here,  and  give  Dorothy 
oiDe  advice  about  her  play.  She  has  lost  every 
?9iDe  we  have  played  to-night;  and  will  be 
^^gUy  grateful  for  some  hints.'* 

''Pray,''  asked  Clarendon  of  Isabel,  ''who 
^  your  friend  ?  the  lady  who  is  the  fortunate 

^^^oer  of  so  pretty  a  name,  and  of  such  lovely 

**0h,  she  is  everything  that  is  kind  and  clever, 
^unudng,"  she  replied.  ^^  I  will  tell  you  all 
^  her  and  her  pets,  if  you  like ;  for  now 
neroe  has  gone,  we  had  better  reserve  the  prints 
w  to-morrow,*  as  he  cannot  go  on  with  his 
^^PWtions  and  droll  remarks." 
For  several  epsuing  days  the  Sunderlands  and 
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their  guests  were  kept  in  a  state  of  constant 
excitement  and  anticipation,  from  the  expected 
(Uily  arrival  of  Frederick  Sunderland  and  his 
friend ;  which  event  day  after  day  was  as  surely 
postponed.  Four  or  five  days  bad  elapsed,  and 
as  many  contradictory  missivea,  till  the  thing 
was  beginning  to  be  regarded  as  a  forlorn  hope. 
Isabel  had  begun  her  singing-lessons  in  the 
meanwhile.  Sir  William  having  borne  it  in 
mind  to  mention  it  to  Anastasia  the  following 
morning.  That  young  lady's  suiprise  waa  ex- 
treme, but  she  was  silent;  when  Mr.  ClarendoD, 
looking  up  from  the  breakfast  he  was  diacuadng» 
remu-ked  very  quieUy,  that  he  was  aure  Miss 
Sunderland  would  he  delighted  with  the  pro- 
lBS  he  had  heard  her  observe  to  Dr. 
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sarilybe  so,  when  becoming  aware  of  the  acerbity 
of  h^r  tone,  she  added,  that  she  doubted  not 
Marlini  would  make  Isabel  sing;  and  she  was 
glad  that  the  idea  had  occurred  to  her,  to  be  so 
thoughtfully  seconded  by  her  papa. 

**Very  well  done,  oh!  Anastasia/'  thought 
Clarendon,  but  said  nothing;  and  every  one  else 
^as  convinced,  from  the  conversation,  that  the 
eldest  Miss  Sunderland,  though  a  little  brusque 
or  so  in  her  manner,  was  consideration  and 
kindness  itself;  the  real  originator  being  as  little 
suspected  in  the  affair  as  he  was  in  another, 
wherein  his  active  mind  had  enlisted  itself,  from 
a  more  varied  and  less  direct  impulse.  For  it 
is  true  he  had  a  motive,  in  addition  to  the  one 
he  had  adduced,  for  waylaying  Dorothy  on  her 
return  from  Woodlands — the  feelings  prompting 
it  being  equally  of  a  compassionate  nature. 

It  was  upon  that  morning,  just  after  the 
the  arrival  of  young  Sunderland's  dispatch,  and 
not  long  after  Dora's  departure,  that  rambling 
listlessly    through    the    deserted    rooms     (the 
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brightness  of  the  day  having  iodaced  a  gmeai 
sauDtering  in  the  air)  he  had  chanced  to,  hear 
the  latter  part  of  a  dialogue  between  Lady  and 
Miss  Sunderland ;  who  eoterad  a  small  baudair 
adjoining  the  miuio-rooni,  in  which  he  then  wai^ 
perpetrating  a  caricature  likeneaa  of  Rabini,  in 
the  act  of  singing  "Fra  pooo  a  mev"  on  the 
outmde  of  that  song — a  dialogue  oonseqoeftt. 
upon  the  reception  of  the  iotelligence  from  th». 
accomplished  Fredeiidt,  just  receired,  bnt  which 
had  since  been  the  theme  of  bo  much  speca- 
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"^  NoduDg  paitiealar»  that  I  ever  beard  of^  my 
love/'  antwered  ber  mother,  ^except  that  I 
strongly  suspect  poor  Dorothy  was  left  to  wear 
the  wiUow,  which,  with  all  the  strength  of  mind 
Sir  William  is  pleased  to  assert  she  inherits 
from  her  mother^  she  appears  never  since  to 
^  wholly  caat  off.  It  was  said,  Reginald 
SeftoQ  had  been  rejected ;  various  speculations 
Moved  hb  disappearance  at  all  events;  and 
^^  one  was  amazed  to  find  Miss  Melville  was 
not  to  progress  into  Mrs.  Sefton.*' 

''Then  poor  Miss  Dorothy  was  left^  aban- 
"ooed,  deserted,  or  else  proved  herself  a  very 
undoubted  jilt,**  cried  Anastasia,  laughing  her 
^rdant  laugh. 

**  Most  probably  the  former,"  said  Lady  Sun- 
^^mi,  <•  since  she  has  chosen  to  continue 
^le,  although '* 

''Till  8he  is  verging  towards  old-maidism," 
wterrupted  Anastasia,  with  singularly  little 
^^Passion  for  the  forsaken  state,  for  which 
^  tone  spoke  such  utter  distaste* 
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"  There  ia,  my  dear,  but  little  real  diS^nce 
in  age,  I  mean  betweeo  you,  thaugb  your  ap- 
pearance and " 

"  NonBCDBe,  mainma,  that  is  ttf  courae  what  I 
mean,  besides  being  older  than  myeelf,  she  is  so 
staid  and  old  maidisb.  But,"  cried  Anastasia, 
with  renewed  sprigbtliness,  "  what  a  fine  sceoe 
will  be  the  meeting  i  especially,  as  she  cannot 
be  aware  of  his  coining  beforehand,  for  be  will 
probably  be  here  before  her  return  ;  and  be  the 
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the  chance  of  further  enlightenment  from  the 
entertaining  dialogue^  leaving  his  unfinished 
sketch  of  Rubini  a  much  less  striking  likeness 
than  were  his  performances  in  general. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

"  Who  reads  his  bosom,  reads  immorlal  life ; 
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specimen  or  two^)  but  whichi  though  as  in- 
dividually important  to  their  owners,  were  none 
of  them  of  sUch  general  inlcrest  as  the  letters 
coming  to  head  quarters  from  the  heir  of  the 
bouse  of  Sunderland. 

Many  were  the  conjectttres  as  to  how  two 
young  men,  of  such  fastidious  notions,  could  be 
entertained  at  that  dead  season,  in  the  wilder- 
ness of  London ;  or  even  find  it  endurable.  For 
it  is  easy  to  prove  the  town  a  wilderness  at  this 
period  of  the  yeax,  as  the  thousands  that  yet 
remain  congregated  there,  in  the  regions  peculiar 
to  themselves,  are  to  be  regarded  as  untamed 
animals ;  especially,  as  these  herded  masses  are 
observed  to  grow  thinner  as  they  approach  nearer 
the  habitations  of  the  civilized  portion  of  the 
human  race. 

Curiosity  to  meet  again  the  elegant,  fashion- 
able Mr.  Seflon,  so  long  absent,  might  be  one 
inducement  for  the  anxiety  manifested  about 
their  coming — a  curiosity  enhanced  by  the 
present  capricious  delay.      But   the  prinoipaL 
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reasoD  for  the  impatience  with  whicli  their 
arrival  now  began  to  be  looked  for — which 
caused  the  extension  of  the  feeling  to  the 
neighbourhood  generally,  was  the  delay  oc- 
castoned  to  some  theatrical  representations 
getting  up,  the  progress  whereof  was  hindered 
by  the  state  of  doubt  and  suspense  which  ail 
were  doomed  to  endure.  Lady  Sunderland^ 
though  greatly  irritated  by  the  delay,  declared 
that  Frederick  had  seen  so  many  of  those  Bort  of 
things  abroad,  that  his  hints  and  adriee  would 
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a  cloud  of  anxiety  and  perturbation,  befitting  a 
higher  cause,  sat  upon  many  a  brow,  which  that 
event  might  alone  disperse,  by  confirming  or 
satisfying  such  hopes  and  doubts,  or  annihilating 
them  for  ever. 

Dorothy's  ingenuity  in  devising  and  adapting 
was  found  so  convenient  and  useful,  that  she  was 
in  requisition  from  morning  till  night;  as  although 
the  rehearsals  were  unavoidably  delayed,  the 
scenic  and  other  arrangements  could  very  well 
be  proceeded  with. 

It  was  now  that  Dora,  having  already  ex- 
ceeded the  stay  she  and  Francis  had  originally 
agreed  upon,  ventured  to  suggest  their  departure 
from  Sunderland  Hall,  both  to  Lady  Sunderland 
and  her  brother.  The  dismay  and  surprise  of 
both  parties  was  nearly  equal.  Lady  Sunder-^ 
land  and  Caroline  expressed  themselves  unable 
to  conceive  that  Dora  could  possibly  be  in  ear- 
nest, and  were  really,  for  various  reasons,  averse 
to  the  idea  of  losing  them  ;  even  Anastasia  was 
persuaded  how  difficult  it  would  be  to  get  on 
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without  Cora.  But  Caroline  had  settled  the 
matter,  or  seemed  to  con^der  she  had  done  so, 
by  declaring  Francus  would  not,  or  should  not 
go,  having  pledged  himself  to  play  the  character 
of  Fathom  in  '•  The  Hunchback,"  (one  of  the 
plays  selected.) 

"  And  he  is  so  very  funny,"  she  concluded, 
"  that  bemdea  having  promised  to  help  us,  it 
would  be  impossible  to  act  a  play  without  him, 
30  that  be  really  must  stay ;  he  gave  Tasy  and 


THE   RULING   PASSION.  211 

conceded  to  them  and  the  Sunderlands,  whom 
opposition  only  made  more  unjust  and  more 
determined. 

Frank's  power  of  representing  the  ludicrous, 
had  indeed,  as  Caroline  asserted,  been  made  so 
amusingly  manifest  during  the  theatrical  discus- 
sions which  brought  forward  such  incidental  disr 
plays,  that  it  had  made  them  really  unwilling  to 
part  with  such  an  accession  to  their  proposed 
entertainment.  The  play  of  "  The  Hunchback" 
had  been  selected  on  account  of  its  containing 
two  very  prii^dpal  chari^ters  for  the  two  Miss 
Sunderlands.  Clarendojfi  had  chosen  the  part 
of  Modus;  soon  after  which,  Caroline  Insisted 
on  appropriating  the  lively  Helen  to.  herself; 
and  Anastasia  was  consequently  to  assume  the 
simple,  and  afterwards  impassioned  Julia^ 

Yet,  still  did  the  receptio^  of  the  London 
dispatches  bring  nothing  but  disappointment 
from  that  quarter,  upon  which  the  interest  and 
hopes  of  the  wl^ole  party  assembled  were  fixed, 
find  centred. 
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But,  as  we  have  before  hinted,  there  were 
other  dispatches  that  found  their  way  to  the 
Hall,  of  quite  a  differeut  character ;  two  of 
which  it  is  ovr  intentiou  to  lay  before  the 
reader. 

One  is  from  Miss  de  Courcy  to  her  friend 
Dorothy  ;  and  runs  thus : — 

"  It  is  indeed  a  strange  coincidence,  that 
seems  about  to  bring  you,  dearest  Lillie,  into 
contact  with  your  old  acquaintance,  Reginald 
Sefton.      Y.jii  'kiiiiw  il  «ms  .ihiavs  my  f.ite  to  si 
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character  to  be  wide  awake  when  he  should  be ; 
he  has  not  so  exclusively  meshed  himself  in  his 
own  imaginings,  but  that  he  is  able  to  look 
pretty  extensively  beyond  their  range ;  but  is  so 
far-sighted,  that  one  piercing  glance  suffices; 
and  he  needs  not  to  spend  much  time  over  the 
matter.  The  carriage  exploit  was  assuredly 
an  undivinable  affair — a  thing  to  wonder  at — to 
ponder  upon, — and  to  die  without  coming  to  any 
conclusion  upon.  So  for  the  present,  I  will 
attempt  no  explanation  of  the  mystery. 

^^  I  have  told  Isabel  I  envy  her  her  nice  little 
companion.  What  a  pity  such  entertaining  imps 
should  ever  grow  into  dull  men  !  As  for  Frank, 
apropos  to  his  assuming  the  part  of  Fathom,-^ 
and  Caroline's  thinking  him  *  so  funny,' — I 
never  could  fathom  him.  Fancy  his  aseiduities  ! 
but  pray  set  that  anxious  heart  at  rest  with  the 
comforting  reflection,  '  that  men  have  died,  &c., 
but  not  for  love.' " 

"  And  now  to  my  own  affairs.    You  know  I 
received  an  invitation  to  stay  at  the  Hall,  in 
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company  with  our  neighbours,  the  Percys,  after 
visitiog  together  all  objects  of  note  on  our  vay. 
Poor  dear  Mrs.  Percy  must  have  disclosed  the 
factof  theappendageaccompanyingthem  on  their 
travels,  as  she  informed  me,  with  great  triunph, 
of  the  invitation  about  to  arrive  from  Sunderland 
Hall ;  but  she  conceived  her  arrangement  to  be 
perfect,  and  was  unable  to  appredate  my  feeling 
in  entertaining  a  difierent  opinion.  She  has 
also,  unintentionally,  disclosed  that  she  has  been 
eniiglitciiing  l.ady  Sunderland  upon  the  subject 
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to  the  last  You  remember  I  was  telling  you, 
daring  our  last  meetings  of  some  strange^  odd 
friends  of  papa's^  who  having  transplanted 
themselves  from  the  Town^  where  they  had 
always  flourished  heretofore,  far  down  into  Shrop- 
shire, have,  since  their  country  residence^  been 
sending  repeated  invitations  to  us ;  and  that  it 
was  finally  determined  I  should  stay  there  during 
the  period  of  the  Peircy's  halt  at  Sunderland 
Hall.  The  family  are  dtrangers  to  me ;  papa's 
previous  acquaintance  with  the  papa  Brading 
having  been  but  in  the  way  of  business^ — in 
which  matter  they  conceive  themselves  under 
enormous  obligations  to  him.  Now  it  is  you, 
Dora,  I  have  (strange  to  relate  !)  to  thank  for  an 
introduction  to  a  part  of  this  very  piqnante 
family;  for  you  have  been  the  first  to  enlighten 
us  upon  the  fact — that  the  fine  house  and 
grounds  now  in  the  possession  of  the  Brading 
family, — with  a  catalogue  raisonee,  of  whose 
delectabilities  we  have  been  most  amusingly 
favoured— is    no  other  than  dear  old  Wood- 
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laads.  This  must  be  accounted  for  From  thb 
chaB^of  name  it  has  undergone.  The  taste  of 
its  present  proprietors  having  christened  it — 
what  think  you  ? — Valambrosa !  which  effort  of 
taste  is  explained  by  the  slight  sketch  you  gtre 
of  the  present  lady  of  the  mansion. 

It  was  papa,  whose  head  amidst  all  its  great 
work,  is  sure  to  teem  with  whatever  conduces 
to  the  satisfactory  arrangement  of  such  small 
matters,  who  first  cleared  up  poor  Mrs.  Percy's 
perplexities,  by  proposing  this  visitduring  their 
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them  on  their  route,  throngh  our  native  isle^ 
(a  rast  and  formidable  undertaking  in  her 
eyes),  would  be  so  serious  a  disappointment 
that  she  has  contemplated  giving  up  all  that 
part  of  her  sight-seeing^  involving  the  require- 
ment of  such  a  companion  as  myself;  of 
whom,  as  an  antiquarian  guide,  she  has,  I 
assure  you,  a  magnificent  opinion.  For  her 
sposo,  the  professor,  albeit  so  profound  on  these 
and  all  other  points,  is  too  sublime  for  small 
details  and  minor  explanations. 

**  Highly  pleased  at  firsts  with  the  present 
turn  of  things,  now  the  time  draws  nigh,  and 
there  are  no  further  obstacles,  she  begins  to 
look  forward  with  considerable  excitement  to 
the  difficulties  of  the  arduous  journey.  Our 
first  objects  are  Kenilworth,  Guy's  Cliff,  and 
the  Castle.  Thence  we  proceed  to  Stratford 
upon  the  silver  Avon,  in  common  with  the  vast 
cloud  of  admirers  who  have  come  *  from  the 
four  comers  of  the  earth  to  kiss  the  shrine  of 
the  mortal  breathing  saint'  of  the  place ;  so 
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rife,  besides,  with  recollections  of  lundntf 
genius,  (drawn  thither  by  oar  polar  star;) 
who  most  hare  previously  paid  the  homage  of 
tears,  and  beart-thriUioga,  and  mysterio**  «w«, 
at  the  sbrine  of  his  mighty  spirit.  And  what 
a  mighty  mind  mnst  that  hare  been ;  for  after 
all,  the  prodactions  of  a  great  poat  or  painter 
are  but  faint  representations  of  the  apirit 
within,  which  can  but  inadequately  ezpreH 
that  spirit's  finer   perfections.     They  hre.  ia 
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tne  its  endeavoim  to  abstract  our  minds  frmi  the 
groveUing  pursuits  to  which  it  is  prone ;  aod  by 
its  varied  wonders,  hiying  bold  of  some  corceapon^ 
dent  chord  m  the  human  mind,  to  elevate  it,  aod 
gradudly  lead  it  to  the  contemplation  of  higher 
things.  And  it  seems  to  me,  that  one  passage 
of  our  bard  may  suggest  as  many  thoughts  as 
have  ever  been  expressed  by  any  other  author. 

Amongst  the  many  absurd  sorrows  of  an 
otherwise  absurb  sDnrower**no  other  than  llerr 
▼on  Werter>  there  is  one  grievance  with  which  I 
can  sympathise,  namely,  the  disappointing  man* 
ner  in  which  he  finds  himself  appreciated  by  .a 
new  friend,  who  values  him  for  his  acquire- 
ments and  gained  knowledge,  rather  than  for 
himself,  for  that  inherent  something  within 
bim«— distinguishing  one  man  from  another — ^Ibr 
which  be  sighs  to  be  appreciated.  You,  dearest 
Lillie,  are  not  one  who  would  deem  this  a  merely 
sentimental  sorrow ;  and  what  dim  transcripts 
are  breathing  words  of  thoughts  that  burn : 

let  me  soon  have  some  of  your  thoughts 
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"  In  another  week  I  shaU  be  in  your 
nfflghbourhood,  though  I  am  not  to  expect 
much  of  your  society,  I  auppoie,  as  I  fancy 
the  Bradings  are  in  a  different  set :  but  a 
week  af^r  we  meet  yoa  and  the  Percyi  on  the 
banks  of  Windermere,  which  plan  yoa  most 
not  think  of  disarrangii^  by  decamping  before- 
hand. After  OUT  Cumbrian  excuiwon,  we  sail 
For  Mona'a  Isle,  ntinvf  the  Percys,  Hn. 
Percy  turning  pale  at  mention  of  the  briny 
ocean-    Adieu  then,  dearLillie,  for  the  present, 
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important  a  personage  than  Mr.  Frederick's 
gentleman,  to  the  Baronet's  confidential  serving- 
man,  and  running  as  follows  : — 

^'Dear  Mr. Rocket, 

^'  It  is  a  grief  to  me  and  Mr.  Smart,  which 
is  Mr.  Sefton's  gentleman,  to  be  kept  away  from 
yon  and  all  old  firiends,  which,  though  absent, 
is  not  forgot ;  and  to  be  retained  in  London  at 
this  time  of  year,  when  nothing's  stirring,  and 
not  a  soul  worth  speaking  to,  instead  of  having 
a  shy  at  the  pheasants  as  I  have  promised  him, 
meaning  the  other  vally.  It's  unaccountable 
queer  to  find  ourselves  in  London  by  ourselves, 
as  one  may  say  ;  but,  *ya  voU^  as  the  Germans 
say — ^which  meaiuu  never  mind ;  especially  as 
we  can  excuse  anything  that  has  an  arffart  de 
COOT  at  the  bottom  of  it,  as  we  suspects  is  the 
case  at  present — only  mum^  and  more  in  future. 
England  seems  terrible  dull  and  honueyant 
(^nyant)  after  the  continent.  Ah !  they 
knows  how  to  live  there !-— eating  and  drinking 
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at  the  reitontits,  playing  rooge  at  noir,  aoA 
rattling  thalen  at  the  redooteg,  with  muuc  for 
nothing,  and  shampain  poured  down  yonr 
throat  whether  yon  will  or  no ;  and  then  the 
worltzing,  or  Torising,  as  the  Gannani  say, 
every  erening,  sod  the  Oerman  tnadchem 
almost  beseeching  one  for  a  whirl,  to  that  one 
is  whiiled  almost  to  the  devil  in  the  end :  tha^a 
the  life  in  Gannany.  Tell  Misa  Taay'a  and 
Miss  Caroline's  ladies,  we  mean  to  teaeh  then 
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Lord  Byrtm  w1k>  U^ed  in  Hitaly,  and  married 
tbe  makl  of  Atkens,  though  he  made  ioi«  to  the 
dark*«jed  maid  of  Cadez,  and  a  great  many 
othera.  Talking  of  love,  brings  me  in  mind  of 
Mr«  Seftoa's  pongdioDg  ( penchant)  diat  way ; 
Mr.  Smart  confidentially  informing  me,  he  was 
for  ever  at  that  kind  of  thing-^feal  good  earoest 
love*making»  with  a  matrimonial  point  of  view, 
which,  however,  always  hends,  he  says,  in  a 
bottle  of  smoke ;  so  that  Mc  Smart  never  felt 
no  ways  uneasy  on  that  score  in  his  mind,  for 
we  both  prefers  our  gents  living  '  ong  ganeong' 
^en  garfon)  and  means  to  follow  that  example 
^^ttiailvss.  You  needn^t  inlbrm  the  ladies  at 
4ihe  Hall,  not  todadi  any  hopes  the  poor  things 
may  form,  and  spoil  sport.  My  opinion  is«  that 
a  bashelor's  life  is  as  sooperior  to  a  married 
man's,  ss  a  hird  in  the  air,  pecking  wherever  it 
likes,  is  to  a  bird  mewed  in  a  cage,  always  stuck 
outside  the  same  window.  Mr.  Smart  says,  it's 
eronderfol  bow  nigh  his  gent  comes  to  the  point 
i»f  heing«a^9sdf  only  the  view  he  gets  by  thrust- 
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ii^  bis  head  inside  the  wires,  hian't  innUng 
enough  to  iodooce  him  to  trust  his  whole  body 
in,  and  take  up  his  quarters  on  the  perch  of 
matrimony,  though  bushels  of  chaff  has  been 
thrown  out  to  hive  him ;  he's  too  wise  a  bud, 
Mr.  Smart  says,  to  be  caught;  and  for  the 
matter  of  catching,  it's  more  than  six  of  oae> 
and  half  a  dozen  of  the  other.  Lor  Mr.  Simon, 
we'¥e  a  great  deal  to  haaswer  for,  we  men  of  the 
world,  as  have  travelled  about,  and  shined  up 
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^'P.S. — Mind,  mum's  the  word,  and  confiden- 
tial and  private  upon  all  I've  said ;  and  perhaps 
jou'd  better  not  say  much  to  the  women  haboat 
our  arffares  de  gclUmtry,  I  can't  give  no  sartain 
hinformation  as  to  the  time  you  may  expect  us, 
Mr.  Smart's  gent  takes  the  lead  of  mine,  and 
is  very  freekisb." 
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waly  alcb#my^-*thf  true  pbilosoplidr's  stone  of 
both  the  oatural  and  moral  wodd.  The  pwtioc 
4)ef r,  tired  witb  tbeir  gembolf,  repoeed  tbeir 
{;recefal  ioraie  beaeath  the  ^eediQg  boughs. 
Dora  and  laafael^  who  with  Piercie  aa  their 
eqaire,  had  been  iqp  with  the  early  morning, 
helfiiag  the  deer  to  bniah  the  dew  fixmi  the 
l^raea,  were  returning  acrosa  the  paik  to  breah- 
fiwt,  Piercie  being  ibUoaeed  in  his  tarn  by  a 
€uth&I  retainer  of  his  4>wn,  an  overfed  hound, 
formerly  hie  brother^s  property,  but  now,  on 
mccooat  of  die  OMitual  liking  they  had  taken 
ior  one  another,  oonetgned  to  Piercie's  care,  the 
twain  having  become  so  devoted,  that  they 
were  seldom  seen  apart.  The  dog  was  as  other 
dogs,  who  are  petted,  and  have  their  afTectioni; 
encouraged ;  was  fond  and  faithful,  and  given 
to  wag  bis  tail,  as  a  demonstration  thereof — 
with  a  propensity  for  snuffing  about,  ticking 
his  chaps,  and  various  other  exploits,  which  he 
performed,  in  common  wilb  the  rest  of  his  race, 
though  he  certainly  possessed  some  acquired 
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pace  on  account  of  its  increasing  heat.  In  a 
little  time  they  were  surprised  to  descry  some 
men  raising  a  marquee,  which  usually  stood  in 
the  grounds,  on  an  eminence  commanding  a 
deHghtfttl  view,  and  upon  arriving  at  the  spot, 
to  find  them  arranging  cbaira  and  other  thinga 
within. 

Piercie  burst  into  an  immoderate  fit  of  laugh- 
ter at  the  discovery;  after  which,  he  turned 
with  as  much  gravity  as  he  could  assume*  to 
bis  companioss,  and  remarked,— 

'^  This  is  a  temple  to  be  devoted  to  the  fine 
arts,  you  must  know.  Caroline  has  long  been 
sighing  for  a  day  like  this,  in  order  to  pursue 
her  favourite  practice  of  sketching  from  nature. 
You  would  scarcely  believe  her  to  be  so  addicted 
to  the  beauties  of  nature/'  he  continued,  glanc- 
ing slyly  at  them ;  '*  the  performances  you 
have  seen,  having  been  for  the  most  part,  from 
works  of  art.  By  the  bye,  his  lordship.  Earl 
Hyde,  is  to  play  the  part  of  preceptor,  t 
heard  the  arrangement  a  few  days  ago»  and 
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pointy  mad  merely  looked  very  mysterioaSy  and 
rery  fall  of  matter ;  and  when  taaced  by  Isabel 
with  the  same,  rejoined,  that  the  art  of  which 
they  had  been  speaking,  was  a  mysterious  art — 
in  the  hands  of  young  ladies,  sometimes,  es* 
pecially,  and  concluded  by  remarking,  that  its 
piodoetiofui  once  completed,  ooald  not  speak 
for  themselrea,  and  disclose  by  whom  they  had 
been  brought  into  life.  This  he  spoke,  looking 
with  a  suspicious  glance  at  Dora. 

**  Sister  Caroline/'  proceeded  he,  '*  is  won- 
derfiilly  improved  in  her  drawing.  I  mean  to 
tdl  her  so,  for  she  deserves  encouragement  for 
her  speedy  progress." 

^  Caroline,'^  he  exclaimed,  addressing  his 
graceful  sister,  as  he  entered  the  breakfistst-room 
through  the  open  window,  "Caroline?  where 
is  yoor  drawing  of  the  Ruined  Abbey  and  the 
Witches' Glen,  which  you  began  on  first  coming 
down  ?  I  suppose  it's  finished  by  this  time.  We 
have  been  talking,  about  the  old  abbey,  and 
Dora  wishes  me  to  take  her  there  one  day,  and 
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if  she  Baw  your  sketch  first,  she  could  give  you 
her  opinion  of  the  resemblance." 

'^I  really  do  not  exactly  remember  where 
it  is/'  answered  Caroline  languidly,  after  several 
other  appeals  from  her  pertinacious  brother. 

*^  I  saw  some  of  your  performances  on  the 
tablci  in  the  yellow  drawing-room  the  other  day^ 
and  pronounce  you  mightily  improved^''  con- 
tinued Piercie,  ^'  especially  in  the  finishing 
touches." 

Caroline  glanced  slightly  at  Dora,  who  was 
looking  at  nothing  in  particular,  but  perceiving 
the  mischief  beaming  from  her  brother's  eyes, 
who  was  regarding  them  both  with  a  glance  of 
scrutinizing  intentness,  she  said  in  a  coaxing 
voice  to  him,  and  with  more  alacrity  than  was 
her  wont, — 

'Mt  is  impossible  you  can  have  a  finer  day  than 
this  for  your  excursion,  Piercie  dear,  and  I  will 
ask  papa  and  Mr.  Hooke  for  a  holiday  for  you, 
that  you  may  lionize  Dora  about  the  abbey 


ruins." 
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Now  this  old  abbey  was  a  place  well  worthy 
of  being  inspected,  both  from  its  antiquity  and 
the  picturesque  beauty  surrounding  it;  Dora 
remembered  the  general  features  of  the  beautiful 
locality  well»  as  it  was  very  near  to  Woodlands, 
and  one  of  the  principal  spots  of  attraction  in 
the  neighbouihood ;  and  often  had  she  gamboled 
within  its  formerly  rerered  precincts  when  a 
child,  and  since  that  periodi  passed  many  of 
the  happiest  moments  of  her  life  in  excursions 
to  its  ancient  walls. 

There  was  yet  another  motive,  inducing  her 
to  revisit  the  old  place  ;  namely,  that  she  might 
be  able  to  investigate  its  form  and  structure, 
and  fill  up  by  attentive  observation  any  hiatus 
that  might  be  in  her  memory,  as  to  its  true 
proportions,  in  order  to  the  correctly  finishing 
a  remarkably  undefined  sketch  of  Caroline 
Sunderland's,  as  she  had  done  several  others, 
to  their  owner's  perfect  satisfistction.  Piercie, 
who  had  speedily  noted  his  sister's  marvellous 
improvement,^  had,  after   repeated  and  most 
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coonoieiear-like  scrutinization  of  them,  managed 
somehow  to  disco?er  the  truth. 

Though  uleat  upon  the  diecoray,  for  the 
present,  he  mischieToaily  determined  Caroline 
should,  ia  due  time,  be  made  aware  of  it  when 
opportunity  offered ;  hut  things  had  now  taken 
■o  prosperous  a  tura  for  him,  through  the  intar- 
veation  of  Caroline*  (the  holiday  having  been 
granted  at  her  request)  that  he  made  up  bis  bumI 
to  let  her  off  Cor  the  present,  and  despatched  his 
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When  Dora  and  Piercie  came  up  to  the  sketch- 
ing party,  on  their  way  to  the  object  of  their 
expedition,  they  halted  a  little  while  to  observe 
all  the  proceedings,  and  to  inform  Isabel,  who 
bad  preceded  them,  that  haying  encountered  Sir 
William,  he  had  insisted  the  pony*chaise  should 
be  brought  round  for  them,  for  the  expedition ; 
upon  which  Piercie,  full  of  glee  at  the  pro- 
position, had  declared  his  intention  of  being 
charioteer.  Now,  previously  to  this  delightful 
arrangement,  Isabel  had  been  forced  to  relin- 
quish the  idea  of  accompanying  them,  as  the 
walk  to  the  abbey  had  been  voted  too  long  for 
her,  after  the  morning's  ramble ;  such  being  the 
ease,  Piercie,  who  was  invariably  all  curiosity^ 
rsqaested  Isabel  might  j<nn  the  sketching  party, 
that  she  might  be  able  to  inform  them,  on  their 
letum,  of  everything  that  had  taken  place  worth 
relating.  It  was  with  infinite  joy,  however,  that 
she  received  the  present  intelligence  that  she 
could  proceed  along  with  them. 

The   pony-chaise    was    to    meet  them    on 
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the  confines  of  the  park,  which  alloirad  then 
time  to  Magjer  awhile,  and  obeerre  the  pauing 
■ceoe. 

"  How  I  envy  you  your  robust  boalth  and 
strength,  Dorothy,"  sighed  Caroline,  hamliwg 
her  pencil  to  be  cut  byEmilius  Delany,  (wboae 
distress  at  the  proepect  of  contact  mth  the 
black  lead  was  inconceinble.)  After  your  long 
walk  this  morning  too,"  she  continued,  "  setting 
off  with  an  alacrity  that  makes  a  poor  delicate 
myself  absolutely  out  of  breath  to 
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remarked  Clarendon,  glancing  from  one  to  the 
other  of  the  two  cousins. 

''Exactly,"  responded  Delany,  who  was  in 
the  habit  of  using  such  confirmatives,  which 
saved  him  from  being  at  the  pains  of  observing 
anything  of  himself. 

Caroline  was  seated  in  the  centre  of  the 
entrance  to  the  marquee,  enveloped  in  muslin 
and  lace ;  a  httle  spaniel,  the  tiniest  of  its  race, 

lay  at  her  feet,  while  Clarendon  and  Delady 
occupied  the  posts  she  would  have  had  them,  on 
either  side  of  her ;  and  Francis  Melville  hovered 
about  like  a  moth  round  a  candle,  as  near  to 
her  as  he  possibly  could.    Anastasia  was  seated 
within  the  tent,  now  studying  her  part ;   then 
calling  Francis,  and  insisting  upon  his  stumbling 
through  a  scene  of  his, — his  grave  comedy 
causing  general  entertainment  and  approbation, 
and  calling  off,  for  the  nonce,  the  whole  of 
Clarendon's  attention  from  his  fair,  exigeante 
pupil ;  but  whatever  Anastasia  was  doing,  her 
quick,  penetrating  eyes,  moved  restlessly  amongst 
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iht  ^rovp,  And  seened  te  nke  in  tmrj  ward* 
sad  gestare,  snd  moveBmt. 

"  Did  jaa  em  lee  a  pencil  u  coU"  peUaaUf 
abwrved  Cuoliae  to  the  oblinoas  Chtcnda^ 
gently  apping  faim  witk  ber  implewcwl  t4  art 
to  recal  his  attcntiai : — **  If  50*  do  set  ttke 
mote  paim  far  me  in  fntare,  Dehny,  I  lAsH 
never — no  nerer  nk  yon  to  do  SBjrtlniip  fcr  ae 
•gun."  Then  giacefiilly  leaniog  on  one  nde, 
ahe  reqneMed  Quendoo  to  report  hi*  miiiiiw 
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awoke  my  darling  Clorinda,  and  made  her  utter 
a  little  scream.  I  declare  I  aball  sooo  come  to 
consider  you  both  croel  and  unkind,  and  every- 
thing else;'*  and  Caroline,  overcome  by  her 
eloquence  and  her  compassion,  and  the  caresses 
wherewith  she  fomid  herself  obliged  to  console 
her  pet,  leaned  back  with  a  touching  and  re- 
proachful glance  at  the  delinquent. 

'*  I  &ncy/'  said  Clarendon  smiling, ''  Delany 
feek  more  disposed  at  present  to  kick  Clorinda 
Voluntarily/' 

^*  Yes — aw,  certainly,**  responded  that  gen- 
tleman. 

'' Ah !  how  dreadiblly  unfeeling,"  murmnred 
CaioKne,  turning  her  eyes  upwards;  where, 
encountering  a  stray  sunbeam,  she  was  forced 
to  raise  her  band  to  them,  causing  it  to  appear 
as  though  she  would  shut  out  the  terrible 
vision;  then  glancing  at  Clarendon,  she  ex- 
claimed, ''  But  you  can  tell  me  tohy  Delany 
should  feel  disposed  to  be  so  cruel  to  Clorinda 
now? 


?" 


240  THE    RULING     PASSIOS. 

"  I  coDclode  be  must — aw — feel  envious  ol 
80  mach  tender  concern — «  bestowed." 

"  Ye— «8,"  drawled  Deluiy,  "  certainly — of 
couiee." 

"Dear  me! — how  shocking  t"  groaned  Caro- 
line ;  "  How  can  you  allow  such  an  imputatioii« 
Mr.  Delany?  "  she  added,  delighted  at  the  idea 
of  a  little  scene  of  recrimination  between  the 
two  gentlemen. 

"  I  know  some  one,"  remarked  Pieroe,  who 
had  been  standing  aloof  all  this  time,  siloitly 
regarding  the  scene,  "  I  know  some  onej  who 
is  at  this  moment  quite  as  jealona  of  almost  as 
small  a  cause." 

"  Hoirl"  cried  Clarendon,  tamit^  sharply 
[{_ towards  him. 

j^icrcie."  gently 
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Lord  Chancellor— good  bye  to  ye  all ;"  and  he 
waved  his  hat  with  a  peculiarly-wicked  glance 
of  triumph  at  Clarendon,  "  We  shall  have  a 
most  jolly  day, — we'll  clamber  up  the  broken 
stairs  of  the  old  tower,  and  what  a  delicious 
drive  we  shall  have! — The  ponies  never  go  so 
well  as  when  /  teach  them  what  management 
is ;  and  we  must " 

The  rest  of  these  tantalising  anticipations 
were  lost,  as  they  continued  their  brisk  onward 
jNTOgress, — Clarendon  muttered  sometbingabout 
a  little  imp ;  and  Caroline,  who  notwithstand- 
faer  interesting  simplicity^  possessed  an  over 
acute  faculty  of  transmuting  everything  by  any 
{possibility  soluble,  into  the  dulcet  flatteries  of 
self-love — into  a  compliment  to  herself,  de- 
manded of  Clarendon  what  Piercie  could 
toean  ?  '* 

"  I  really  cannot  imagine,"  answered  he  with 
averted  eyes,  "  that  is— not  exactly  ;  but  Til 
go  after  him,  and  demand  an  explanation." 

VOL.  I.  M 


342  THE    RULING    PASSIOIT. 

And  he  was  rushing  off  for  the  porpose  of 
putting  his  suggesUon  into  executicH),  when 
Carohne,  urged  by  a  sort  of  undefinable  mi»-> 
giving  of  her  errant  instructor's  return,  ciied^ 
"  Noiv  don't  hurry  yourself,  this  »ery  oppres- 
sive morning; — it  put's  one  into  such  a  fusn 
:n)d  agitation  to  see  people  running  o?  fussing 
tliemselves  such  a  day  as  this :  besides,  I  shaU 
not  be  able  to  get  on  at  all  with  my  sketch 
whilst  you  are  away." 

>vlicn  Caroline  opened   her  half-closed 
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as  your  own — and  as  drowsy,"  she  concluded, 
solto  voce. 

'^  How  surprised  they'd  be  to  see  him  now," 
murmured  Delany. 

"  Scampering  like  a  school-boy  let  loose  from 
school,"  sneered  Anastasia. 

''Who  would  be  surprised  Delany?"  asked 
Caroline. 

*'  Delany  of  course  alludes  to  the  fools  who 
have  so  absurdly  puffed  up  this  Sir  Oracle, 
who, would  now  stare  to  see  him,  making 
himself  much  more  ridiculous  than  the  least 
puppy  of  them  all,"  cried  Anastasia,  contempt- 
uously. 

"  Yes,  to  be  sure  I  do,"  rejoined  Delany. 

<'  Well,  I  don't  think  he's  half  so  delightfully 
amusing  and  odd  as  he  used  to  be,"  sighed 
Caroline;  ''and  he  don't  say  the  charming 
things  either." 

"  Perhaps  he  means  more,"  said  her  sister, 
with  her  short  bitter  laugh. 

M  2 
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When  the  grand  (litmc  tramceiHia  Iht  speakei'a  an  ;'  — 

repeated  Francis,  who  had  taken  up  Clarendoi 
vacated  station,  sotnewbat  aahamed  of  I 
poiiitedness  of  his  poetic  allusion.  **  T 
theme  of  which  all  would  endeavour  to  ipc 
their  admiration,"  continued  be,  hesitating  ■ 
colouring  in  an  unusnal  manner,  while 
lotvered  his  voice,  "is  such  concentration 
everything  lovely  and  graceful)  and — and — - 

"  You'll  break  the  hinge  of  my  smellii 
bottle  if  you  keep  opening  and  ahntting  it 
often,"  interrupted  the  not  ungratified  GaroV 
to  whoin  no  ''charming  things"  were  w 
ceptable. 

Francis  raiBed  hU  eyes  from  the  eioploj 

r  his  aw  Inwardness,  whe 

;rlam 
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any  one  might  have  guessed  from  his  counte- 
nance and  manner  that  something  unusual  was 
being  perpetrated;    and  the  elaborate  air  of 
unconcern,  assumed  with  the  idea  of  its  being  a 
masterly  efibrt  of  art,  helped  to  proclaim  what  it 
was  intended  to  conceal.    Lady  Sunderland  at 
once  detected  the  exploit,  attracted    by   its 
conspicuous  mysteriousness;  but  it  was  of  so 
little  consequence,  that  she  iiock  no  heed  to  it, 
as  she  inquired  after  Clarendon,  and  listened 
with  a  lowering  brow  to  the  answer  to  her 
question;   in  fact,  both  Delany  and  him,  she 
looked    upon    as    her    daughter's    undoubted 
property :   she  was  proud  of  Clarendon,  and 
was  consequently  very  relationly  in  lier  bearing 
towards  him,  expecting,  with  undoubted  cer- 
tainty, he  would  aspire  to  augment  his  affinity 
with  so  amiable  a  relative — disinterestedly  over- 
looking  his  want  of  fortune,  in  consideiation  of 
the  name  and  wealth  it  was  prognosticated  his 
talents,  together  with    his  high  connections) 
voald  acquire  for  him :  besides,  Anastasia  was 
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SO  much  too  clever  for  most  meo,  and  in  tbi 
they  bad  long  been  set  down  for  each  otber. 
For  Delaoy,  she  had  known  him  sinbe 
had  been  a  silly,  good-natured  boy*  wt 
intimacy,  justified  a  friendly  serreillance 
endeavouring  to  keep  bim  from  the  wiles  i 
flatteries  of  the  hundreds  of  plaaniitg  motb 
and  syren  daughters,  erer  ready  to  bait  th 
hooks  for  such  golden  fish ;  concaving  tl 
gratitude    should    therefore    retain    him  I 
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arrangeaients :  there  was  Clarendon  proceeding 
in  utter  neglect  and  forgetfulness  of  all  her  hints 
about  the  necessity  of  his  choosing  a  clever  and 
quick-witted  wife,  with  brilliancy  and  gaiety  of 
spirit  proportioned  to  his  own ;  pouring  high- 
flown  compliuents  into  the  already  occupied 
ear  of  Caroliaet  asd  a  thousand  times  worse, 
for  ever  holding  tedious  arguments  with  Sir 
William^s  grave  and  spiritless  favourite,  Dorothy 
Melville  ;  it  was  melancholy  to  observe  any  one 
running  so  counter  to  his  own  interests. 

The  account  she  received  of  his  present 
escapade  confirmed  her  worst  notions  of  his 
volatile  nature  and  unaccountable  flightiness 
of  purpose ;  but  her  brow  was  smooth  as  the 
{>olished  stream  from  whidi  the  cloud  has 
passed,  when  she  turned  to  Francis,  and  re- 
quested be  would  hasten,  ''with  all  speed,*^ 
after  the  retreating  party,  and  inform  Clarendon 
she  had  something  to  say  to  him. 

Francis,  albeit  aocustomed  to  use  all  gently, 
and  unused  to  put  himself  out  of  his  way  by 
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«ny  luch  undue  display  of  activity  as  ber  lad 
ship  iofliouatad,  made  ready  to  <^y  tbe  ou 
date^  fi»t  reniembering  to  guakl  hU  head  Fn 
the  vertical  rays  of  the  sun,  into  which  he  f 
eme^ing.  by  carefully  replacii^  his  bat  theret 
a  precaudon  which  Clarendon,  iahiBunpetoi 
haste,  had  failed  to  think  of;  for  Fiank  h 
himself  bound  to  perform,  a  lady'a  behest  on  1 
spot,  though  never  bo  distasteful ;  and  fl 
couM  have  been  more  bo  thaa  the  prospi 
of  tills  long  scamper  in  the  noon-day  heat,  h 
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lady,  the  whole  and  sole  benefit  to  be  derived  was 
by  one  of  his  own  sex,  in  whose  cause  he  was 
to  be  burdened.  The  difficulty  was  fortunately 
ended  by  Lady  Sunderland's  now  declaring  she 
would  not  trouble  him,  as  the  distance  they  had 
gone  must  be  so  considerable,  that  upon  second 
thoughts  she  found  she  could  wait,  &c. ;  the 
fact  being,  that  her  ladyship's  mind  was  no 
longer  in  doubt  as  to  Clarendon's  return,  sagely 
concluding,  that  the  want  of  the  hat  must 
prevent  any  idea  of  continuing  his  progress  with 
the  exploring  party. 

**  I  shall  encourage  no  such  thing  as  deser- 
tion," exclaimed  Piercie,  as  breathless  with  his 
hurried  transit  they  were  overtaken  by  Claren- 
don ;  "  a  promise  is  a  promise,  so  pray  don't 
cast  on  us  the  odium  of  tempting  you  to  break 
yours  to  Caroline." 

''  I  came  but  to  inquire,"  said  Clarendon, 
when  he  had  found  breath  to  speak,  ^^  what 
your  last   profound    inuendo  meant,   Piercie, 

u5 
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which  has  left  many  of  us  in  a  state  of  mn 
bewilderment  ?  " 

"  Oh  ! "  said  Hercie,  **  what  wa»  it  V 

"  You  remember,  I  am  sure." 

"  Ob !  about  some  one  beiag  jealous  a 
small  cause)  I  suppose,"  replied  the  boy,  **T 
leally  wish  a  full  eiplanatioD  ?" 

**  Certainly,"  said  Clarendon. 

"  Why  then,  it  was  in  allusion  to  the  pretc 
party — I  being  the  cause  of  envyi  and  you  t 
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saying  which,  Piercie  scampered  off,  bearing 
Isabel  along  with  him. 

**  Piercie  grows  quite  logical  and  profound/' 
observed  Clarendon,  quickening  his  pace,  as 
Dora  accelerated  hers,  in  order  to  keep  up  with 
her  companions.  **  He  is  a  charming  creature," 
answered  Dora,  "  we  ought  to  feel  particularly 
grateful  to  him,  for  ever  since  we  have  been 
here,  he  has  taken  «is  under  his  especial  patro* 
nage.  There  is  not  a  beautiful  spot  within 
walking  distance,  and  even  beyond  it,  to  which 
he  has  not  introduced  us.^ 

**  Beyond  it,  indeed  1 "  cried  Isabel,  how  often 
has  he  not  tired  me  out,  beyond  all  reasonable 
bounds;  but  I  now  begin  to  understand  the 
difference  between  an  English  anff  a  PlercU 
mile." 

^*  I  suppose  we  should  term  them  poetic 
miles,"  observed  Dora,  ^  as  Piercie  calls  them, 
not  as  they  actually  are,  but  as  they  should 
seem,  with  the  aid  of  his  conversation.  A 
merry  heart  und  untiring  tongue  ought  at  least 
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to  make  three  steps  no  wearier  than  one,  ander 
common  circumstances." 

"  I  doubt  not  Isabel  find*  it  so,"   replied 
ClarendoQ)  watching  with  a  smils  the  buoyant 
steps  of  the  youthful  pair,  who  bad  now  scuh 
pered  off  again  towards  a  beech-tree,  up  whieb 
Piercie  took  it  into  his  bead  to  cUotbi  like  a 
young  squirrel,  and  then  began  to  throw  the  - 
nuts  down  to  Isabel,  not  foi^etting  to  aim  ooae 
accidentalli/  at  his  friend  Clarendon,  which  baf^— 
pened  to  lodge  in  one  of  bis  chesnut  curls,  ■ 
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the  brilliancy  of  the  Sunderlaud  race  appears 
all  concentrated  in  — " 

^*  Anastasia  is  clever,  and  brilliant  too/'  re- 
joined Dora,  to  whom  Lady  Sunderland  had  not 
failed  to  hint  the  secretly-profound  attachment 
of  Clarendon  for  her  eldest  daughter,  "  but  her 
very  name  appears  to  make  you  oblivious,  and — " 

<'  As  her  very  voice  is  apt  to  do/'  he  mur- 
mured ;  <<  but  truly,"  added  he,  '^  Piercie  has 
reason  on  his  side  for  imagining  himself  an 
object  of  envy — such  encomiums  as  have  been 
passed  on  him ! — what  would  not  one  give  to 
be  thought  worthy  of  such/' 

''  Rather  to  be/'  rejoined  Dora,  smiling; 
^*  it  is  that  which  makes  the  great  distinction 
in  these  our  smooth,  glassy,  superficial  days  ; 
but  I  was  not  aware  Mr.  Clarendon  aspired  to 
be  a  universal  favourite." 

"  Nor  does  he,"  exclaimed  Clarendon  ;  "  to 
acquire  the  suffrages  of  all  men,  it  is  indispen- 
sable not  only  to  seem,  but  to  seem  according 
to  their  diversified  prejudices;  base  and  truck* 
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ling  must  he  be,  who  ambition's  the  *  vnlgar 
throat,'  and  would  gain  golden  opinions  from 
all  sorts  and  conditions.  A  universal  favourite! 
— no!— my  aiubition  extends  not  so  widely, 
though  it  would  reach  nearly  to  the  skies- 
Yes  !  to  be  throned  in  one  noble  mind,  lifted 
above  the  world's  prejudices,  to  live  but  in  its 
opinion,  is  an  aspiration  involving  the  ambitioif 
at  least,  to  be  everything  great  and  good — short 
of  perfection.  Oh !  at  what  great  altitude 
.  wliat  despair  to  achieve. 
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soothiDg  will  be  the  solemn,  breathless  still- 
ness of  the  lovely  glen  whereto  you  are  bend- 
ing your  steps.  Piercie  was  right  in  concluding 
his  office  of  your  pioneer  to  the  delightful  spot 
—  an  exciting  cause  for  envy — the  struggling 
sunbeams  making  their  way  through  the  thick 
branches  of  the  trees,  down  upon  the  grassy 
glades,  with  just  sufficient  power  to  make  the 
deep  shadows  and  the  gloomier  recesses  of  the 
woody  look  still  more  mysterious.  Like  our 
life,  which  is  made  up  of  such  contrasting 
lights  and  shades,  only  jumbled  together  less 
picturesquely." 

'^  Neuum  major  dolor  che  recordasi  del  tempo 
felice  nelia  miseria^^  murmured  Dora,  as  if  in 
reflection.  '^  Yet  the  truth  is  more  consoling 
than  the  poet  would  have  it,  in  this  case ;  for 
retrospection  brings  comparatively  as  great  hap- 
piness to  the  sorrowing,  as  the  brilliant  hopes 
of  the  prosperous  and  hffppy,  to  them, — with 
the  advantage,  that  the  tales  whispered  by  its 
sweet,  subdued  voice»  are  less  prone  to  deceive.'' 
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"  Not  so,"  replied  ClarendoD,  aerioinIy» 
"  both  are  deceivers  alike." 

"  ^ot  if  we  are  common-place  enough  to 
accredit  the  material  evidences  of  our  senieSi** 
insinuated  Dora,  with  a  smile. 

"  HuDian  perveraeness !  human  perveneneM!'* 
aaid  be,  gravel;,  "  In  order  to  enhance  the 
glowing  picture  of  memory  bjr  contraatiag  ita 
brightness,  Rembrantlike,  with  surrounding  sha- 
dow, we  hug  the  miseries  of  the  present,  that 
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tbey  were  raised  to  the  blue  heavens^  seemed  to 
have  more  affinity  with  them  than  aught  of 
earth's  mould  he  had  ever  looked  upon,  that 
caused  him  to  pause  in  contemplation  thereof ; 
at  length  he  spoke  more  hurriedly^  in  a  low, 
excited  voice,  *^  But  we  mortals !  may  we  not 
cherish  hopes  ibr  the  present,  second  only  to 
that  great  one  you  have  spoken  of, — a  hope 
which  9  hanging  between  heaven  and  earthy  but 
partaking  more  of  the  former,  includes  the  bliss 
of  both,  ia  its  blest  fulfilment.  Present,  future, 
all,  merged  in  that  one  dear  hope— and  such  a 
hope,  cherished  secretly,  yet  growing  in  strength 
from  hour  to  hour ! — Such  a  fond  hope  may  we, 
presumptuous  sons  of  earth  hold,  whose  aspirings 
are  above  its  dull  clods,  raised  from  its  vain 
treasures  to  the  contemplation  of  some  earthly 
meteor  gliding  on  its  surface,  which,  if  elevated 
as  far  above  our  hopes  as  our  deserts,  it  would 

be  madness  to " 

'^  Chancellor  Clarendon,"  exclaimed  Piercie, 
^  what  are  your  intentions  ?  —  to  break   your 
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inviolable  promise  to  Carolinci  by  proceeding 
with  us,  in  the  heat  of  the  day,  and  along  the 
high  road,  minus  a  hat?*— or  to  detain  Miss 
Melville  away  from  her  excursion  ? — or  to  allow 
us  to  pursue  our  progress  as  originally  in- 
tended?" 

They  had,  in  fact>  arrived  at  the  little  aide 
gate  of  the  park,  where  the  pony-chaise  was 
waiting;  and  Piercie  all  impatience  to  deposit 
his  fair  compagnoru  de  voyage  therein,  in  order 
that  he  might  assume  his  seat  as  charioteer* 

Surprise  and  provocation  sat  upon  Clarendon's 
countenance,  thus  suddenly  recalled,  as  it  were 
from  another  world.  It  was  clear  there  was 
only  one  thing  to  be  done — and  that  wasy  to 
assist  Dora  into  the  carriage  in  bewilderment 
far  greater  than  his  own.  Up  sprang  Piercie, 
and  in  another  moment,  with  an  arcb  look  and 
a  knowing  flourish  of  his  whip— be  was  off;  re- 
peating the  same  triumphant  action,  with  addi- 
tional vigour,  towards  Clarendon,  as  he  turned 
thp  angle  of  the  road,  which  would  hide  their 
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further  progress  from  his  view,  and  perceived 
that  he  was  standing  as  though  rooted  to  the 
spot,  in  exactly  the  same  attitude  in  which  they 
had  left  him. 

**  ProToking  mischance !  perverse  and  unac- 
countable," muttered  he,  as  he  slowly  retraced 
his  steps,  *<  could  she  mistake  my  meaning !  my 

manner,  my ,  could  she  imagine  I  was  but 

shaping  out  some  abstract  theory!  Is  she  so 
cold — so  obtuse  on  this  point !  or,  is  it  possible ! 
can  that  love  story  of  Anastasia's  be  true ! "  he 
exclaimed  with  set  teeth,  ''  she  who  appears  so 
fancy  free,  that  my  fear  was  that  the  best  aimed 
arrows  from  love's  quiver  would  fail  to  pierce 
the  cold  pure  beams  that  seem,  halo-like,  to 
envelope  her  calm  beauty  !  Is  it  possible  she 
loves  that — ^that  over-refined,  selfish  man  of  the 
world — ^for  I  feel  sure  he  is  all  this — ^intuitively 
I  felt  it  the  first  moment  I  heard  his  name. 
Alas !  yes,  I  saw  it  in  her  look  when  I  told  her 
of  his  coming.  Unworthy,  unworthy  of  such 
love ! — unworthy  of  her^  as  who  is  not  ?    And 
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can  she  lore  atill,  after  baring  been  assured  of 
this  ?  Nerer !    Yet  are  they  not  parted. 

And  Clarendon'g  thoughts  went  wildly  career- 
ing amidst  a  mass  of  conjecture  oq  tbia  most 
fruitful  theme. 

Suddenly  he  exclaimed,  as  though  a  startling 
conviction  had  fallen  upon  him,  "  and  1  then  am 
in  lore,  and  doing  penance  for  so  long  contemning 
it.  I,  that  beliered  some  spirit  of  ur,  or  of  the 
deep,  must  arise  to  awaken  its  spell  within  me : 
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^^  regions  where  I  have  vainly  yearned  to 
foUow,  but  ever,  ever  illuding  my  hopes. 

^  Alack!  alack !  and  in  this  last  attribute  doth 
^  ^  resemble  my  *  heavenly  love'  as  in  every 

'  And  is  this  Realization  of  such  blest  visions 
^  crushed  hopelessly — ^b<^[)ele6sly  to  prove  vain 
^^  wHd  as  those  vague  imaginings  which  have 
^^^^e  set  my  heart  in  a  tumult  ?  but,  oh  !   a 
^^Haand  times  exceeded  by  the  present.     No ! 
»ove  liije  mine  cannot  be  hopeless,  even  were  she 
'^^  within  the  circle  of  one  of  those  far-oflF 
^^^^,  whose  fair  lustre  is  so  like  her  own,  there — 
f^ferring  night,  made  more  lovely  to  me  than 
the  day  would  my  constant  gaze  be  turned,  and 
V^(>cUiming  my  unchanging  constancy,  must  at 
^^^^  call  for  some  acknowledgment   of  my 
'^•d— my  undying  love.    In  her  bright  radiance 
^  collateral  light  must  I  be  comforted,  not  in 
^  sphere ! " 

And  again  did  poor  Clarendon's  mind  rush  into 
amaze  of  doubt  and  conjecture,  in  reference  to 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

^'  And  if  hifl  name  be  George,  Til  call  him  Peter, 
For  new  -made  honour  doth  forget  men^s  names  ; 
*TiB  too  respectiTe.** — Kiko  John. 


Claren  don  turned  at  length  from  the  spot  upon 
which  he  had  been  so  long  standing,  and  began 
to  wend  his  way  back.  The  progress  was  unequal 
and  tortuous.  During  the  time  he  made  up  his 
mind  to  a  vast  number  of  different  intents,  each 
followed  by  as  many  doubts  of  their  advisability 
and  consequent  changes  of  purpose.  One  thing 
he  had  decided  upon,  which  was  to  join  the  party 
at  ^^the  Abbey  there/'  as   soon  as  possible; 
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calculating,  that  b;  ordering  oat  his  horse,  li 
might  arrive  there  as  soon  as  they.  To  act,  a< 
todebate  about  it,  was  Clarendon's  usual  practio 
now  be  doubted  and  feared,  and  doubted  ag«i 
yet  must  these  vaccilations  of  mind  be  Forgiret 
when  it  is  known  they  all  tended  one  way — coi 
tributing  to  establish  one  undoubted  certaint; 
namely,  that  their  &shioner  was  in  love,  and  i 
that  oft-told  (ever  novel)  tale,  what  contradictor 
n>hat  complicated,  contending,  and  confiicti: 
What  . 
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plisbments  and  dispositions  of  the  pair  of  rough, 
round,  little  Shetland  ponies^  whose  movements 

he  guided  with  so  experienced  a  hand.  Then 
did  be  utter  misgivings  about  poor  Mr.  Claren-* 
don,  whose  coming  after  them  without  a  hat  he 
declared,  though  a  mark  of  knightly  courtesy  to 
the  ladies  worthy  of  such  a  preux  chevalier^  was 
a  proceeding,  very  likely  to  give  him  a  coup  de 
soleil,  about  which  he  really  felt  anxious,  and 
supposed  others  (looking  at  Dora)  must  have 
the  apprehension  yet  more  on  their  conscience — 
•'  poor  Clarendon  ! " 

Trajan  followed  the  carriage  in  equal  glee» 
performing  many  a  gambol,  under  the  encourage- 
ment, and  to  the  loudly-expressed  approbation  of 
his  master.  The  birds  pealed  forth  a  chorus  of 
joyous  notes  ;  eterytbing  seemed  to  breathe  of 
happiness.  High  mounted  the  hearts  and  hopes 
of  the  youthful  pair  seated  in  the  front  of  the 
little  carriage;  what  situation  could  be  better 
than  theirs — the  protector  and  protected — ^the 
the  admired  and  the  admiring.    Pity,  that  the 
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contending  claims  of  liuman  nature  cannot  ( 
lie  80  propitiously  adjusted  as  on  the  p 
uccaaion  :  the  manly  vanity  of  Piercle,  ela' 
Isabel's  wondwriiig  admiration  at  hia  pn 
and  her  cou6(leuce  in  his  skilful  guidan 
whip  and  rein  ;  Isabel  rejoicing  in  so  abl 
accomplisht'd  a  champion — both  elate  i 
enjoyment  of  the  beautiful  day  and  each  t 
society-  On  they  went,  the  hot  sun  now  ai 
down  his  rnya  directly  upon  them,  rem 
Piercie  to  make  fre&li  aud  deploring  atlut 
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bedges,  leadiDg  to  the  glen.  They  were  just 
rounding  a  pathway,  skirting  a  thick  wood,  when 
they  descried,  emerging  from  it,  a  man  on  horse- 
back, who  slowly  approached  towards  them.  As 
they  came  near  he  slackened  his  pace  still  more, 
and  at  last  stopped  short  just  before  they  came 
up  to  him. 

The  form  of  this  individual  was  no  ordinary 
one ;  moulded  in  perfect  manly  symmetry,  there 
was  an  almost  feminine  delicacy  of  proportion^ 
that  made  the  whole  contour  resemble  the 
"counterfeit  presentment"  of  a  Paris,  or  an 
Endymion,  rather  than  a  Hector  or  an  Achilles. 
The  same  faultless  beauty  and  delicacy  of  out- 
line, characterized  his  eminently  handsome 
features;  yet  none  could  deny  that  they  bore 
an  expression  of  manly  daring,  together  with  a 
look  of  high  confidence  in  himself,  bespeaking  a 
perfect  conviction  of  the  world's  appreciation  of 
his  merits,  though  with  an  utter  indifference  to 
the  same ;  while  his  open  brow  and  noble  cast  of 
countenance  seemed  the  index  of  a  careless, 
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Open,  yet  generous  spirit ;  frank  and  courto 
yet  unreflective  withal,  and  his  light,  rolliDg  1 
eye,  auburn  hair,  and  good-humoared  noUf 
once  impressed  the  beholder  in  his  favour, 
parting  the  idea  that  tbeir  owner  was  one 
those  who,  to  use  a  proverbial  expression,  '*« 
bis  heart  upon  his  sleeve ;"  not  to  mention 
many  hearts  his  good  looks  and  gallant  hHi 
must  necessarily  glean  for  htm. 

Fur  his  was  the  kind  of  beauty  which  sec 
I  for  its  noi^ses?or  unusual  far 
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when  he  deploringly  noted  the  disfiguring  wounds 
on  the  beautiful  face  of  the  youthful  royalists ; 
and  which  procured  for  Henry  Jermyn,  broken 
hearts,  a  queenly  bride,  and  the  soubriquet  of 
the  *'  lady-killer ;"  for  the  gift  has,  in  olden  time, 
proved  a  doubtful  good,  either  to  their  possessors 
or  to  the  world  so  fEiscinated.  In  our  own  more 
gently  flowing  days,  its  present  possessor  might 
not  find  it  so.  He  looked,  indeed,  as  though  all 
prosperity,  as  well  as  the  usual  eclat  of  au 
insinuating  exterior,  had  attended  him ;  of  a 
fiaUive  too  frank  and  free,  to  harbour,  or  suggest. 
care  or  mistrust.  His  costume,  which  consisted 
of  a  light  shooting-coat  and  dishabille  to  match, 
seemed,  at  the  first  glance,  to  partake  of  the 
same  careless  negligence  characterizing  his  air 
and  countenance,  but  was  made  and  arranged 
with  exquisite  care  and  elegance,  and  even  (if 
such  a  thing  could  be)  with  studied  and  designed 
effect. 

As  they  approached  the  now  motionless  and 
elegant  cavalier,  they  had  full  opportunity  of 
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making  their  observations  upon  his  appearance 
— an  appearance,  which  amongst  an  hundred 
must  hare  excited  comment  and  admiration; 
and  now,  as  he  stood  solitary  and  immovabley 
near  the  entrance  of  the  wood,  with  the  evident 
purpose  of  attracting  their  attention^  and  await- 
ng  their  approach,  they  were  all  struck  with 
fitting  surprise  at  his  distinguished  figure  and 
attitude ;  when,  upon  reaching  the  spot  where 
he  stood,  Piercie  and  Isabel  were  induced  to 
stand  as  still  as  he  with  astonishment,  upon 
observing  him^  afk;er  a  scarcely  perceptible  starts 
fix  an  amazed  and  stedfast  glance,  which  they 
found,  upon  turning  round,  to  be  directed  full 
upon  Dora,  (who  was  a  little  in  the  rear^)  and 
who  had  al«o  stopped  as  though  transfixed  by 
surprise  to  the  spot.  Her  eyes,  and  those  of  the 
handsome  horsem^  had  met,  and  were  mutually 
fastened  upon  each  other.  The  expression  of 
either  countenance  displayed  opposite  emotions 
in  the  evident  recognition ;  upon  hers  sat  rar- 
prise  alone,  unmixed  with  anything  like  pleasure  } 
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while  in  his  fixed,  unflinching  gaze,  surprise  had 
been  succeeded  by  an  undefinable  expression  of 
triumph  and  gratification. 

Our  heroine  was  the  first  to  break  the  some- 
what awkward  pause  of  astonishment,  with  the 
emphatic  dissyllable,  "  Edraond  ;"  but  quickly 
correcting  herself,  she  added  *'  Mr«  Tracy — I 
believe — ^I '* 

**  Miss  Delville,'^  interrupted  he,  raising  his 
bat,  with  a  smile,  "  I  am,  as  ever,  her  most 
bumble  servant.  I  trust  she  is  well,  and  blythe 
too,  as  ever,  and  as  she  deserves  to  be.*' 

Dora  bowed,  uttering  something  nearly  as 
poUte,  when  Piercie  stepping  forward,  venturing 
to  set  Mr.  Edmond  Tracy  right,  as  to  the  pro- 
per pronunciation  of  the  lady's  name,  to  which 
be  replied,  wkh  a  light  laugh,  that  mistakes  were 
natural^  after  so  great  a  lapse  of  time,  hinting 
theie  were  more  mistakes  than  one,  but  he  hoped 
in  future,  they  should  become  sufficiently  well 
acquainted,  to  be  able  to  clear  up  this,  and  all 
fldier  misconceptions ;  still  regarding  Dora,  in 
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the  meantime,  with  the  same  attentive  gav 
after  saying  which,  with  aoother  obeiBance,  J 
wheeled  bii  boree  round,  galloped  away,  so 
was  Boon  lost  to  their  view. 

While  the  deadened  sound  of  his  horse^s  fee 
resounded  along  the  turf,  they  all  three  stoo- 
silently  gazing  on  the  spot  where  he  had  s- 
lately  stood,  and  then  the  looks  at  Fierde  an 
Isabel  were  tamed  upon  Dor^  who  looke 
almost,  Picrcie  said,  as  though  she  had  seen  ai 
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directly  I  heard  his  name ;  but  did  you  ever  see 
anything  so  handsome?'*  added  she,  appealing 
to  Piercie. 

*^  Yes,  I  have  seen  many  things,  I  think  a 
thousand  times  handsomer,**  answered  he. 

**  Why,  Piercie,  what  can  you  mean  ?'* 

''I  mean,  that  I  can  neither  admire  him,  nor 
his  looks.*' 

"  What  a  critic!"  laughed  Isabel.  «  Well, 
1  shall  never  think  anything  of  your  opinion  of 
what  is  beautiful; — he's  a  perfect  hero  of  ro- 
mance— a  king  Arthur — a  Coeur  de  lion — " 

"  Oh !  I  see,"  interrupted  Piercie,  pettishly, 
'^  he  only  wants  a  pair  of  wings  to  make  an 
angel  of  him,  in  your  imagination,  at  once  ; 
what  say  you,  Dora  ?  " 

«<  I ^  what  do  you  mean,  Piercie?" 

"  I  ask  you,  what  think  you  of  this  angel, 
minus  wings, — this  Saint  Patrick  ?*' 

"  Neither  saint  nor  angel,"  replied  she,  **  but 
certainly  handsomer  than  ever." 

Ni) 
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"  Ah !  indeed)  bo  much  the  better,  as  yoa  «» 
both  80  decidedly  struck  with  him, — Dors  all 
obliviouaaess — Isabel  in  an  enthunaam  of  ad~ 
miration ; — but  to  tell  you  my  mind,  fair  ladieSf 
I  did'nt  approve  of  his  manner  of  fixing  hia 
great,  monstrous,  haulisk,  Irish  eyes  upon  Dcna, 
with  all  the  impertinence  of  his  green  iale  man- 
ners. I  trust  hell  know  her  another  tim^ 
though  be  did  choose  to  forget  her  name, — and 
spare  himself  the  pains  of  such  deep  loTeatigfr 
tion  in  future." 
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in  military  costume.  Then  Piercie  supposed  he 
must  be  some  ''  fortune-bunting  Irish  adven- 
turer ;"  Dora  replying,  that  on  the  contrary,  he 
was  well  connected,  though  his  circumstances 
were  formerly  not  very  flourishing ; — that  he  had 
always  spoken  much  of  his  expectations,  &C  &c. 

**  Oh !  then  perhaps  in  that  he  spoke  the 
truth,  by  accident;  as  it's  erident  he's  in  a 
flourishing  condition  now, — with  his  confidence 
and  his  courser's  trappings,  and  bis  fine  para- 
phernalia. He's  not  the  man  for  my  taste,  I 
can  tell  you." 

To  many  more  sage  conjectures  on  the  same 
subject  did  Piercie  give  utterance.  Dora,  to  be 
sure,  was  not  very  communicative,  which  cir- 
cumstance afforded  ampler  scope  for  his  specu- 
lations ;  and  whether  in  a  spirit  of  contradiction, 
consequent  upon  I  sabers  undisguised  admira- 
tion and  lavish  praises  bestowed  on  the  stranger, 
or  the  result  of  fancied  penetration,  it  is  certain 
his  decisions  were  not  of  a  laudatory  character 
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—but  quite  the  rerene.    In  fac^  Dora's  haud- 
some  acquaintioc^  dnpite  hk  mwurotu  prpp(w>- 
Kmaaa,  wm  not  allowed  a  HDglfr  noit  by  th» 
obdurate  Keme ;  after  a  Httla  ftotbar  debate     -h 
upon  the  pdnt,  eiof  ■"■t"**™'  of  tha  UM  -^ 
urged  by  lubel  being  mat  b;  pnifcand  bttfe^^ 
■bake^  and  ipeedUy  dinned  befoie  the  hMCsml 
fire  of  bis  animadveniona.  .    -.^^ 

But  even  tbis  fruitful  them*  eama  to  an  WMtw.^-aJ 
yet  Pierde  biled  not  to  find  othen  whewm  .-jWifc^ 
enlai^,  to  the  bed  of  bis  dnlitiet.     Ha  ^nj^^i^B^ 
of  the    so   uniTersaUy-intweeting 
duly-expected  coming  of  Fredariok 
friend, — proceeding  to  form  some  amusing  si^m  m 
miscB   upon   what  could  possibly  detain   the'^:xa 
s  brother's  coming  hi;  spoke  with  aomethli^E^ 
;  but  his  ex(jiii»it^K 
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80  very  superior ; — Clarendon,  be  doubted  not, 
would  soon  sbew  tbat  he  could  floor  bim  at  any 
weapons; — Clarendon  would  out-talk  and  out«do 
the  expected  stranger  in  any  and  every  parti- 
cular:— in  fact^  Piercie  seemed  already  deter- 
mined upon  setting  up  the  twain  in  biting  rival- 
ship, — proceeding  in  this  manner  for  their  edifi- 
cation and  entertainment,  till  they  arrived  at 
the  destined  object  of  their  excursion.  Here 
will  we  leave  them,  while  Dora  with  indefatigable 
fingers,  is  making  sketches,  and  her  young  com- 
panions ramble  about,  sit  down  exhausted,  and 
then  prepare  for  fresh  investigations.  Often  is 
she  called  away  to  witness  Piercie's  feats  of 
Agility,  who  mounts  trees,  scrambles  up  projec- 
tions of  the  ruin,  and  performs  many  an  aston- 
ishing exploit,  to  the  wonderment  and  admira-^ 
tion,  or  the  amusement  of  his  beholders;  besides 
which,  there  is  not  a  nook  or  corner  of  the  ruin, 
no  remnant  of  its  ancient  stone- work,  or  tracery, 
that  is  not  pointed  out  to  their  inspection ;  na 
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position  (to  be  scrambled  to,  or  arrired  at,  by 
any  means  whatever)  cumaianding  a  view  of  the 
Gurrouniling  scenery  or  the  ruins,  to  which  they 
are  not,  in  due  time,  introduced  by  their  adven- 
turous Cicerone. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

•'  Squire  Richard  Wronghead  (a  mere  whelp.)  " 

Dramatis  Personee  to  the  '*  Protokbs  Husband." 


It  is  fit  we  should  again  refer  to  the  proceed- 
ings of  a  family  with  whom  the  reader  has 
already  been  made  acquainted,  but  who  now 
demand  further  attention,  as  well  for  their  in- 
trinsic qualifications  as  for  the  circumstances  in 
which  they  are  placed. 

Already  has  it  been  premised^  that  Mr,  and 
Mrs.  Brading  were  the  blest  parents  of  five 
daughters^  who  besides  health  and  good  nature. 
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were  certainly  poasesscd  of  no  very  dislinguiBh- 
ing  characteristics,  (if  we  except  the  clever 
Madeline)  a  circumstance  calculated  to  enable 
tliem  to  pass  through  the  norld  comfortably  and 
smoothly,  neither  exciting  envy,  nor  feeling^ 
emulation; — undisturbed,  in  fact,  by  any  exu- 
berance of  feeling  whatever. 

Yet  even  in  those  very  intimately-connected 
structures,  the  Miaa  Bradings  tenned  their 
niindE,  there  existed  shades  of  difference ;  Erne- 
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tbem  felt  and  appreciated  the  beauties  of  senti- 
ment, hinted  at  their  own  over  excitability  of 
temperament  (which  we  know  the  mother  would 
boastfully  bewail)  on  one  hand  ;  and  of  the 
taiher  and  three  of  his  daughters  on  the  other» 
who  looked  on  in  admiring  astonishment  at 
these  manifestations,  neither  understanding  nor 
pretending  to  understand  anything  so  exalted  ; 
while  the  powerfully-minded  Madeline  stood 
alone  in  her  superior  abilities,  equally  and 
fittingly  appreciated  by  both  parties. 

But  a  far  more  important  member  of  the 
family,  in  fact,  the  most  important,  both  in  his 
own  eyes  and  in  those  of  his  parents,  and  con- 
sequently of  a  great  many  other  people,  is  one 
of  whom  we  have  yet  omitted  to  make  more  than 
passing  mention — which  defect  we  mean  at  once 
to  amend— no  less  a  personage,  in  short,  than 
the  eldest  bom,  and  only  son  and  heir  of  the 
Brading  family,  Mr.  Richard  Mortimer  Brading. 

One  of  the  few  ideas  that  held  their  fixed  and 
permanent  hold  in  Mr.  Brading's  mind,  besides 
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those  connected  with  the  accumulation  o 
— and  which  indeed  related  to  the  future 
of  it — wae  also  tlie  only  aristocratic  pre- 
lie  had  ever  been  known  to  entertWD  ;— 
his  preposseB»on  in  favour  of  ttie  law  o 
geniture.  Although  be  had  individu 
highest  opinion  of  his  wife,  especiall] 
high  mental  powers,  yet  he  considered, 
renoe  to  women  generally,  inclusive  of 
daughters,    that  they   could   have  no 
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during  that  kiDdly-disposing,  heart-opening  hour 
immediately  succeeding  dinner.  There  would 
he  oft-times  sit  out  that  pleasant  time,  at  the 
head  of  his  table^  with  his  two  or  three  cronies 
around  him>  while  sipping  his  port  wine,  and 
viewing  in  his  mind's  eye  the  increasing  profits 
of  business — forgetting  all  his  toils  and  cares  in 
the  exhilirating  results  ; — there,  with  his  portly 
person,  and  broad  open,  but  not  very  expressive 
countenance,  would  he  sometimes  launch  forth 
upon  his  own  prosperous  affairs,  endeavouring  to 
speak  of  them  with  as  little  exultation  as  pos- 
sible— saying,  to  be  sure  but  little^  as  a  general 
thing — yet  that  little  expressive  of  the  utmost 
satisfaction  of  mind^  leading  now  and  then 
(after  the  wine,  and  the  weather,  and  the  mar- 
kets, and  trade  had  been  duly  discussed,)  to 
points  of  nearer  interest ;  and  it  was  at  such 
moments  of  free  and  unreserved  intercourse^ 
that  the  mind  of  the  man  of  money — gradually 
expanding  with  the  vital  interest  of  the  subject, 
combined  with  the  social  enjoyments  of  the  hour 
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-^would,  in  ita  overflowing  contentment,  ui 
its  plftDS  and  projects  for  their  especial,  benel 
which,  drunk  in  by  the  listening  ears,  was  * 
up  in  the  attentive  mind  of  Master  Rid 
to  be  manifested  at  a  future  time,  in  a  tij 
be  BiDgularly  well  appreciated  by  his  you 
sisters  and  all  the  domestics  of  the  houael 
upon  whom,  especially,  the  effect  product 
his  loud  tones  and  imperious  bearing  wf 
extraordinary,   that   it  surprised  even  hit 
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\nm  from  any  such  rough  contact,  in  a  school, 
selected  after  great  pains  in  the  search,  for  the 
superior  care  bestowed  upon  the  young  gentle- 
men's physical,  even  above  their  mental  acquire- 
ments ;  and  where  chairs  and  Brussels  carpets 
supplied  the  place  of  hard  forms  and  inky  boards, 
to  the  superior  comfort  and  convenience  of  the 
incipient  cocknies. 

Hence,  after  strutting  and  bullying  out  his 
little  hour,  he  removed  to  a  private  tutor's,  a 
clergyman  in  the  country,  who  took  two  or  three 
young  gentlemen  as  pupils.  Here  was  continued 
the  same  system  of  attention  and  care  towards 
all  his  feelings  and  prejudices: — adulation  sup- 
plying the  place  of  instruction, — a  knowledge  of 
the  power  of  wealth, — a  knowledge  of  the 
classics, — and  ideas  of  his  own  consequence,  that 
of  any  other  ideas.  The  nieces  of  his  worthy 
instructor,  who  resided  with  their  uncle,  worked 
waistcoats  and  slippers  for  him,  and  marked  his 
cambric  handkerchiefs  with  their  hair;  besides, 
▼er}'  frequently  preparing  his  luncheon  for  him, 
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vchea  he  went  out  for  the  day  to  improve  1 
in  the  art  of  angling,  and  performing  man] 
such  delicate  little  acts  of  attention  and  d( 
neas ;  all  tending  to  enhance  hie  opio 
himself — perchance  to  advance  his  knowlt 
human  nature :  yes,  for  even  at  his  tendi 
be  could  suspect  the  not  entire  disinterest 
of  these  simple  acta  of  homage  to  his  gre 
It  flattered  his  vanity  none  tlie  less  thoi 
consider  that  they  were  offered  to  his  ei 
tions,   rather  than    his    intrinsic    merits 
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himself  and  them  by  his  complacent,  reception  of 
their  attentions,  heart-whole,  fancy-free,  and 
uncommitted  by  word  or  deed. 

These  days  of  such  congenial  progression  and 
gratifying  improvement  of  his  moral  and  intel- 
lectual capabilities,  at  an  end,  his  education  was 
considered  to  be  finished.  Mr.  Brading,  who 
was  of  a  liberal  turn  of  mind,  deeming  that  either 
of  the  universities,  in  common  with  all  other 
ancient  institutions  of  his  country,  were  to  lead 
to  all  sorts  of  aristocratic  abominations ;  Oxford 
and  Cambridge  were  therefore  eschewed,  and 
the  hopeful  young  student  launched  at  once  into 
various  of  the  delectabilities  of  cockney  life.  It 
may  be  as  well  to  state  here,  that  these  nnaris- 
tocratic  prepossessions  were  among  the  many 
points  of  diflFerence  between  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brading, 
and  that  Mrs.  Brading's  view  of  the  question 
was  decidedly  taken  by  the  aspiring  Madeline, 
many  of  whose  ideas  were  secretly  shared  by  her 
brother,  who,  it  must  be  told,  never  even  to  him- 
self confessed  the  weakness. 
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Ricbard  who  had  always  bees  addicted  to  GeW  J 
sports  and  other  country  pleasures,  rejoiced  i-ME 
we  have  before  told,  in  the  truDsplantation  int-;:^ 
the  country.    During  the  few  years  uf  otberwi^a 
unoccupied  gentlemanly  leisure  that  had  trat^K: 
»pired  since   the  completion  of  his  studies,  ^H 
had  indulged  in  such  sports  to  the  extent  oflzzim 
ahilities,  and  had  come  to  be  considered  an  *e^ 
seiitially  sporting  character  ;  hia  plodding  fatfc*^ 
being  perfectly  satislied,  meanwhile,  that  he  im^^ 
fulfilling  every  requisite  of  a  gentleman,  to  tbe   "* 
wonder  and  consternation  of  many   of  his  uld 
associates,  who  looked  on  in  surprise,  with  divers 
hcad-shakoB  at  the  liberty  and  license  permitted 
to  his  son  by  so  respectable  and  industrious  a 
pArentj  who  in  bi»  turn,  though   sometimes  « 
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Iktle  heed  or  care  to  Richard's  unconcealed 
aversion  to  all  occupation,  save  that  to  which  the 
name  of  sport  or  pleasure  was  appended. 

His  views  with  regard  to  a  country  life 
coincided^  we  have  said,  with  those  of  his 
mother;  like  her,  he  forsaw  in  the  change  a 
vast  accession  to  their  consequence,  and  was 
eager  for  the  title  and  consideration  of  a  country 
gentleman;  iti  the  fulfilment  of  which  desire 
he  met  with  the  usual  number  of  disappoint- 
ments and  affremens  consequent  upon  all  earthly 
desires. 

In  appearance,  this  Squire  Richard  was  in 
form  and  feature,  of  a  heavy,  large,  and  lumbrous 
mould.  His  perceptions  were  not  particularly 
bright,  or  greatly  the  reverse ;  and  he  was 
gifted  with  a  certain  degree  of  keenness  and 
cunning,  which  were  found  useful  upon  occa- 
sions to  their  possessor,  though  often  superseded 
and  obscured  by  several  ruling  passions,  which 
had  so  long  been  allowed  the  upper  hand,  thot 
when  once  brought  into  play,  they  bore  down  all 
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bofurc  them,  reDdcring  null  and  void  bis  Datoral 
shrewdness.  la  temper  and  disposition  he  had 
lits  moods,  and  wbeo  takes  "  i'  the  vein,"  might 
become  a  very  gentle  monster — his  acGessible 
point  being  vanity,  and  the  available  weapon, 
flattery. 

To  bis  dependants  or  inferiors,  he  was  aUer» 
tiutcly  ilominecriog  and  familiar,  but  treated 
tliu^e  of  his  own  sphere  unable  to  compete  with 
him,  and  tiiose  immediately  below  it,  with  un- 
nu^a&ured  contempt,  in  which  he  alfected  to  hold 
nli  thoie  above  him  ;  though  it  was  obserred,  at 
the  same  time,  that  he  was  very  much  given  to 
the  relation  of  anecdotes  illustrative  of  his  in- 
timacy with  the  different  titled  personages,  with 
whom  chance  threw  him  into  contact  in  the  field. 
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be  with  himselfi  on  these  heads ;  a  latent  mis- 
giring  of  his  deficiencies,  generating  a  fearful 
tenacity  upon  the  subject,  and  a  quick  power  of 
perceiving  how  he  was  estimated  in  these  doubt- 
ful particQlars. 

Such  was  he,  in  whom  all  the  wealth  and 
honour  of  the  Brading  family  was  in  future  to 
centre : — the  awe  of  his  sisters,  and  also  the 
admiration, — the  alternate  idol  and  apprehension 
of  domestics  and  dependants, — the  aversion  of 
his  contemporaries  in  age  and  standing,  or  the 
contempt; — but  the  glory  and  pride  of  his  parents, 
who,  in  his  most  salient  defects,  discerned 
nobility  of  character — strength  of  purpose — 
openness  of  soul,  as  well  as  all  mortal  heroisms, 
if  not  quite  all  the  cardinal  virtues  in  his  over- 
bearing demeanor. 

Such  was  he,  who  now,  in  his  own  peculiar 
charms  of  person  and  manner,  gleamed  for 
the  first  time,  on  the  astonished  soul  of  our 
friend,  Miss  de  Courcy ;  who,  it  may  be  re- 
membered, was  engaged  to  pay  a  week's  visit  to 
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the  family  is  queetioo — appearing  to  ber, 
only  in  bis  individual  ecceotriciUes,  bnt  a 
of  an  entirely  new  species,  of  whoie  exit 
she  had  never  dreamed  liefore,  little  conccirii 
newly-discovcred  Phenomenon's  dire  intent 
her  heart's  peace,  by  bis  immediate  resoluti 
extinguish  and  strike  ber  dumb  or  dea 
both,  by  the  dignity  of  his  position,  an 
gloriuus  sustaioment  thereof. 

It  «as  on  the  of  September,  an 
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lions,  for  the  edification  of  her  five  daughters, 
who  were  gnniped  about  her  in  various  attitudes 
of  unsettled  unemployment.  In  this  design  she 
was  emulated  after  a  different  fashion  by  her 
son  Richard,  with  yet  greater  unsuccess  ;  for  not- 
withstanding all  the  noise  he  made — constantly 
whistling,  or  humming^  to  appear  totally  uncon- 
cerned, his  contemptuous  turning  over  of  books, 
or  newspapers,  and  unceremonious  removal  of 
▼arious  things  beside,  coming  between  the  air 
and  his  nobility, — it  was  evident,  from  his  now 
contemplative — now  active  state  of  proceeding, 
to  all  conversant  with  his  habits  of  mind  and 
body,  that  the  youth  was  less  at  ease  than  usual. 
Success  did  in  the  end  reward  the  efforts  of 
the  more  tranquil  and  intellectual  Mrs.  Brading, 
who  finally  attained  the  pitch  of  mental  abstrac- 
tion, for  which  sbe  was  desirous  of  gaining  the 
credit;  becoming  really  so  thoroughly  puzzled 
in  the  metaphysical  bewilderments  of  her  fa- 
▼ourite  author,  that  she  forgot  all  else,  while 
endeavouring  to  understand  the  abstruscness  of 
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with  which  he  enlightCDS  the  universe — precepts, 
whose  influence  is  to  extend  not  only  over  the 
civilized  world  of  his  own  admiring  age,  but  to 
the  remotest  posterity,  as  guides  and  instructors 
to  generations  yet  unborn.  Such  was  the  nature 
of  the  arguments  intended  to  be  disseminated 
in  like  manner,  for  the  edification  of  geniuses 
present  and  to  come.  They  aow  so  startled, 
edified,  and  absorbed  their  reader,  that  while 
applying  her  mind  to  their  profoundness,  and 
lost  in  admiration  at  such  eolargement  of  soul, 
she  was  beguiled  to  forgetfulness  of  all  previous 
excitation  at  the  expected  arrival  of  her  new 
guests.  Her  eldest  daughter  contemplated  with 
wondering  admiration,  her  mother's  wrapt  en- 
grossment in  the  work  b^ore  her,  begging  her 
si»ters  every  now  and  then  to  desist  from  a  too 
clamorous  colloquy  for  fear  of  disturbing  <^  Ma/' 
They  were  now  all  crowded  around  the  windows 
together  with  their  father,  in  order  that  they 
might  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  approa&h  of 
their  visiters,  uttering  at  intervals,  various  eja- 


296  THE    KULING    PASSION. 

culations  of  regret  that  their  further  advi 
greet  their  arrival  was  prerented  by  the  ( 
state  of  the  weather,  (for  the  ma  was 
heavily,)  and  bjr  prerentiDg  their  asnal  en 
stroll,  left  the  Misa  Bradings  without  tt 
dow  of  an  occupation.  Madeline,  indeeij 
whatever  might  be  in  agitatioo,  whetfaei 
was  to  be  an  arrival  in  the  shape  of  a  frit 
a  file,  a  party,  or  &  parcel,  could  do  not' 
any  kind  during  the  foregoing  part  of  tb 
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riors,  was,  like  the  fretful  porcupine,  erecting 
his  quills  of  defiance  in  readiness  for  the  attack, 
by  assuming  all  the  contempt  he  could  muster. 

^^  I  wonder  what  she's  like/'  had  just  been 
repeated  by  the  now  impatient  Madeline,  for 
about  the  twentieth  time,  varied  by,  "  I  wonder 
what  she'll  be  dressed  in,**  without  receiving 
any  very  satisfactory  response,  except  her  bro- 
ther's remarking  to  ber,  that  he  had  never 
given  any  thought  to  the  matter,  though  (as  an 
abstract  idea)  he  certainly  did  trust  that  People 
who  came  to  stay  with  them — ^as  they  would 
probably  accompany  tliem  to  the  county  ball, 
in  which  case,  and  for  politeness'  sake  he  should 
ask  them  to  dance  with  him — he  certainly  did 
hope  that  such  people  would  be  well  and  ele- 
gantly attired.  For  be  it  known,  that  Mr. 
Richard  Brading  was,  in  this  respect,  most  fini* 
cally  observant  and  particular,  both  as  regarded 
his  own  costume,  in  which  he  was,  it  must  be 
owned,  always  scrupulously  what  he  termed 
the  thing," — and  the  critical  notices  he  passed 
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Upon  the  mlDutest  details  of  his  Bistera'  dress,  aod 
that  of  their  friends,  so  that  the  Misa  Bradiogs 
both  dreaded  bis  animadrersious,  aud  prided 
themselves  on  his  approral,  when  he  deigned  to 
bestow  it ; — indeed,  beyond  all  questioD,  Mr. 
^ichard  Mortimer  Brading  was  a  most  formi- 
daoie  persoQ]  supreme  in  matters  of  taste,  as  ia 
higher  matters ;  and  so  he  delighted  in  being 
thought,  and  was  gratified  to  know,  bis  sisters 
considered  him ;  their  admtratioo  being  mixed 


THE    BULING    PASSION.  '2^9 

of  ^^  every  snobi"  as  he  emphatically  termed 
those  possessing  less  of  the  world^s  goods  than 
himself,  and  concluding  by  various  useful  hints 
to  his  sisters  upon  the  subject. 

But  though  he  spoke  with  a  critical  know- 
ledge, which  uniting,  as  it  seemed  to  do,  the 
experience  of  the  meroer,  milliner,  and  the  mo- 
diste, would  do  honour  to  a  "  waiting  gentle- 
woman,'' he  was  on  the  present  occasion,  almost 
unheeded,  when  he  no  longer  directly  or  indirectly 
approached  the  all-engrossing  theme  of  their 
present  anticipations;  the  interest  of  novelty 
surpassing  even  that  of  the  enlightening  dis- 
course of  their  universally  superior  brother,  who 
could  so  bend  his  manly  mind  for  their  advan- 
tage and  benefit.  As  he  now  sat,  taking  his 
ease,  and  swaying  himself  to  and  fro  a  VAme^ 
ricane,  in  a  rocking  chair,  he  suddenly  became 
aware  of  the  cessation  of  their  attention  to  the 
edifying  advices  he  was  giving  out,  as  to  their 
costumes  for  the  forthcoming  ball — a  subject  it 
will  be  supposed)  of  some  importance  in  his  cyes^ 


i>iiss  ue  \^ourcy  lor  luai  eTening.  iis  ne 
liis  harangue,  however,  and  unclosed  hi 
which,  while  rockiDg  backwards  and  forwj 
had  half  shut,  in  order  that  by  an  obli?i( 
to  outward  objects  be  might  the  better  1 
in  his  mind's  eye,  the  gracefuHy-co 
figures  his  taste  was  depicting,  be  became 
of  the  fact,  that  they  were  all  engaged  oti 
than  listening,  and  improving  by  him ;  a 
cause  of  the  pre-occupation  readily  oo 
to  him,  completed  his  disgust  to  the 
affair. 

*^  I  wish,  mother/^  he  burst  forth  incBg 
'<  you  would  endeavour  to  teach  those  gi 
to  make  such  a  ridiculous  fuss  with  each 
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except  that  one  does  get  a  little  borod  by  their 

repeated  attacks  upon  one .     I  hope  they'll 

endeavour  to  keep  the  girl  that's  coming  all  to 
themselves^  when  she  does  come,  after  such  a 
waste  of  expectations  about  her.  /  never  heard 
any  thing  so  wonderful  of  this  Miss  de  Courcy. 
I  don't  fancy  old  De  Courcy  has  made  any  such 
vast  fortune ;  and  as  for  Charles  de  Courcy,  if 

ever '* 

At  this  moment^  his  anger  and  contempt  was 
increased,  although  its  further  expression  was 
staid  by  a  general  exclamation  from  his  sisters, 
advising  him  that  the  object  of  their  general 
expectation  must  be  within  view^  as  it  was 
succeeded  by  a  universal  rush  to  the  door,  so 
that  all  he  could  do,  in  the  lack  of  auditors,  was 
hastily  to  conclude,  by  expressing  his  utter 
distaste  and  abhorrence  of  such  an  undignified 
proceeding,  and  his  wonder  how  they  could  de- 
grade themselves  by  creating  such  a  sensation 
about  nothing.  The  admonition  was  followed  up 
by  a  gentler  one  from  their  mother,  who,  having 
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laid  aside  her  literary  labour,  eutreated  tbey 
would  not  all  fly  off  togetlier,  to  overpower,  by  &o 
numerous  an  assembly,  tbeir  vbiters  e'er  tbeir 
first  entrtt:  Mrs.  Brading's  languid  words  might 
have  been  lost  in  tbe  general  excitement,  bad  not 
Richard  exerted  himself  in  the  cause,  by  stretch- 
ing forth  his  giant  grasp,  even  from  where  he 
iSit,  by  a  judicious  movement  of  the  rocking- 
diair,  and  succeeded  in  laying  a  forcible  embargo 
on  the  two  youngest  girls:  tbe  roughness  of  the 
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and  in  a  few  minutes  after^  became  acquainted 
with  each  member  of  that  interesting  family,  to 
whom  she  presented  herself  just  in  time,  as  their 
curiosity  and  anxiety  respecting  her  had  arrived 
at  its  perihelion  and  extremest  height ;  so  that 
in  consideration  of  the  enhancement,  the  im- 
patience and  wonderments  of  each,  had  lent  to 
each — a  process  which  had  been  increasing  in 
intensity  during  the  whole  of  the  day,  her  ap- 
pearance amongst  them,  at  this  juncture,  was  a 
fortunate  occurence.  But  the  mutual  impressions 
of  the  young  ladies  and  their  young  visiter  of 
each  other,  are  matters  of  importance  we  must 
leave  for  another  chapter. 
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CHAPTER   XIIL 


"  Over  the  mountain,  over  the  wave. 
Under  the  fountain,  and  under  the  grave ; 
Over  waves  that  are  deepest,  which  Neptuxw  obey, 
Under  rocks  that  are  steepest — ^love  will  find  oat  the  wmy. 

"  You  may  teach  the  eagle  to  stoop  to  your  fist. 
Or  you  may  inveigle  the  phoenix  of  the  west : 
The  lionees,  you  may  move  her,  to  give  o'er  her  prey, 
Tiut  you'll  never  stop  a  lover — he'll  find  out  the  way." 

Olp  Ballad. 


**  Tm  spritcd  by  a  fool — sprited  and  angered 
worse,"  almost  shoatcd  Clarendon,  as  his 
courser's  heels  sent  up  the  dust  in  clouds  in  the 
direction  of  Sunderland  Hally   which  he  aoon 
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left  far  behind  faim,  and  from  which  he  appeared 
as  if  he  were  effecting  his  escape,  at  a  speed, 
that  in  his  unslacked  progress,  frightened  every 
one  he  met ;  caused  several  incorrigible  urchins 
to  contemplate  darting  across  the  road  as  he 
passed^  a  purpose  they  would  undoubtedly  have 
effected,  had  the  horseman's  course  been  a  whit 
less  furiously  vehement ;  and  caused  one  ancient 
man  to  stand  with  open  mouth  and  upraised 
hands  for  long  after  he  ceased  to  be  in  sight, 
lost  in  amazement  at  another  instance  of  the 
*'  go-a-head"  principal  of  the  day^  and  almost  in 
doubt  whether  this  might  not  be  a  newly  invented 
steam-propelled  charger.  His  long  detention  by 
the  frivolous  requests  of  Caroline,  and  the  un- 
moved determination  of  her  hint-proof  mother, 
who  seemed  to  his  excited  fancy  to  glory  in 
torturing  her  chafing  victim  by  the  imperturbable 
complacency  with  which  she  bore  up  against  his 
irritation,  and  by  her  invincible  blindness  to  his 
pre-occupation,  had  fooled  him  to  the  top  of  his 
bent.      Immediately  on    his    return    from  his 


involving  the  united  enjoyment  of  tlie 
party,  especially  needed  the  accession 
presence  and  assistance*  either  to  ride  oi 
with  somebody^  without  which,  it  was  ] 
shewn^  with  marked  emphasb  and  flat 
sweetness^  that  the  whole  thing  would 
blank.  How  he  had  at  last  contrived  t 
himself  away,  spite  of  her  ladyship's  c 
resolve  to  detain  him,  he  could  never  exp 
him  self .  It  was  something,  that  amidst  Hhi 
and  honey,  with  which  he  was  overwheli 
suffocation  by  Lady  Sunderland  and  Cs 
Anastasia  had  not  added  the  vinegar  of  h 
casms.    Instead  of  joining  the  belligerent 
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he  the  hapless  insect  struggling  in  her  artfully 
woven  meshes. 

Evening  was  advancing — the  red  sun  from 
the  western  heavens  shedding  his  ruby  halo  over 
the  scene — e'er  he  sunk  into  his  bed  of  gold 
and  purple.  The  verdure  and  trees  assumed  a 
wanner  and  richer  blush  beneath  his  gaze,  while 
those  masses  of  foliage  clothed  in  autumn's 
sober  brown,  disdaining  their  sombre  russet, 
that  they  might  do  no  discredit  to  the  glorious 
scene,  and  the  brilliant  hues  gleaming  around 
them,  had  assumed  flame-tinted  robes  in  honour 
and  emulation  of  the  departing  ruler  of  the  day. 
But  the  enchanter  had  effected  the  greatest 
transformation  in  the  usually  dim,  old  grey 
abbey,  rearing  its  head  in  the  midst  of  the 
sylvan  landscape,  whose  time-stained  walls  now 
glowed  ruddy  and  bright  under  his  parting 
beams. 

The  abbey  was  situated  in  one  of  those  faii: 
scenes  we  invariably  observe  to  have  been  chosen 
by  the  monks  and  churchmen  of  old;  for  the 
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Eites  of  those  once  proud  piles  dedicated  to  t 
performance  of  penaoces  and  prater,  and  a ' 
of  secludoD  and  pious  mortifications,  —  wb 
certainly  does  not  appear  to  hare  included 
exclu^on  from  the  enjoyment  of  the  beauties 
nature, — nor  if  old  chronicles  icll  true,  ol 
great  many  other  pleasures  of  a  more  equirot 
nature ; — witness,  for  instance,  the  inagDifice 
extent  of  the  remains—  goodly  iu  their  decay 
of  those  departments,  formerly  dedicated  to  e 
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to  give  the  crowning  charm  to  many  a  lovely 
spot^  by  adding  the  forms,  dignified  and  beau- 
tiful in  ruin,  of  their  once-favoured  possessions ; 
and  combining  with  all  that  is  loveliest  and 
fairest  in  nature,  the  bewitching  associations  of 
old  time. 

The  ruins  of  the  abbey  stood  upon  a  slightly- 
elevated  ground,  frowning  down  upon  a  thickly- 
wooded  glen,  on  one  side, — ^the  shrubs  and 
underwood  climbing  some  way  up  the  ancient 
walls.  The  whole  scene  was  peculiarly  sylvan 
and  secluded,  with  many  a  green  grassy  glade 
stretching  away  into  the  glen,  and  carrying  the 
imagination  along  with  it,  to  wander  amidst  its 
cool  meanderings  in  *^  many  a  winding  bout 
of  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out,"  where  it 
was  charmed  to  picture  divers  still,  shady  re- 
treats, leading  to  yet  deeper  solitudes.  Upon 
coming  out  on  the  other  side  of  the  body  of  the 
Ruin,  where  the  turfy  green  sloped  gradually  down 
from  the  platform  it  surrounded,  the  view  gra- 
dually opened  upon  a  distant  smiling  landscape. 


iit^aiu,    siit^iciiui^  uuL   lur  suiiit;    uibiauut;* 
sides  the  main  part,  inclosed  within  four 
there  were  many  other  ivy- covered  fragme 
the  ruin  standing  here  and  there,  denot 
their  distance  apart,  the  on^e  ^nohnous 
of  the  at)bey.     It  was  roofless,  except  a 
part,  and  inclosed  the  greenest  and  softei 
of  velvet  turf,  always  greener  and  softer 
such  old  walls  than  it  is  ever  felt  or  seen  ii 
places.    .  The  roofed  portion   of  the  bi 
adjoined  the  tower,  up  whose  worn,  tot 
steps  the  ascent    was  just  possible.      I 
Sunderland  found  it  so,  at  least,  and  hai 
sequently  conducted  his  fair  companions 
top,  where  was  to  be  obtained  a  commf 
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supposed  to    ba\^    divided  the    sacristy   from 
the  main  body  of  the  church.     The  entrance 
leading  to  this  dark  nook  of  the  building  was 
half  choked  up  with  the  fragments  that  had 
fallen,  and  was  so  gloomy  and  obscure,    that 
together  with  the  real  danger  threatened  by  the 
impending  fall  of  other  fragments,  it  had  ac- 
quired for  the  place  an  evil   name  from  the 
country  people ;  and  few,  whether  superstitious 
or  otherwise^   except   such   random   spirits    as 
Piercie,   cared  to  venture  beyond  the  barrier, 
where  the  broad  light    of  heaven  penetrated. 
The  windows  were  covered  with  ivy  and  bram- 
bles^ so  that  but  few  rays  could  enter  therein  ; 
one   shafted    window  still   preserved  much   of 
the    ancient   form,  with   its   stone  •  work,    and 
quatrefoilsy  gracefully  festooned  with  the  para- 
sitical plant,  now  a  principal  supporter  to  the 
whole  fabric,  around  which  it  flung  its  green 
arms  and  massive    stems,  forming  a  nodding 
grove  above,  which  had  been  appropriated  by  a 
troop  of  daws  and  owls,  who  were  apt  to  take  their 
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screaming  and  caving  Sight  at  any  lina^ 
intruaon  upon  their  haunts.  There  were  mai 
entrances,  some  originali  whose  gothic  ardu 
were  still  traceable,  but  more  perforated  by  tl 
crumbling  hand  of  time. 

On  a  fragment  of  mosey  stone,  sat  one  wttti 
the  ruin,  whose  pale,  pensive  beauty  was  z 
unaccordaot  with  the  scene,  and  might  ha 
imaged  the  pale  shade  of  a  cloistered  nun,  v 
had  died  there  for  love,  or  the  spirit  of  the  p& 
iiiourning  itJ  docny.      But,  tliougli  the  clinra.< 
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across  her  white  dress,  and  lighting  up  her  fair 
cheek  with  a  glowing  and  rare  efTect,  imparting 
to  her  whole  figure  an  almost  unearthly  appear- 
ance— an  ideal  beauty,  such  as  existed  in  the 
brains  of  the  painters  of  the  sublime  school,  or  in 
the  mind^s  vision  of  the  poet,  when  his  eye  rolls 
with  a  fine  frenzy,  to  which  the  bodying  forth  of 
pencil  or  pen  can  do  but  faint  justice. 

What  thousands  of  rapturous  descriptions  have 
poets  and  romance  writers  given  us  of  their 
heroines;  exhausting  every  imaginable  epithet 
upon  the  form,  and  beauty  of  lips,  cheeks,  and 
eyes,  and  yet  the  whole  thing  is  a  failure  as 
regards  their  giving  us  any  idea  of  the  face  they 
would  depict ;  the  painter's  art  is  more  successful: 
roses  and  lilies,  rubies,  diamonds  and  pearls, 
sound  well  enough  in  description,  as  applied  to 
cheek,  lip,  eyes,  and  teeth ;  but  then  it  is  the 
individuality  of  the  expression  they  combine  to 
form,  that  is  beyond  all  this,  and  beyond  descrip- 
tion ;  and  who  that  has  a  susceptibility  to  what 
is  beautiful,  has  not  felt  this,  when  touched  on  a 
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taught  deeply  about  th6  happiness  and  content 
of  othersy  her  musings  were  mixed  with  nearer 
and  distracting  thoughts  about  herself.  Distant 
sounds  of  clear  ringing  youthful  laughter  came 
now  and  then  upon  her  ears,  causing  a  faint 
smile  to  gleam  across  her  features^  bright  and 
transient  as  the  passing  sunbeam  o'er  the 
waveless  sea. 

Thoughts  of  more  present  and  exciting  in- 
terest seemed  to  fill  her  soul  in  the  midst  of  this 
calm  and  lovely  scene>  than  those  tranquilly 
sad  remembrances  erst  suggested  in  their  un- 
genial  London  house,  on  the  evening  Dora  was 
first  discovered  by  us  ;  then^  the  foregone,  long^ 
uneventful  tenour  of  her  life  carried  back  her 
reveries  far  into  the  past ;  now  did  she  seem 
agitated  by  prospective  doubts  and  thoughts 
for  the  future.  Yes !  strange  as  it  may  seem, 
tiiose  moments  of  unusually  bitter  retrospection^ 
weighing  so  sadly  on  Dora's  spirit,  on  that 
oppressive,  dreary  evening,  on  which  we  first 
saw  her  in  — ——  street,  were  more  calm  and 

p  2 
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Berene  than  any  she  had  since  pouted ;  and  n 
is  the  ftlteroation  of  rest  and  ezntement 
unruffled,  yet  negative  bliss  or  Apiil-d 
smiles,  with  a  stormy  succession  of  hopes  ■ 
fears,  forming  what  we  call,  "our  life." 

Frank's  blind  attachment,  upon  which 
would  hear  no  remonstance,  and  now  arok 
all  discussion  that  might  lead  to  it,  we  Its 
was  the  subject  of  much  of  her  anxiety.  F 
chance  the  evidently  strange,  unexpected  i 
comiter    of    the    niornmir     had 
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— nerer  till  now  so  vivid ;  whence  comes  it  that 
I  feel  so  unaccountably  apprehensive  ?  Ah !  it 
must  have  been  the  sight  of  that  man — so  un- 
looked  for,  so  startling ;  I  feel — I  feel  as  though 
some  spell  were  at  work  around  me." 

Again  did  the  joyous  music  of  Isabel's  laugh 
come  wafted  upon  the  clear  air,  as  a  charm  to 
disperse  the  most  malignant  spell,  with  every 
thought  of  gloom;  so  it  seemed  to  Dora. 
^'Dear  Isabel,"  she  said,  as  a  brighter  smile 
illumined  her  face,  ''ever  the  sunbeam  to 
such  shadows  as  these,  never  knew  I  thee  sad ; 
far,  far  from  thee  are  forebodings  of  ill — thou 
knowest  not  such,  while  I " 

Little  did  Dora  imagine  that  other  eyes  than 
the  clear  eye  of  heaven  was  upon  her:  in 
another  moment,  a  movement  not  far  from  her 
warned  her  of  the  possibility  of  observation, 
recalling  her  with  a  start  from  the  world  of 
reverie;  but  it  may  be  imagined  that  her 
emotion  was  not  lessened  when,  e*er  she  had 
Deeovered  from   the  Qrst  shock  of  surprise. 
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she  beheld  at  her  feet  the   form  of   Philip 
Clarendon. 

It  is  needless  to  say  why  he  came,  and  how 
he   excused  this  sudden  entrSe; — ^he  is  there> 
breathless  from  his  unabated  exertions,  where 
he  had   flown  with  an  intentness  of  purpose 
and  eagerness  of  flight,  as  though  panned  by 
mocking    phantoms;    and   after   pausing   aa 
instant  to  gaze  on  the  unconscious  loTetines* 
of  her  whose  charms  had  sparred  him  on* 
moving  him  to  break  from  his  tormentexs  witfi 
such  unbaffled  determination,  behold  him  at 
her  feet,  pouring  forth  an-  impetuous  appeatto 
her  wondering  ears.      Yes,  strange  as  it  may 
seem !  wonder  was  the  predominant  feeling  witk 
which  she  listened  to .  his  passionate  address  ;l 
and    so  firmly  was  she  impressed  with  the 
eccentric  nature  of  his  mind;  that  for  a  moment 
she  was  tempted  to  doubt  its  present  sanity,  or 
whether  be  was  not  playing  off  sofaie  faece  of 
high-flown  bombast  for  his  own  and  her  espedat 
amusement.     Her  arowal  of  dislbelief  in  bia 
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sincerity y  to  which  she  gave  utterance  in  the 
pause  of  his  eloquence,  seemed  upon  the  point 
of  driving  her  ardent  lover  frantic  indeed  ;  and 
to  his  wild  words  of  indignant  asseveration,  she 
found  herself  forced  to  listen  with  more  serious 
attention,  for  there  is  no  woman  (or  man  either) 
who  can  long  entertain  the  idea  that  a  pre- 
ference   for  herself,    be    it  never    so    wildly 
demonstrated^  is  any  decided  instance  of  aber- 
ration of  intellect ;  but,  with  the  estimate  she 
had  formed  of  his  stability  of  character,  she 
did  conclude  the  present  to  be  some  sudden, 
unadvised  fit  of  his  rash,    mercurial   nature. 
Clarendon,  of  whom  she  had  invariably  thought 
as  a  man  of  the  world,  whose  eccentricities 
made  him  popular,  and  the  fashion,  (at  least  at 
Sunderland  Hall,)  for  which  sake,  she  doubted 
DOt  it  was,  that  he  would  at  times  take  upon 
himself  the  philosophic  strain  he  seemed  to 
delight  in,  had  that  morning  certainly  admitted 
into  his  discourse  a  touch  of  sentiment  and 
deeper  feeling,  which  she  was  unprepared  to 
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find.  On  both  occasiotis  his  vehemence  bUHIc 
and  surprised  her ;  but  now  came  the  thongE 
of  Lady  Sunderland's  eonfidental  disclosure  i 
Clarendon's  long  attachment  for  Anastani 
this  it  was,  that  had  all  along  prsrented  b 
entertaining  the  slightest  notion  of  any  am 
motive  in  Clarendon's  attentbos  to  herself, 
rather  in  the  decided  manner  in  which  be  soi^ 
her  society ;  perfect  unsuspicion  of  the  go 
faith  of  others,  even  of  Lady  SonderlBnc 
being  one  of  Dora's  characteristics.      But   J 
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enthusiasm  of  the  morning,  had  scarcely  oc- 
curred to  her;  in  short,  he  had  altogether 
shewn  himself  so  variable  and  full  of  con* 
trarieties,  that  if  she  had  contemplated  his 
character  at  all,  she  had  found  it  an  enigma, 
whose  solution  she  cared  not  greatly  to 
fethom. 

The  recollection  of  her  ladyship's  communi- 
cation now  recurring  to  her,  renewed  her  doubts 
of  Clarendon,  lending  firmness  to  her  answer- 
ing words,  whose  calm,  nay,  measured  tone, 
sent  the  warm  blood  rushing  back  to  his  heart 
with  a  desponding  chill. 

'*  Alas!  Miss  Melville,"  he  said,  '*  what  words 
are  yours;  may  your  heart  never  feel  the  icy 
chill  they  bring  to  mine — the  dread  despond- 
ence your  averted  glance  inspires —no!  not 
despondence,"  he  added  with  new  energy,  ^'  no 
love  so  deep,  so  true, — love  like  mine  must  live 
on  in  hope,  or  must  end  my  existence  with  its 
own — the  life  of  my  existence  ;  for  it  is  your- 
self that  may  doom  me  to  moral  annihilation ;— « 

p5 
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then  accord  me  your  sympathy  in  Bach  a  li 
Usa  life — but  no !  tore  such  es  mine  wffl 
time  awakea  an  anstrenog  feeling ;  yea !  in 
coldest  nature,  if — if  unpre-occupied ;  and- 
"  Oh !  Mr.  Clarendon,"  laid  Dora  hasi 
with  a  slightly  faltering  voice,  though  attemf 
gaiety,  "  in  a  real,  long-tried  attachment,  1 
could  sympathise;  but auch sudden  and  vio 
fancies  have  violent  ends,  and  sudden  as  t 
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It  is  heaven  born ;  and  springs  with  the  rapidity 
of  the  soul's  finest  perceptions^  there  to  live  for 
ever; — spite  of  its  obstacles*  its  heavenly  wings 
have  directed  and  impelled  me  hither, — they 
will  help  me  to  surmount  what  may  remain/' 

"  I  have  heard,"  said  Dora,  "  that  those  who 
rashly  peril  their  own  happiness,  are  apt  to  be 
as  unmindful  of  the  peace  of  others.  Mr. Claren- 
don must  confess  that  ail  this  is  as  sudden  and 
unadvised,  as  unjustifiable,  that  I  have  never 
given  him  reason  to  imagine  that  Lady  Sun- 
derland's— '* 

**  Cruel  and  impracticable  !"  interrupted  he, 
impetuously,  "  Yes!  every  word  making  a 
music  in  my  soul,  that  I  dreamt  not  of  before, 
and  thoughts  resounding  to  no  other  touch, — 
every  glance  speaking  more  than  wcrJs — has 
been  one  of  encouragement.  Ah !  Icok  not  so 
•'—of  unconscious  aggravation  to  my  love;  alas ! 
not  of  my  hope, — for  my  love  is  not  of  that 
pleasured  kindi  that  can  watch  and  calculate, 
and  take  exact  account  of  its  chances  of  sue-* 
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cess — forbearing  to  give  its  undiTided  feelings^. 
till  it  can  be  assured  of  an  exactly  equal  ez*-^ 
change ;  that^  until  it  has  discerned  the  incite-^ 
ment  of  favouring  regards  to  feed  its  small  fan- 
cies withal y  finds  it  possible  to  play  fiistj  and 
lose  with  itself,  to  advance  or  retreat,  as  the- 
case  may  be.  Such  may  be  termed  level— 
Such  may  be  a  prudential,  well-jadging  view 
of  the  affair ! — but  Heaven  and  you  know,  such. 
is  not  my  love.'* 

Clarendon  spoke  with  vehement  rapidity,  and 
an  earnestness  that  could  not  fail  to  touch. 
Dora  :  but  then,  again,  there  came  the  thought 
of  Anastasia  to  stagger  and  confuse  her,  lend*^ 
ing  coldness  to  her  ^ decision;  "  You  have 
spoken  well  upon  love,  Mr.  Clarendon,"  she 
observed  with  a  sigh,  ^*  you  have  only  mistaken 
its  object,  so  you  will  find ;  and  then  look 
back  upon  these  asseverations  as  the  wild 
rhapsody  of  a  fevered  imagination.  Nor  caa 
I  ever  put  faith  in  the  enduringness  of  so  hasty 
and  unreflective  a  passion.'' 


-^ 
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"  But  mine  is  neither  of  these — you  doom 
me  to  despair^  and  refuse  to  give  my  anguish 
its  true  title  to  sympathy — a  refinement  of  cru- 
elty I  No !  my  adoration  has  been  nurtured  by 
reason  and  all  reflectiveness,  in  a  brief,  but 
intimate  observance  of  all  perfection  —  your 
peculiar  graces  of  mind  and  thought  —  your 
beautiful  looks!  Look  not  disdainful  at  my 
touching  upon  the  least  beautiful  of  your  per- 
fections— they  first  roused  my  admiration ;  but 
oh !  it  was  that  angel-like  disregard  to  their 
claims,  and  perfect  devotion  to  the  happiness 
of  the  envied  beings,  living  in  your  solicitude, 
that  fixed  my  adoration  for  ever ;  which,  though 
time  may  possibly  modify  it,  can  never  oblite- 
rate, never !  But  no,  I  will — I  must  hope,  life 
and  light,"  he  continued  with  increasing  fire, 
**  life  and  light  are  in  that  word ;  yes !  from 
the  moment  I  beheld  you  my  fate  was  fixed  ; — 
from  hour  to  hour  has  this  love  become  deeper 
engrafted  in  my  heart — too  deep,  too  large» 
and  devoted  to  expend  itself  in  trifling  atten-^ 
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tions  and  trivial  compliments,  but  gathered  i— 

and  concealed  from  vulgar  eyes, — yea !  almc:^^^^^ 
from  myself, — till  it  will  be  no  longer  reatrain^"^ 
from  pouring  forth  its  fervour  and  devotion 
your  feet.     It  is  a  stream  into  which,  every  r  ^ 
of  thought,  all  feelings  past  and  present,  s/^ 
ideas  of  the  future,  have  emptied  tiiemselve^ 
tilt  strengthened  and  augmented  in  its  course, 
and  full  to  overflowing,  it  has  bur*t  its  barriers, 
gaining  force  and  power  to  bear  down  every 
opposition." 

■'  Rather  to  expend  itself  in  a  cataract  of 
words,"  said  Dora  with  forced  gaiety,  "Trust 
me,  Mr.  Clarendon,  it  is  well  I  am  not  to  ba 
carried  away  by  it;  we  are  unfitted  for  each 
other.     By  your  own  principle  you  act  upon  the 
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Dora  was  desirous  of  shorteDing  the  inter- 
view,  into  which  she  had  been  so  unwarily  sur- 
prised ;  she  spoke  in  a  low,  subdued  voice,  for 
Clarendon's  vehemence  had  distressed  and  dis- 
turbed her ;  yet  it  was  incumbent  on  her  to 
conceal  her  emotion. 

''  'Tis  well,''  he  said,  rising,  while  be  folded 
his  arms,  regarding  her  with  a  took  of  sup- 
pressed fire,  "  there  can  be  no  other  explana- 
tion to  such  rigid  determined  obduracy ;  it  is 
too  true,  and  my  peaee  is  cast  away  in  a  vain 
dream.     Ah !  why  are  you  so  beautiful,  and 

the  favoured  one  not  by,  to "    Dora  had 

arisen,  and  was  moving  forward ;  she  stopped 
as  though  a  sudden  pain  had  darted  into  her 
heart. 

"  Yes ! "  he  continued,  •'  I  see  it  in  that 
averted  glance.  Oh  !  that  I,  but  for  one  mo- 
ment— one  delicious  moment,  might  imagine 
myself  the  origin  of  that  heightened  colour^ 
which  even  the  remotest — yes  ! — I  believe  it  iji 
all  true— too,  too  true."' 


re-appearance ;    sue    was  proceeuing   wiiii 
intention   of  joining    them,    when    ClareQ< 
springing  forward,  repeated  something  in 
i<',  ear,  in  a  voice  so  low  and  agitated^  that  e 


the  old  walls,  had  they  verified  the  old  ad 
';-^i^  by  rejoicing  in  such  a  faculty,  could  act  h 

'■.  ■!  -/  caught  the  words.    To  Dora,  however^  ti 

;.^'';,  '.  seemed  loud  as  the  ''  deep  and  dreadful  org 

;   ' ;  i  pipe  of  heaven."    As  she  started  and  reco 

'.  ^;  .;  back,  turning  of  a  death-like  paleness,  wl 


■ », 


she  regarded  the  speaker  with  a  look  of  d< 


I     'g. 


1  i  distress,  if  not  of  indignation,  "  You  deny 

;.  i  not — it  is  true,  gasped  he,  in  an  agony  of  i 

}  petuous  despair.    Again  she  moved  away,  w 

:|  averted  head  and  unequal  steps.     Clarend 
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trievably  offended  you,  by  my  unjustifiable 
conduct — my  impetuosity; — only  say  you  do 
not  hate  me  for  it ; — say  but  that  you  excuse 
my  ungovernable  rashness,  and  give  me  your 
hand  in  token  of  forgiveness."    Dora  implored 
him  to  allow  her  to  join  her  companions — to 
hasten  their  departure,  which,  as  the  growing 
shadows  proved,  had  already  been  delayed  be- 
yond the  time.     Again  he  conjured  her  forgive- 
ness in  moving  terms.    Trembling  and  agitated, 
she  held  out  her  hand ;  when  ere  he  could  take 
it,  a  deep  sound  between  a  sigh  and  an  ejacu- 
lation was  heard  as  within  the  walls,  followed 
by  a  shrill  mocking  laugh  or  scream,  which 
rung  through  the  abbey,  and  seemed  to  resound 
through  the  ruined  arches.     Dora  could  scarcely 
forbear  shrieking  in  terror,  at  this  sudden  in<* 
terruption ;  both  started  back ;  even  Clarendon 
■eemed  transfixed  by  a  sort  of  superstitious 
horror  at  the  sounds,  appealing  so  strangely  to 
his  now  highly*wrought  mind — and  remained 
immovable  as  his  companion  for  some  moments. 


1.  f 


ne  siiouieu,  in  a  voice  oi  uiunaer;  ai 
the  idea  of  eaves'-droppers  at  such  a  i 
taking  the  place  of  former  amazem 
darted  forward  to  satisfy  himself  whethei 
had  had  any  hand  in  the  trick  ;  but  tl 
was,  at  a  little  distance,  himself  and  I 
panion  standing  together  in  a  state  of 
quiescence,  their  glances  turned  in  the  c 
of  the  ruin,  as  they  immediately  approa 
perceiving  him.  Convinced  that  Pierci 
have  had  no  hand  in  the  surprise,  he 
strode  back  for  the  purpose  of  ezplorii 
comer  of  the  building,  determined  to  ( 
the  intruders,  whoever  they  might  be ; 
rushing  towards  the  arched  recesses,  \ 
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go/'  she  said,  <^  it  is — it  is  unsafe  f  and  her 
looks  were  now  more  wild  and  scared  than  he 
could  have  believed,  from  the  shock.  While 
supporting  her  till  Isabel  and  her  companions 
should  arrive,  what  conflicting  pangs  were  his, 
between  his  own  anguish-— present  concern  for 
Dora-^-and  angry  eagerness  to  inflict  summary 
retribution  on  the  intruders. 

Great  was  Isabel's  astonishment  and  alanni 
on  arriving  with  Piercie,  ta  witness  the  scene  of 
consternation  greeting  them. 

They  were  both  aware  of  Clarendon's  arrivalf 
in  the  meantime,  but  it  was  Piercie's  pleasure,, 
after  promising  to  take  charge  of  his  steed, 
religiously  to  keep  in  the  distance  from  the 
ruin  to  which  he  had  significantly  directed  his 
friend,  persuading  Isabel  to  do  the  like. 

Clarendon  briefly  mentioned  the  strange 
noises  by  which  they  had  been  surprised,  to 
account  for  Dora's  agitation,  as  he  again 
darted  off  upon  his  search,  allowing  himself  no 
time  for  a  very  coherent  explanation.    He  wa& 
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followed  by  Fiercie,  who  scarcely  knowing  ft 
what  he  was  to  look,  kept  cautioaing  the  oi 
wary  Clarendon  of  the  impending  state  of  mu 
portions  of  the  roof  and  tottering  walls,  a  da 
ger  which  he  seemed,  nevertbelees,  dispoa 
to  share  with  him.  The  over-clouded  sk 
with  the  coming  darkness  of  evening,  aeeoc 
less  inclined  to  favour  their  search  than  i 
escape  or  concealment  of  what  they  so  diligeu 
sought.  In  vain  did  they  scan  every  nook  ai 
cranny  the  waniriiz  liglit  rendered  visible,  at 
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to  have  scared  any  one  that  had  lain  perdu 
within^  but  which  only  succeeded  in  dislodging 
the  colony  of  bats  and  owls  residing  above  in 
the  ivy  grove ;  as  some  of  them  rose  hooting 
and  screaming  in  the  air,  Piercie  suggested 
that  theirs  might  have  been  the  melodious 
interruption  they  had  been  surprised  by ;  the 
insinuation  was  unheeded  by  the  excited 
Clarendon. 

"Listen!"  he  said ^  gazing  around  in  search 
of  any  traces  of  fugitives  that  might  be  ob- 
servable. 

^^  A  capital  place  for  an  escape>''  remarked 
Piercie,  "  there,  round  by  the  glen — round  the 
corner." 

*^  Listen ! ''  again  cried  Clarendon. 

"It  sounds  like  thunder,"  replied  Piercie, 
catching  a  distant  hollow  noise. 

"It  is  the  sound  of  retreating  horses'  hoofs," 
said  Clarendon. 

''  Not  your  Rosinante,  I  trust :  no,  there  he 
is  where   I  ledb  him,  quiet  enough  after  his 
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gentle  little  scamper — poor,  hot  beast.  But 
come,  we  are  tremenduously  late :  whatever  the 
noise  might  be,  there's  a  thunder  storm  brewing, 
J  usl  as  I  prognosticated,  after  our  beautiful  day. 
Remember  my  chaises,  Sir  Chancellor,  and  that 
should  we  be  over  late,  the  storm  within  will 
be  dire  as  that  we  may  expect  without." 

They  were  now  met  by  the  sisters,  who  ex* 
pressed  their  anxiety  to  return  forthwith.  It 
was  evident  to  Clarendon,  that  poor  Dora  with 
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that  aid  and  support  she  now  so  much  needed* 
Yet,  even  &t  this  moment  disappointed  in  his 
dearest  hopes,  and  baffled  ahke  in  his  resolu- 
tion, as  in  every  chance  of  finding  out  the 
origin  of  the  singular  sounds  that  had  so 
excited  his  ire,  hope  did  not  altogether  desert 
him,  but  still  glimmered  in  his  horizon,  as  many 
wise  saws  did  rise  to  his  mind^  inspiring  him 
(as  was  his  nature)  not  to  despair,  even  under 
circumstances  so  unpromising  as  those  that 
surrounded  him  in  the  failure  of  his  first  de-^ 
claration,  adding  the  mystery  of  some  unknown 
and  secret  agency  to  the  other  obstacles  that 
interposed  to  his  love.  Silently  he  pursued  his 
way  by  her  side,  his  thoughts  and  resolves  all 
succeeding  and  superseding  one  another  in  con- 
fused array.  Two  ideas  only,  obtruded  them* 
selves  forcibly  in  the  chaos  of  doubt,  and  despair^ 
and  conjecture,  that  distracted  him  ; — one  of 
present  happiness  in  being  near  Dora,  and  able 
to  afford  her  assistance;  the  other,  a  fixed 
resolve  to  stay,  at  all  events^  under  whatever 
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circamstances,  till  he  had  fatbotned  the  ■>] 
that  Burrounded  her,  and  satisfied  his  mi 
to  the  varioua  doubti    and  numerous 
coantable  circamataDCes,  all  nearly,  or  ren 
connected  with  the  object  of  hia  love, 

Meanwhilci  Piercie  and  Isabel  were  far 
imitating  this  silence,  bat  deeming  Dora'i 
turbfltion  wholly  the  effect  of  the  fright, 
most  curious  to  hear  further  of  its  most  t 
ordinary  cause;  making  varioua  inquiriet 
eliciting  very  little  iDformation  from  eith' 
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nnd  unconcern,  while  he  works  upon  the  ima* 
gina^tion  of  his  trembling  auditors. 

But  Isabel^  aware  that  her  sister  was  not  apt 
to  betray  nervous  fears,  or  to  feel  the  apprehen- 
sive timidity  characterising  her  own  disposition, 
was  unable  to  account  for  Dora's  continued 
agitation,  which,  she  now  observed,  seemed  to 
cost  her  so  great  an  effort  to  subdue. 

They  did  not  reach  the  farm-housei  where 
they  found  the  pony-chaise  in  readiness  for 
themi  till  Piercie's  prognoeties  of  the  coming 
storm  began  to  be  verified ;  after  a  little  preli* 
minary  pealing,  a  vivid  flash  obliged  Clarendon 
to  take  his  horse  under  his  own  giudance,  as 
he  pranced  and  snorted  at  the  uausual  gleam, 
becoming  unmanageable  by  Piercie,  to  whom 
the  task  of  leading  him  had  been  assigned, 
that  his  master  might  bestow  his  attention 
otherwise.  The  violence  of  the  storm  increased 
as  they  proceeded.  Clarendon  keeping  his  horse 
aU  the  way  by  the  carriage,  urging  them  to 
admire  the  magnificent  effects  of  the  heavens, 
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played  about  the  burnished  fire,  in  ev( 
of  fantastic  wUdaess,  oblipng  Isabel  to  1 
eyes,  while  Clarendon  continued  to  rav 
the  grandeur  and  sublimity  of  the  sp 
and  the  undaunted,  inconigible  Piercie, 
managing  fais  aflrighted  steeds  with  son 
culty,  failed  not  to  whisper  to  the  tr 
girl  his  conviction,  that  to  the  angry  Wi 
the  Glen  they  must  assign  the  raising 
tempest,  in  revenge  for  their  long  intru^i 
their  demonships'  favourite  haunts. 

And  Dorotby  gazed  on,  in  admiratioi 
with  awe,  thinking  over  the  strange  ei 
the  day,  to  which  the  storm  seemed  a 
sequel,  connecting  itself  in  her  mind  wit 
Yet  it  was  a  strange,  subduing  eflect,  t' 
warring  of  the  elements  had  upon  he 
ceeding   to   all  the  agitating,   exciting 
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Grange  mysterious  interruption  to  her  inter- 
view with  Clarendon.  It  might  be  that  human 
emotions  were  dwarf 'd,  and  cast  into  the  back 
ground,  by  comparison  with  heaven's  solemn 
grandeur. 

Upon  Clarendon  the  reverse  effect  was  visible; 
the  tempest  seemed  to  heighten  and  increase 
his  previous  excitation.  During  the  day  he 
had  contrived  to  string  up  his  mind  to  the 
highest  pitch  of  extasy^  from  which  it  had 
subsequently  fallen,  through  all  the  downward 
gradations — ^from  hope  to  doubt,  followed  up 
by  anguish,  despair,  and  jealousy ;  finally 
broken  in  upon  by  the  mysterious  interposition 
of  meddling  fiend  or  spy.  For  Dora,  the  clear, 
fresh,  cloudless  morning  of  that  eventful  day, 
**  kissing  with  golden  face  the  meadows  green,** 
had  seen  her  unusually  blythe,  and  hopeful, 
almost  as  itself;  the  sunny  dreamy  brilliant 
noon,  fading  into  the  glorious  evening,  though 
it  had  witnessed  her  revolving  in  her  mind 
some  apparently  anxious  thoughts,  had  yet  as 
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little  prepared  her  for  the  events  so  close  si 
hand,  as  the  lovely  day,  with  its  hitherto  un- 
clouded sky,  had  seemed  to  give  promise  of  the 
overcharged  atmosphere,  and  darkening  doods 
now  riding  with  "  ugly  rack,"  over  the  &ir 
face  of  heaven. 

As  Clarendon  watched  the  hurly  burly  of  the 
tempest,  with  the  habit  of  assimilating  the  na- 
tural with  the  moral  world,  possessed  by  all 
enthusiastic  lovers  of  nature's  sublimer  fisa- 
■  he  exclaimed  in  the  worda  and  i 
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excitement  might  have  been  detected^  even  in  the 
admirable  domestic  arrangements  of  Sunder- 
land Hall^  superseding  all  other  interests,  in 
the  interest  of  a  fresh  arrival,  or  rather  of  such 
an  arrival!  for  they  were  speedily  informed, 
that  besides  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Percy,  who  had 
come  as  they  were  expected ; — but  a  few  mi- 
nutes before  themselves  had  made  their  appear- 
ance, the  much-desired  Frederick,  with  his 
friend,  Mr.  Reginald  Sefton. 

After  their  return,  Dora  appeared  no  more 
that  evening. 


END   OF    VOL.    I, 
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"  Ti0  an  old  maxim  in  the  mLooIs, 
That  vanity's  tlie  frKxl  of  fools ; 

Yet  now  and  then  you  men  of  ^  it 
Win  condescend  to  take  a  bit. 


Swift. 


*  *  Poor  Race  of  Men  !  * "    said  the  pitying  spirit ; 

**  Dearly  ye  pay  for  yonr  primal  fall ; 
Some  flowerets  of  Eden  ye  still  inherit, 

Bnt  the  trail  of  the  serpent  is  over  them  all '  " 
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CHAPTER  I. 


••  1  know  them  well,  and  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmost 
8cruple,^-s<;rambling,  outfacing,  fashion -mongering  boys 
— lie  and  flout,  deprare  and  slander,  so  anticly,  and  show 
an  outward  hldeousness  ;  and  speak  out  half  a  dozen  dan- 
gerous words, — how  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  if  they 
durst ;  and  this  is  all." — Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 

**  She  is  excited  by  the  opera,  the  drama,  the  fme  arts,  the — 
the — the  Nobility,  my  dear  "  interposed  Mr.  Witterly, 
'*  The  nobility  of  course,  and  the  military, — she  forms  an 
immense  variety  of  opinions  on  an  immense  variety  of 
subjects." — Nicholas  Nickleby. 


Rosalie  de  Courcy  had  not  been  long  a  guest 
in  the  domestic  circle  at  Valarabrosa,  before  she 
became  pretty  well  versed  in  the  characters  of 
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U^vVi  :\i::r\\-t  anytl:iiii2  siinj)le  ur  uii])rett'n(lii 
though  its  (quality  yhuiiUl  be  of  over  so  infer 
a  dcscrii)tion  :  of  faUenc&s  or  pretence  of  £ 
kind  she  had  such  a  strong  innate  distaste,  tl 
she  found  it  almost  impossible  to  conceal  1 
detection  of  the  same,  or  to  restrain  the  ebu 
tion  of  her  contempt  at  any  such  specious  i 
seeming.  We  uphold  not,  be  it  known  the  blu 
ncss  of  her  honesty,  or  the  keenness  of  her  sat 
but  merely  state  the  case  as  it  stood. 

Her  father,  Mr.  de  Courcy  was  one  of  tl 
rare  instances  of  a  man  of  the  world,  verse 
many  of  its  most  intricate  back-stair  windi 
having  followed  for  upwards  of  twenty  yean 
legal  profession,  who  retained  notwithstanc 
thn  straiirhtforward  manliness  and  rimplidt 
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buoyancy  of  spirit  and  energy  in  the  pursuit  of 
either  pleasure  or  knowledge,  as  ever  falls  to 
the  lot  of  any  gentleman  who  has  reached  the 
sober  age  of  forty-five,  though  truly  in  this 
enviable  capability  of  enjoying  himself,  and 
spreading  the  joyance  of  his  spirit  around  him, 
he  left  far  behind  him  the  greater  number  of  his 
juvenile  contemporaries, — the  age  itself  being 
the  only  sober  thing  appertaining  to  him  on  such 
occasions*  Once  separated  from  his  professional 
pursuits,  he  disencumbered  himself  forthwith  of 
his  wig  and  gown,  and  the  atmosphere  of  the 
inns  of  court,  of  the  ponderous  sedateness  for 
which  he  was  there  remarkable.  Not  that  he 
had  bad  many  opportunities  of  displaying  this 
care- forgetting  phasis  of  his  character;  circum- 
stances had  early  obliged  him  to  labour  stedfastly 
in  his  professional  career,  which  he  had  since 
pursued  with  ardour  and  interest,  allowing  him 
little  time  for  anything  like  plea8ui*e ;  but  the 
circumstance  of  having  heretofore  imbibed  so 
scantily  of  its  cup,  might  have  contributed  to 
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his  retaining  that  keen  relish  for  its  enjoymentSy 
which^  even  now  had  scarcely  lost  the  gusto  of 
novelty.  Truly  it  was  a  rare  and  enviable 
frame  of  mind  that  enabled  one  so  long,  and  so 
constantly  engrossed  in  the  dry  details  of  a 
laborious  profession,  to  throw  off  its  shackles 
when  he  so  willed,  and  emerge  from  them,  as 
though  he  had  never  heard  of  lumbering  law 
or  legal  logic. 

It  must  not  be  imagined  that  despite  the  nngle* 
iicartedness  of  which  we  have  spoken^  Mr.  de 
Courcy  was  devoid  of  that  shrewdness  and  pene- 
tration, which  is  far  from  inconsistent  with  a 
mind  like  his :  if  an  uncommon  combinatioiiy  so 
was  his  character  altogether — ^lavishly  generous, 
he  was  prudent  with  all ; — mild  and  gentle  as 
the  dove ;  he  was  at  once  moved  to  just  indigna- 
tion at  anything  small  and  pitiful.  With  all  the 
liveliness  and  turn  for  pleasantry  of  his  daughter 
Rosalie,  he  was  less  lavish  in  the  use  of  nich 
weapons,  and  sensitively  averse  to  the  idea  of 
wounding  the  feelings  of  others :  truly,  hit  life 
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was  gentle,  and  the  elements  so  mixed  in  him, 
that  nature  might  stand  up  and  say^  ^'  this  was  a 
man." 

Such  were  the  father  and  daughter  who  now 
presented  themselves  to  the  erudite  speculations 
of  the  Brading  family ;  their  observations  taking 
a  different  turn  from  those  with  which  we  have 
enlightened  the  reader,  and  in  a  family 
conclave  assembled  the  same  evening  of  their 
guests  arrival,  in  Mrs.  Brading's  dressing-room, 
ran  as  follows: — Mr.  Richard  Brading  (who 
delighted  in  joining  such  gossipping  parties, 
and  making  his  entree  into  his  mother's  or 
sisters'  rooms  for  the  purpose)  being  of  the 
party. 

'<  She's  not  at  all  handsome,  or  even  pretty," 
began  Madeline,  as  usual ;  her  assertion  being 
ecfao'd  by  her  three  younger  sisters. 

"  Oh  !  that's  what  you  always  say,  you  girls," 
cried  the  contradictory  Richard. 

«'I  never  beheld  a  finer  countenance  than 
Mr.    de  Courcy's,"    observed    Mrs.   Brading, 
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"There's  something  really  noble  and  poeUc 
almost  ideal ." 

"  At  any  rate  he  eeeme  a  very  jolly  fellof 
interrupted  Richard,  "  and  I  really  begin 
think  I  shall  like  them  both  better  than  I  < 
pected." 

"Very  fortunate  indeed,"  replied  MadeU 
between  whom  and  her  brother  there  was  of 
a  little  gentle  sparring. 

"  What  do  you  think,  Ma?"  urged  Emelin 
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of  reports^  as  Tm  never  left  alone  in  that  way. 
It's  quite  extraordinary  how  people  will  talk 
about  one.  By  the  bye,  that  was'nt  a  bad  lace 
veil  she  had  on,"  mused  he. 

*•  Oh  !  no,  beautiful — quite  lovely,"  rejoined 
Anabel ;  and  the  sisters  proceeded,  after  giving 
way  to  their  raptures  about  the  veil,  to  discuss 
severally  each  article  of  Rosalie's  dress,  Richard 
giving  it  as  his  opinion  in  conclusion,  that  she 
had  a  pretty  little  foot,  and  wore  singularly  well 
made  shoes. 

**My  dears,"  urged  Mrs.  Brading,  as  the 
tumult  of  simultaneous  voices  was  in  some 
degree  subsiding;  ^'  pray  my  dears,  do  not  be  so 
vociferous.  I  fear  the  Miss  Snooks',  of  Dingsly« 
have  taught  you  to  be  so  boisterous.  You 
reaUy  quite  overpower  and  distract  my  nerves.** 

''And  Ma,"  put  in  Emeline,  ''has  never 
given  us  her  opinion  of  our  visiters ;  I  am  sure 
we  all  wish  to  hear  Ma's  opinion/' 

"Well  then  my  dears,  Miss  de  Courcy,  though 
not  strictly  handsome,  has,  unquestionably,  a 
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good  face,  pbysiognomically  speaking,"  proceeded 
Mrs.  Brading.  ''  I  have  seldom  seen  a  more 
promising  brovi-^  according  to  rule,  and  from  the 
little  conversation  I  was  able  to  bold  with  her, 
upon  poetical  subjects^  I  am  led  to  hope  her 
mental  faculties  answer  to  the  promise  held  out  by 
the  '  bumps  and  lively  wrinkles'*  of  the  forehead. 
To  be  sure»  I  can  scarcely  reconcile  with  Buch  a 
conclusion,  the  opinion  she  seems  to  hold  of 
some  of  the  works  of  my  favourite,  the  all  but 
inspired  author  of  'Xavalonti,'  whose  sublime 
flights  in  that  very  work  were  not  appreciated  by 
her  as  I  had  expected." 

A  short  silence  ensued^  for  though  Mrs. 
Brading  had  read,  or  rather  declaimed  through 
a  chapter  or  two  of  the  work  in  question,  for  the 
edification  of  her  children;  in  truth,  they  all 
rather  sympathized  with  Rosalie  in  her  estuna- 
tion  of  the  book,  from  listening  to  whose  abstruse 
reasonings  they  had  shown  themselves  glad  of 

*  Vide  Lavater. 
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any  excuse  to  withdraw,  having  no  sublime 
relish  (like  their  mother)  for  what  they  found 
beyond  their  comprehension. 

**  I'm  sure,  dear  Ma,"  urged  Emeline^  (the 
only  one  of  her  daughters  who  had  shown  no 
inclination  to  shirk  the  declamatory  process,) 
"  the  part  you  read  to  us  is  very  pretty  indeed, 
and  \V6  very  probable  Miss  de  Courcy  would 
have  thought  so,  had  she  heard  you  read  it." 

The  gentle  enthusiast  shook  her  head,  men- 
tally bewailing  the  cimerian  darkness  into 
which  so  many  were  plunged ;  suggested  by 
Rosalie's,  not  her  children's  delinquency,  from 
whom  it  never  occurred  to  her  to  expect  more, 
probably  because  she  had  heard  that  the  oif-^ 
spring  of  gifted  people  rarely  inherit  their  talent, 
perhaps  because  she  cared  not  to  have  rivals 
so  near  her  throne,  and  was  satisfied  to  be  still 
regarded  as  a  paragon  in  her  own  family. 

'*  It  is  given  to  few  indeed,"  she  murmured, 
''to  have  any  conception  of  the  Ideal,  found 

slumbering  in  the  wells  of " 

j,5 


Miss  do  Courcy,  in  whoso  praises  he  hi 
so  unusually  wnrni,  poor  thing  !  conclu< 
the  oftimes  repeated  remark,  that  she  wai 
a  terrible  flirt." 

Now,  if  Madeline  did  belong  to  any  dig 
genus  herself,  she  might  fairly^  without 
aught  down  in  malice,  bare  been 
amongst  that  indefinite,  yet  compn 
order,  known  by  the  title  "  flirts ! "  whi 
it  been  of  even  narrower  signification,  mt 
included  so  indubitable  and  distingui 
member  as  herself.  Of  this  truth  1 
proceeded  to  remind  her,  but  in  that  eg 
pleasant  strain,  which  proved  he  was  : 
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mnd  lively  retorts  now  followed  between  the 
pair  ere  the  matter  could  be  adjusted,  which 
ended  in  Madeline  bestowinc^  on  her  brother  an 
expressive  shake  of  the  head,  intended  to  in* 
form  him  what  a  terrible  fellow  he  was,  in- 
timating, at  the  same  time,  a  recommendation 
that  he  would  do  so  no  more,  to  which  he 
replied  by  a  like  comprehensive  gesture,  which 
confessed  a  consciousness  of  his  destructive 
powers,  accompanied  by  a  resolve  equally 
merciful  and  magnanimous,  not  upon  the 
present  occasion  to  use  more  of  the  '^  giant's 
strength"  than  he  could  help,  although  it  was 
impossible  not  to  feel  gratified  in  its  possession. 
By  the  time  this  matter  was  fully  discussed, 
and  Madeline  had  said  '^  poor  things,*'  (meaning 
all  the  young  ladies  coming  within  reach  of  her 
brother's  fascinations,  inclusive  of  Miss  de 
Courcy,)  several  times,  Mrs.  Brading  had 
become  so  fatigued  that  she  begged,  in  gentle 
terms,  they  would  all  disperse  and  leave  her  to 
the  rest  she  so  much  required,  aflLer  her  fatigues 
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aiid  excitemeDts.  But  Richard,  although  he- 
bad  shewn  symptoms  of  a  yawniag  tendency 
during  his  mother's  ideal  discourse,  had  since 
become  so  thoroughly  alive  in  the  interest 
attending  Madeline's  realisms,  that  he  was 
averse  from  breaking  up  the  colloquy,  and  turn- 
ing to  his  mother,  observed,  "pray,  my  dew 
mother,  have  you  invoked  the  muse  lately  ?  We 
have  not  heard  of  anything  new  for  a  long  time, 
— you  must  have  written  something," 

Mrs.  Brading  became  as  alert  in  mind  as  her- 
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to-morrow,"  quickly  rejoined  Ricbard,  "  it  was 
chiefly  on  Miss  de  Courcy's  account  I  asked ; 
for  they  say  she's  a  bit  of  a  blue;  and  I  was 
thinking  that  she  would  therefore  be  delighted 
with  your  effusions." 

'^  Yes,"  said  Emeline,  ^^  that  I  am  sure  she 
will ;  and  do  you  know^  I  was  thinking  of  shew« 
ing  her  the  beautiful  lines  upon  my  dead  canary, 
which  Ma  wrote  in  my  album." 

'' Ah  !  I  don't  doubt  you'll  get  on  capitally 
together  —  live  puppies,  dead  canaries,  and 
all." 

And  Richard  laughed  his  laugh  triumphant* 
as  he  invariably  did  when  he  felt  he  had  said 
anything  truly  witty,  which  was  a  modification 
of  his  former  roar,  or  laugh  contemptuous. 

Mrs.  Brading  silently  acquiescing  in  the  pro- 
position of  the  morrow's  exhibition,  was  soon 
lost  in  a  reflection  upon  the  subject  of  her 
selections  for  that  purpose, — a  murmuring  col- 
loquy proceeding,  meanwhile,  among  the  young 
people ;  "  Do  you  know,  I  have  heard/'  said 
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Richard,  "  she's  to  have  quite  a  fortane  from 
her  aunt,  or  uncle,  or  — " 

"  Yes,"  said  his  sister  Madeline,  "  from  her 
aunt?,  the  Miss  de  Courcys,  of  the  Isle  of 
Man/' 

"  Well,  certainly,  all  thin^  considered,  she's 
more  good-natured^  and  that  sort  of  thing,  than 
I  was  led  to  expect." 

'^  But  what  were  you  led  to  expect?  and 
who  was  your  authority?  and  what  induced 
you  to  be  so  continually  throwing  out  hints  all 
the  evening  to  Miss  de  Courcy,  about  the  opi~ 
nion  you  supposed  she  had  formed  of  yoa»  and 
the  character  she  had  heard  of  you, — who  uhu 
your  authority  for  all  these  insinuations?" 

''  Oh  !  a  friend  of  mine/'  said  Richard,  mys- 
teriously. 

"  Charles  de  Courcy,  of  course,''  said  the 
sagacious  Madeline.  ''  I  say,  Richard,  I^a 
sure  there's  a  coolness  between  friends  in  that 
quarter,  do  tell  us  how  it  was." 

Richard,  at  first,   disposed  to  be  equally 
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uncommunicative  on  this  head^  was  at  length 
induced  to  give  way  beneath  the  importunities 
of  the  reiterated  quintette  now  assailing  him, 
(not  at  all  averse  to  the  kind  of  importance 
people  invariably  feel>  who  have  anything  to 
communicate^  particularly  when  it  is  drawn 
from  them  by  coaxing,  and  received  as  a  con- 
cession), by  giving  his  own  version  of  a  little 
history,  of  which  we  shall  unfold  our  plain, 
unvarnished  statement  to  the  reader,  in  order 
to  account  for  the  singular  manner  in  which  he 
really  had  assailed  Rosalie  as  to  the  kind  of 
opinion  he  imagined  she  had  formed  of  him  ; 
by  which  she  had  been  irresistibly  amused 
while  deeming  her  catechiser  the  oddest,  and 
most  original  of  the  cub  genus. 

Mr.  Richard  Brading,  be  it  known,  had» 
during  his  London  life,  become  acquainted 
with  Charles  de  Courcy,  Rosalie's  only  brother, 
who  being  a  youth  of  similar  tastes  to  bis  own, 
they  had  thenceforward  become  inseparable 
crooies,  and  had  gone  about  helping  each  other 
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to  kill  the  monster — Time,  with  laudable  zeal ; 
and  for  the  space  of  a  whole  month  had  con- 
stantly engaged  in  rowing-matchesy  boxing- 
matches,  steeple-chases  ; — in  short,  scoured 
the  country  for  thirty  miles  round  London  to- 
gether in  search  of  some  sport  or  other,— now 
and  then  giving  their  energies  relaxationi  by 
visiting  theatres,  exhibitions,  and  such  like ; — 
but,  (sport  being  out  of  the  question)  billiards 
was  the  substitute  usually  called  into  play^  and 
in  which  they  agreed  in  taking  the  greatest 
delight,  as  it  demanded  an  active  display  of 
skill  and  dexterity,  without  any  undue  mentnl 
fatigue.  In  short,  nothing  could  exceed  the 
excessiveness  of  their  sudden  intimacy>  except 
its  equally  abrupt  termination,  of  which  they 
neither  of  them  were  ever  heard  to  give  any 
very  satisfactory  account. 

Now,  although  the  attainments  and  pursuits 
of  the  two  youths  agreed  exactly,  yet  were 
their  dispositions  entirely  dissimilar.  Charles, 
though  of  a  vnld,  untamed  temper,,  partajkiog^ 
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more  of  the  nature  of  a  fiery  colt  than  of  the 
ursine  species,  to  which  Richard  undoubtedly 
appertained.  Charles  belonged  to  a  more  nu- 
merous class  than  did  his  sometime  friend — a 
class  of  London  idlers,  who  not  being  absolutely 
compelled  to  do  ought  to  advance  their  own 
fortune,  are  contented  to  let  them  remain  as 
they  are,  and  satisfied  in  the  possession  of  a 
competency,  are  by  it  hindered  from  directing 
their  energies  into  channels,  which,  under  other 
circumstances,  might  perchance  have  realised 
semething  very  brilliant — an  event  by  no  means 
improbable  in  Charles's  case,  if  to  use  the 
the  common  phrase,  he  had  employed  half  the 
active  industry  in  acquiring  a  fortune,  he  now 
found  pretty  often  adequate  in  helping  to  out- 
run his  present  funds— a  process  very  far  from 
difficult  to  a  young  gentleman,  who  throughout 
his  career  had  taken  no  other  guide  than  his 
own  will,  which  now,  with  "youth  at  the 
prow,  and  pleasure  at'the  helm,"  wafted  him 
wherever  promises  of  joUity  and   enjoyment 
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were  held  out,  and  bid  fair  to  sink  liim,  altei 
the  full  tide  of  youthful  energy  was  past  intc 
the  stagnant  non-entitism  of  a  saanterer  a 
mediocre  town  life,  wanting  the  distinction  c 
fashionahle  club  and  coterie-ism  to  redeem  hir 
from  settling  into  an  absolute  nobody. 

From  Ills  first  childhood  young  de  Courcy  he 
scorned  controul,  and  subsequently  proved  abo  - 
instruction,  so  that  he  had  turned  out  as  greafl 
dunce  as  his  quondam  friend,  and  as  devoicW 
nlcse  tbe  manly 
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though  open  and  straightforward  as  Richard 
himself,  in  his  communications  with  his  fellow- 
men,  he  did  not  see  fit  to  overbear  and  bully  upon 
all  occasions,  as  we  regret  to  say  was  the  case 
with  his  friend ;  and  as  we  all  know  the  charac^ 
teristic  invariably  tacked  to  that  of  a  bully,  to 
which  we  fear  Richard  was  no  exception,  he  was 
no  match  for  the  valour,  mixed  with  discretion, 
that  met  together  in  the  person  of  his  associate 
Charles  de  Courcy  ;  in  whom  was  also  combined 
a  degree  of  worldly  tact,  and  a  certain  cool  off- 
hand manner,  mixed  with  provoking  good  temper 
which  soon  gained  him  the  upper  hand  over  the 
big  and  blundering  Richard.  It  was  not  to  be 
expected  such  jarring  elements  should  long 
continue  in   combination,  though  so  long  held 

together  and  equipoised  by  that  lubricating  prin- 
ciple— good  nature,  possessed  by  Charles.  Their 
abrupt  disunion  was  matter  of  little  wonder, 
when  it  is  remembered  that  their  pursuits  being 
exactly  the  same,  made  way  for  the  entrance  of 
the  ruling  passion,  in  the  shape  of  general  rival'* 
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ship.  Now  Charles^  light  and  lytbe  of  limb, 
soon  left  his  companion  behind,  by  bii  agile 
dexterity  in  all  manly  sports,  to  the  mingled 
chagrin  and  amazement  of  the  large  and  boastful 
Richard^  who  had  previously  intimated  bis  great 
prowess  to  Charles,  in  the  tone  he  was  wont  to 
assume  when  speaking  of  his  own  acbierements 
and  possessions.  The  first  jealous  dispute  had 
been  shortly  aggravated  by  Charles's  obtuseness 
to  the  fact  that  Richard  expected  to  be  intro- 
duced to  Charles's  family  at  Wimbledon;  for 
addicted  as  he  was  to  shewing  the  lawna  and 
shrubberies,  and  other  delectabilities  of  his  bomet 
to  his  successive  friends,  he  had  been  singularly 
less  alacritous  on  the  present  occauon.  This 
remembrance  rankling  in  Richard's  breast)  eren 
up  to  the  present  time,  had  doubtless  prepos* 
sessed  him  against  the  individuals  with  whom 
(they  and  his  father  being  subsequently  known 
to  each  other)  the  acquaintance  was  now  so 
curiously  brought  about. 
But  the  crowning  offence,  it  ^ypearedy  had 
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arisen  from  an  iDtimation  Richard  bead,  he  de- 
clared^ received  from  Charles,  that  he  was  a 
boar,  a  boor^  or  a  bear ;  and  the  epithet  being 
particular,  and  distasteful  according  to  its  just- 
ness, Mr.  Charles  found  himself,  forthwith, 
obliged  to  look  out  for  another  friend.  This 
was  the  part  of  the  aiSTair  Richard  at  length  saw 
fit  to  divulge  to  his  sisters,  with  comments 
scarcely  intelligible  from  choking  indignation, 
intended  to  demonstrate  the  astounding  absur- 
dity and  utter  inapplicability  of  the  aspersion. 
Upon  the  whole,  the  disclosure  was  injudicious 
as  the  commentary  was  superflous,  for  his  sisters 
might  thenceforward  have  begun  to  discuss  its 
fitnesB)  upon  which  point  they  could  have  en- 
tertained no  manner  of  doubt  had  they  been 
made  acquainted  with  his  real  mode  of  discover- 
ing what  had  actually  been  said  of  him.  Thus 
it  happened :  the  ink  was  still  wet  with  which 
Charles,  moved  at  length  by  his  friends'  con- 
tinued dudgeon,  had  been  inditing,  at  his  father's 
chambers,  a  note,  infonning  his  sister  he  would 
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be  accompanied  home  to  dinner  by  a  fnend« 
whom,  '^  though  a  bit  of  a  bear/'  &C.9  wben  he 
went  into  another  room  for  a  fresh  packet  of 
envelops.  Richard  entered — open  on  the  table, 
perceived  the  note — at  first  looked  studiously 
another  way,  but  the  organ  of  curiority,  largely 
developed  in  him  as  in  his  sister,  made  it  im* 
possible  for  him  to  withhold  his  roiing  glance, 
shortly  doomed  to  behold  the  ofiensive  epitheti 
which  ever  after  held  firm  bold  of  bis  resent* 
ment.  With  difficulty  he  prevented  himself 
from  proclaiming  the  discovery,  and  his  mood, 
it  may  be  imagined,  was  such  as  to  render  the 
dispatching  of  Charles's  courier  perfectly  su- 
perfluous, and  by  the  omission  to  leave  lus  sisters* 
equanimity  undisturbed  for  the  nonce* 

That  virtue  was  now,  indeed,  to  be  rather 
severely  tried,  on  becoming  each  day  more  con- 
versant with  various  of  the  ways  and  manners  of 
Richard,  as  they  now  displayed  themselTes  be- 
fore her.  In  the  first  place,  she  was  startled  at 
the  recurrence  of  each  meal,  by  the  pwemptc^ 
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blowing  of  a  horn,  a  flourish  on  the  trumpet,  or 
beating  of  a  gong,  (for  every  thing  noisy  did 
Mr.  Richard  affect,)  to  advise  and  warn  them  of 
the  approach  of  breakfast  and  supper.  The 
roll  of  a  drum  was  perpetrated  as  a  variety  to 
remind  them  all,  he  thought  it  high  time  they 
should  be  stirring. 

Rosalie  also  found  it  at  times  difficult  to 
adjust  the  contending  claims  of  the  young 
ladies  and  their  mother  upon  her  time  and  at- 
tention, being  soon  admitted  into  the  little 
grievances  and  respective  affaires  de  cceur  of  the 
Miss  Bradings,  while  the  literary  invalid  in 
heart  and  body,  failed  not  to  claim  her  sym- 
pathy for  the  secret  griefs  of  her  inmost  soul, 
and  enlist  her  amongst  her  fifty  confidents,  to 
the  supreme  misery  of  "  not  being  understood." 
To  this  calamity,  beneath  which  Mrs.  Brading 
had  all  her  life  suffered,  she  failed  not  to  allude 
whenever  there  was  an  opportunity,  bringing 
forward  upon  every  imaginable   occasion,   the 
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miodi  when  doomed  to  find  itself  indissolably 
united  with  a  being  absolutely  incapable  of  com- 
prehending it!" 

As  this  seemed  the  climax  of  earthly  ills,  the 
fair  sufferer,  that  no  doubt  should  exist  that  it 
was  her  own  woe  she  was  depicting,  ceased^ 
raised  her  eyes  to  the  ceiling,  and  drew  a 
pensive  sigh  ;  upon  which,  Emeline,  perceiving 
her  mother's  disturbance,  came  forward  and  in- 
formed their  visiter,  sotto  voce,  that  upon  these 
occasions,  her  Ma  being  excited  and  out  of 
spirits,  her  greatest  consolation  was  derived 
from  conversing  with  her  friends,  when  she 
would,  by  degrees,  cease  to  muse  upon  her 
nervousness  and  her  sufferings. 

Attracted  by  the  word  •*  Muse,*'  the  gifted  lady 
in  question,  assuming  the  air  of  a  Sappho,  was 
reminded  to  dilate  upon  the  unspeakable  conso- 
lation she  derived  from  her  invocation  of  ^'  the 
muse,"  and  then  launched  forth  upon  'Hhe 
panacea  afforded  to  every  earthly  ill  by  this 

VOL.  II.  c 
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enviable  power  of  pouring  forth  the  tool 
upon  paper, — tbuB  finding  a  aafe^oTalfe  &r 
feelings,  which  might  otherwise  prove  bey<md 
endurance. 

Rosalie  found,  preserving  ber  eqoaiumity  al- 
most beyond  ber  powers^  on  thai  eveiHSg,  Mrs* 
Brading  proceeding  in  due  course  to  fulfil  ber  pro- 
mised  intention  of  reading  aloudi  her  '*  Ode  to 
the  Puppy/'  for  ber  especial  behoof,  thoi^h  she 
bad  wuted,  as  was  ber  custooij  till  she  eould 
assemble  in  full  conclave  all  ber  family  around 
her.  Nor  was  the  young  lady*s  gravity  le« 
endangered  on  marking  the  grave  expectant 
attention  preserved  by  the  so  usually  damoroaa 
party;  even  by  the  refractory  Dick#  who  bnt 
bis  head  in  an  attitude  of  superior  critical  judg- 
ment^ that  must  have  jeopardiaed  the  aolenuitj 
of  a  Solon  on  the  bench ;  and  which  viqfy  fiur 
outshone,  in  important  8elf-aatiiGu9tioDj  the 
critical  bearing  of  Old  Pan,  in  Caraod*8  htn/h 
reus  picture,  wherein  the  concMted  deotf-fod 
is  represented  sitting  in  judgment  upon  tba 
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musical  perfonnance  of  the  disguised  god  of 
song. 

The  lioes,  before  reading  which,  Mrs.  Brading 
premised  that  they  were  of  an  irregular  charac- 
ter, (a  rather  unnecessary  assertion^)  adding, 
that  they  were  struck  off  impromtu,  on  con* 
templating  the  interesting  object  that  had  in- 
spired her  verse>  ran  as  follows : — 

TO  MJSTA'S  BUND  PUPPT. 

Blind,  and  helpless^  stniggling  pup, 

Offspring  of  gentle  Meta ; 
Thy  soft  beseeching  eyes  look  up^ 

Thou  fond,  endearing  creature ! 

Thou  mind'st  me  of  that  youthful  time, 

When  foolish,  blind,  and  helpless ; 
With  neither  reasoning,  nor  rhyme, 

Of  aU  like  thee  regardless ; 
When  life  was  qnite  as  new  to  me. 
No  more  I  knew»  no  more  could  see, 
Than  thee— Blind  Pappy ! 

Yet  I  regret  those  careless  days, 

When  ignorance  itself  was  bliss ; 
For  if  I  knew  not  wisdom's  ways, 

I  knew  not  tlie  world's  wickedness. 

c  2 
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I've  lived  alas !  to  mourn  thow  hoim^ 
Tho*  blind  alike  to  art  or  science ; 

When  life  was  strewn  with  roseate  tofma  % 
Concealing  the  world's  heartkes  pUinee. 

Then  life  was  like  thy  bed  of  down, 

Bot  now  its  fairest  buds  are  flowOy 

They're  gone — ^They're  mown! 


A  short  silence  followed  the  recital  of  thi* 
poem,  whereto  its  fair  authoress  fiuled  not  to 
impart  a  lengthened  melancholy  suited  to  the 
sad  reflections  contained  therein,  and  to  which 
the  sightless  little  animal,  Meta*s  oflbpring»  had, 
in  its  infant  helplessness,  suggested;  a  proof  of 
the  great  thoughts  sometimes  induced  bj  die 
smallest  matters,  together  with  the  linked  asso- 
ciations ever  going  on  in  expanded  minds.  The 
young  ladies,  however,  were  not  long  in  pro- 
claiming it  *' sweet,  beautiful,'' &C.;  their  eon- 
cefitions  of  it  being  greatly  enhanced  by  the 
sublime  obscurity  it  assumed  in  their  eyet.  Mr. 
Brading,  after  a  thoughtful,  thongh  distHbed 
silence,  said,  and  it  is  a  very  general  iwiiriF  of 
his,  that  he  <<  could  not  at  all  ondentand  whftkUi 
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nrVe  had  to  make  her  sorrowful ;  when  in  fact, 
she  was  surrounded  by  everything  calculated  to 
beget  a  contrary  feeling, — with  a  beautiful 
garden,  hot-houses,  pineries,  ornamental  dairy, 
shrubberies,  meandering  paths,  &c. ;  it  was  a 
perfect  mystery  to  him,**  he  concluded,  ^*how  she 
could  be  otherwise  than  happy  and  llirely  !'^ 

The  lady,  thus  addressed,  merely  looked  as 
much  like  a  martyr  as  possible,  and  was  too 
surely  convinced  of  the  absolute  lack  of  the 
poetic  organ  in  her  worthy  spouse,  or  even  had 
iite  melancholy  truth  been  less  certainly  ascer- 
tained, was  now  too  anxious  to  note  the  effect  of 
ber  effusion  upon  her  new  guest  and  auditor,  to 
advance  remonstrance  or  explanation  further 
than  a  passing  remark  upon  the  requisitions  of 
poesy ;  when  her  son,  looking  potent  with  matter 
and  bursting  with  the  magnitude  of  his  discovery, 
begged  to  be  informed  how  it  was,  the  pup  being 
blind^  his  ^'aoft  beseeching  eyes^  could  look 
up  ?  or  look  at  all  ?  He  would  like  to  know 
bow  that  could  be  ?    The  girls  exclaimed,  that 


by  nieDtloiiing  Tsrious  anecdotes  of 
even  id  great  authors,  and  remarkiDg, 
iostaoces  were  &r  from  ancominoii, 
tbe  gratificatioQ  of  the  poeteasi  wbo  ^ 
iaference  in  the  fullest  extent,  deda 
from,  that  Rosalie  coondered  her  an 
number  of  carelessj  high-wrought  g 
whom  she  now  began  to  regwd  Rou 
«s  only  second. 

"  Well,"  persisted  Mr.  Bradingr  re 
bis  old  pontion,  "  I  must  say  I  ehot 
hear  something  lively ;  I  don't  like  da 
ever  and  erer ;  and  I  do  aa  wish,  my 
would  try  your  hand  at  a  Bore  tprigl 
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at  this  sally  to  make  any  other  answer  than  by 
an  expressive  look  at  Rosalie,  inviting  her  com- 
miseration for  her  forced  endurance  of  so  bar- 
barous a  recommendation.  When  her  husband 
proceeded,  ''  Now,  I  should  think,  my  dear, 
you  could  never  be  dull  herct  but  have  all 
kinds  of  lively  thoughts  while  wandering  in  our 
fine  Aavenues,  overseeing  my  improvements  and 
alterations,  or  amusing  yourself  in  the  o^houses, 
pineries,  shrubberies,  green-houses,  dai '* 

*'  My  dear  Mr.  Brading,  for  Heaven's  sake 
do  not  repeat  all  that;  how  often  have  I  not 
informed  you  that  in  poetry  everything  is  exactly 
the  reverse  to  what  it  seems  to  be, — at  least,  to 
common — I  mean  unpoetic  observers.  I  despair, 
my  dear  Mr.  Brading,  of  ever  bringing  you  to 
the  understanding  of  this  truth." 

"  Truth  indeed !  I  see  no  truth  in  it,  if  every- 
thing is  made  just  the  contrary  to  what  it  is ; 
I  never  had  any  great  opinion  of  poesy ;  that  is, 
generally  speaking." 

^  Mr.  Brading!" 


tlie  ditierence  between  the  'true'  and  't 
poetry ;  you  should  know,  all  poetry  d' 
to  that  starred  ideal,  'whose  home  is 
skies,'  is  the  former,  but  not  the  latter.** 

Mr.  Bradiog  groaned  a  groan  at  this  a 
ness  i  and  his  lady  tiiniiDg  to  Rosalie,  c 
in  her  own  superiority,  demanded  her  a 
all  she  had  just  said.  "Abl"  nrjoinedtl 
"  give  us  your  opinion  Miss  de  Courcy,  1 
like  to  know  whether  yoa  think  poetry 
make  everything  out  just  the  ccHitrary  ' 
it  is,  or  to  what  it  seems  ?  " 

Rosalie  replied,  that  she  bad  heard 
should  represent  things  not  as  tfaey  actui 
hut  as  tbey  seem  to  the  eye  ot  seoee. 

Mr.  Brading  looked  perplexed;  then 
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wife,  who  however^  saw  not  fit  to  reply  to  his 
appeal. 

**But,"  continued  Rosalioy  scarcely  able  to 
forbear  laughing,  ''the  highest  order  of  poetry 
T  have  always  understood^  although  it  should 
be  made  up  of  great  general  truths,  should  not 
descend  to  any  trivial  realities." 

**  Certainly  not,"  exclaimed  the  authoress, 
looking  up  with  recovered  consequence,  having 
before  appeared  slightly  down'd.  *'  That  is 
what  I  have  been  so  repeatedly  endeavouring 
to  enlighten  Mr.  Brading  upon.  In  poetry,  as- 
piring to  'the  ideal,'  one  should  reject  'the  true' 
and  preserve 'the  real.'  I  mean — 1  think — pre- 
serve the  true  and — and — just  the  reverse,  you 
know,  as  my  favorite,  the  author  of  Xavolonto 
so  justly  remarks." 

Mr.  Brading  perceiving  that  his  talented  lady 
seemed  herself  almost  lost  in  her  own  profound- 
ness, thought  it  high  time  to  relinquish  the 
argument,  though  he  could  not  forbear  remarking 
half  to  himself,  that  ^  truth  and  reality  had 

c  S 


"Not  actually  melancholy,"  put  in 
really  desirous  of  appeasing  this  grie^ 
ioconvenieDce  of  wlucb  the  good-natur 
had  began  to  feel,  uuce  his  now  cod 
nestitation  with  hia  oerrous  and 
poetical  wife,  during  thair  tranaplanti 
the  country.  "  Not  actually  melaocb 
poetically  bo,  sod  Shakeapeare  taya,  j 
that  'tbc  truest  poetry  is  the  mqst 
therefore,  you  must  conclude  Mrs.  B 
be  melancholy  only  in  a  poetical  i 
sense." 

••  Well,  really,"  answered  he,  "  Iteu 
kc  as  you  say,"  and  be  looked  aometl 
soled.     "I  alwavB  thoturht  Mr.  Sh 
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•*  True/*  said  Rosalie^  **  they  suit  all  tastes, 
touches  of  nature  making  the  whole  world  kin — 
the  grave  and  the  gay  mingled  together  as  in 
life ;  and  you  find  the  most  exqiusitely  comic 
scenes  in  his  deepest  tragedies." 

**  To  be  sure,  that  just  agrees  with  what  I  say- 
Doldrums  is  all  very  well,  but  don't  be  always  in 
the  doldrums.  I  remember  now,  in  *  Romeo  and 
Juliet,'  when  I  was  nearly  going  to  sleep,  seeing 
it  acted,  when  in  comes  that  fellow,  Charles 
Kemble,  and  begins  talking  about  some  queen 
tickling  the  parson's  nose,  to  make  him  dream 
of  tithes,  the  ladies,  of  kissing,  and  so  on;  and 
at  last,  imitating  a  soldier  snoring  away,  which 
quite  waked  me  up,  brisk,  and  splitting  my  sides 
with  laughter,  before  I  knew  where  1  was." 

Rosalie  told  him  he  had  a  true  appreciation  of 
the  droll,  which  completed  his  satisfaction  in  the 
reminiscence;  but  Mrs.  Brading  objected  that 
Shakspeare  was  not  a  poet,  adding,  that  she 
considered  him,  in  most  instances,  both  coarse 
and  wanting  in  sentiment. 
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''  Certainly,"  Rosalie  said,  <<  there  were  w> 
such  delicate  beverages  as  milk  and  water,  or 
eau  Sucre,  to  be  imbibed  from  his  writings^ 
though  cakes  and  ale  might  be  met  with  there..*^ 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brading  were  both  in  high  good 
humour  at  the  support,  either  supposed  thdr 
opinions  to  have  obtained  from  their  gaest,  in 
wboui  each  considered  they  had  found  an  ally, 
sympathising  in  the  weakness  of  the  other,  while 
Mr.  Brading  invited  her,  with  flattering  impress- 
ment, to  accompany  him  for  a  tour  of  the  gronnda, 
to  approve  and  inspect  his  improvements  both 
proceeding  and  projected. 

Richard  had,  in  the  mean  time,  disappeared^ 
almost  immediately  after  his  most  sagacioos  and 
triumphant  discovery,  as  the  conversation  seemed 
about  taking  a  turn,  in  no  way  interesting  ta 
himself;  and  now  appeared  strutting  on  the 
lawn,  effacing  the  pure  air  within  his  rqpoa  lij 
the  fumes  of  a  cigar  which  he  held  in  his  inoiiilli» 
and  ever  and  anon  opposing  his  expansive  per* 
son  between  the  light  and  one  or  other  of  tibe 
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windows,  that  he  might  inspect  what  was  going 
OB  within, — the  which  apparition  appearing  by 
no  means  so  inviting  to  Rosalie  as  to  his  doattng 
parents  and  admiring  sisters,  inclined  her  to  hesi- 
tate somewhat  in  her  acceptance  of  Mr.  Brading's 
proposal,  which  being  perceived  and  interpreted 
by  Mrs.  Brading,  she  remarked,  in  extenuation  of 
her  son's  inveterate  practice,  that  to  be  sure  it 
was  far  from  regaling  to  the  senses  of  others ; 
but  that  Richard  having  assured  her  that  Lord 
Northcote,  Sir  Harry  Scamper,  and  several 
others  of  his  noble  hunting  companions^  were 
given  in  like  manner  to  the  inodorous  habit,  it 
was  impossible  to  say  anything  under  such  cir- 
cumstances* Rosalie  did  not  exactly  see  the 
awful  conclusiveness  of  these  great  examples; 
but  considered  Mr.  Brading^s  assurance,  that  he 
would  request  his  son  tp  keep  at  as  great  a  dis- 
tance from  them  as  he  conveniently  could,  a 
little  more  to  the  purjiose. 

She  could  scarcely  suppress  a  sigh,  as  the 
^xtwflife  alterations,  which  Mr.  Brading  called 
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improvements^  were  triumphantly  pdnted  out  to 
her^  nor  avoid  regretting  the  spoliation  (as  she 
considered  it)  now  going  on  in  many  a  onoe^ 
favoured  nook»  where  she  and  Dora  h|ul  of  old 
spent  hour  after  hour  together,  often  spell-boond 
by  the  enchantments  woven  by  the  hand  of 
genius,  only  half  of  this  earth,  as  with  the  nvid 
imagination  and  realising  enthumasm  of  early 
youth,  they  were  by  turns  wafted  into  the  many 
coloured  regions  of  the  fiction  they  imbibed  with 
such  earnest  delight.  There  was  one  chanmng 
rustic  summer-house  at  the  end  of  a  long  walk, 
festooned  by  clematis,  a  cool  retreat  even  in  the 
meridian  of  a  summer's  dayt  which  always  used 
to  seem  so  quiet  and  beautiful,  so  endrely  shut 
out  from  the  world,  and  from  any  sort  of  inter- 
ruption, that  it  was  there  when  little  beyond 
children,  the  twain  would  often  escape  for  a 
whole  summer's  evening,  for  the  pemsal  of  aoine 
tale  of  woe  and  mystery,  with  which  the  sombre 
ness  of  the  spot,  heightened  by  the  approabhing 
twilight,  seemed  to  them  panicnlarly  acccMfdaiils 
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and  there,  in  particular,  they  would  be  more 
than  ordinarily  free  from  the  molestations  of 
Francis  Melville,  who  with  the  quiet,  yet  lurking 
mischief  of  his  boyish  nature,  was  wont  to  break 
in  upon  them;  and  with  the  sententiousness 
that  even  then  characterised  him,  observe  upon 
the  deep  devouring  absorption  of  their  faculties 
upon  the  volumes  of  Roche  or  Radcliffe.  For 
the  interest  for  him  being  gone  and  spent,  by  a 
previous  perusal,  he  would  console  and  divert 
himself  by  throwing  out  shadowy  hints  of  the 
coming  events;  or  in  an  heroic  tone,  inquire 
after  the  welfare  of  the  imaginary  characters^ 
with  whose  weal  or  woe  they  had  so  identified 
themselves, — altogether  throwing  a  ridicule  on 
their  pursuit.  The  end  of  the  walk,  opposite 
the  bower,  in  whose  delicious  far-off  seclusion 
they  had  so  oft  delighted,  while  hugging  them- 
selves on  their  escape  to  the  favourite  work, 
opened  to  admit  a  view  of  the  hills  and  country 
beyond ;  but  it  was  only  a  beautiful  peep  through 
the  trees,  giving  an  air  of  pleasantness  to  the 
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otherwise  gloomy  sbadiaess  of  the  retreat»  witih* 
out  detracting  from  its  character  of  peaceful 
repose. 

How  altered  was  now  the  aspect  of  the  once 
loved  spot! — the  associations  of  whicb^  seen 
through  the  clear  waves  of  time,  seemed  dis- 
tinctly beautiful^  enhanced  by  their  translucent 
brightness.  The  scent  of  the  jessamine,  yet 
hanging,  brought  those  days  so  vividly  before 
her,  that  her  heart  sunk  at  the  devastation  now 
carrying  on,  bidding  fair  to  annihilate  such 
reminiscence,  root  and  branch,  in  company  with 
many  of  the  fine  old  trees,  which,  considered  by 
Mr.  Brading  as  forming  a  superfluous  Havenye, 
were  now  in  like  process  of  removal,  to  admit»  at 
he  said,  of  a  finer  prospect.  Other  improve- 
ments  were  being  perpetrated  on  a  still  more 
extensive  scale.  He  also  displayed  to  her  some 
plans  which  he  generally  carried  about  with  him, 
of  ornamental  buildings,  temples,  8tc.»  which  he 
told  her  were  to  raise  their  heads  from  the  midst 
of  groves  and  thickets,  to  g^ve  ''  a  more  fami* 
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mated  character  to  the  scene,"  or  '^  to  pop  up 
unawares''  upon  the  spectator,  with  perchance 
a  monk  or  hermit  mimicking  life  therein.  Tn 
truth,  he  himself  could  not  tell  the  extent  of  the 
additions  and  improvements  daily  occurring  to 
him,  and  growing  out  of  one  another; — they 
seemed  wholly  to  occupy  his  active  energies. 

They  were  soon  joined  by  the  lady  of  the 
domain,  accompanied  by  Madeline,  who  found 
keeping  away  from  any  sort  of  discussion,  a 
matter  beyond  her  philosophy- 
Madeline  was  one  of  those  who,  possessed  of 
few  original  thoughts,  and  no  inherent  genius, 
make  up  for  the  deficiency  by  an  attentive  ob- 
servation of  every  one  else'd,  and  a  faculty  of 
retaining  all  the  sayings,  doings,  and  opinions, 
of  other  people,  which,  with  an  open  disinte- 
restedness highly  commendable,  she  had  no  idea 
of  monopolising  all  to  herself,  but  would  confide 
to  each  individual  she  met,  until  her  mind  could 
gather  fresh  matter  for  the  mutual  edification 
of  herself  and  friend3.     Caring  nothing  for  aV« 
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stract  study,  she  must  hae  early  taken  as  lier  — 

rule   and  guide,    the   maxim   purporting,   that  .^ 

"  the  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man,"  and  F- 

acted  upon  the  same.     Tbusi  the  very  smallest  ^-, 

coDcerus  affecting  her  friends,  neighbours,  couo-  —^^ 

trymen,  and  lovers,  aa  well  as  the  lovers  of  these  ^— - 
previously-named  intimates,  fiUinf;  up,  as  tliey  -^je, 
did,  an  immense  vacancy  in  her  own  mind,  she  ^  a-y 
had  Qo  idea  that  others  should  go  unbenefitted  fS<  fc_| 
by  such  accumulation  of  knowledge;  and  ezpe — — a  ^  - 
rience  having  taught  ber  that  the  nearer  sneH"  — -^  ^^ 
revelauoDS  bit  borne,  the  more  eagerly  tbey  arm—^-,^^^ 
listened  to,  she  &iled  not  to  gratiiy  the  weaJa^EL^^^Sjl 
ness  by  informiDg  each  of  ber  acquaintances,  h^tT  i,p 
turns,  what  the  others  bad  said  or  bintad  of 

tbeui.     To  the  results  of  all  this  she  vaa  p^■^^Mi«^ 
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shared  by  the  unceremonious  informant  of  un- 
flattering details — an  odium  she  so  unsparingly 
heaped  on  others ;  certainly,  the  faults  of  close- 
ness and  reserve  could  not  be  laid  to  her 
charge. 

The  little  lady,  whose  mind  and  talents  we 
have  been  endeavouring  to  describe,  now  ad- 
vanced up  the  lawn  with  a  degree  of  haste,  dif- 
fering from  her  ordinary  movements,  which  were 
characterised  by  a  meandering  measured  dig- 
nity, partaking  of  a  waddle;  therefore,  her  pre- 
sent celerity  plainly  advertised  those  accustomed 
to  her  modes  of  action,  that  she  was  either 
about  to  communicate  a  piece  of  intelligence,  or 
was  on  the  tiptoe  of  expectation  about  some- 
thing to  be  communicated.  The  first  proved  to 
be  the  case ;  as  it  was  soon  perceptible  that  she 
held  a  letter  in  her  hand,  and  presenting  it  to 
Rosalie  with  great  impressment,  told  her  she 
had  better  open  it  imme^tely,  as  the  bearer 
wiuted  for  an  answer. 

Madeline's  inquisitive  disposition  it  was  that 


Iier  philanthropy,  which  thus  fell  out; 
been  occupying  her  very  usual  post  by  a 
commanding  the  avenue  leading  to  the 
order  that  if  anythiDg,  or  anybody  did  ai 
might  be  properly  informed  of  tbe  & 
she  had  perceived  the  mounted  groom 
tbe  Sunderland  Uvery,  and  was  booi 
road  to  inquiry,  respecting  any  note  or 
of  which  she  rightly  conjectured  he  mi 
bearer,  forbearing,  for  the  present,  any 
tion  to  her  sisters  of  the  cTent,  lest  thi 
that  would  be  sure  to  ensue,  should  pr 
properly  diving  into  tbe  affair.  She  « 
what  disappointed  on  guning  poasesui 
note  to  nerceiTe.  bv  the  BUDerscrintion, 
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^^  tbat  this  would  be  fruitless  as  well  as  un- 

^^^^Siiifiedy  she  contented  herself  by  takbg  and 

Pi'^SCDting  the  note  and  awaiting  the  denoue- 

^^^tf.     She  gave  the  history  of  its  coming, 

^iDitting  fonnal  mention  of  her  previous  im- 

Pulaes,  though  she  uttered  divers  wonderments 

^^d  conjectures,  whilst  Rosalie  pursued  her  dis- 

I^^tches;  for  she  perceived  the  envelope  contained 

'o^  one  of  which,  to  Madeline's  unspeakable 

Taction,  she  handed  to  Mrs.  Brading.     The 

in  lady  Sunderland's  hands  was  as  followg, 

was  as  surprising  to    Rosalie  as  to  the 

^'^^Jings  themselves : — 

•^T  Dear  Young  Friend,  (if  such  you 
will  permit  me  to  call  you) 

**  Our  previous  acquaintance,  which  made  me 

d^rous  of  seeing  you  amongst  us  at  the  Hall, 

^^duces  me  now  to  write  to  you,  as  I  am  anxious 

^  find  you  all  at  home,  to  know  whether  it  will 

'^Hectly  suit  your  friends  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brading, 
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to  receive  as  to-morrow  for  a  momiag  vinL 
Present  our  compliments,  and  be  so  kind  as  to 
inform  them,  unavoidable  circumatanoee  alote 
have  hitherto  prevented  our  doing  ouraelves  thai 
honour.  Anastaaia  and  Caroline  denre  to  be 
most  kindly  remembered,  and  hoping  to  find  joa 
in  your  usual  charming  spirits, 

''  I  am,  my  dear  young  Friend, 

^  Your's,  &c,  &&, 

''  AaM  ASTASIA  GeORGINA  SuVOBftLAMB**' 

« 

**  P.S. — ^Your  finend,  Mrs.  Percy,  intends  ac- 
companying us.'' 

^'Sunderland  HM,  Friday:" 


A  hasty  note  from  Dorothy  aooompsniad  ibis 
unexpected,  cordially-condescending  mianTO  of 
Lady  Sunderland^  wherein  she  hinted  at  some 
particular  request  to  be  preferred  to  Rosalie^  as 
the  object  of  the  vimt,  evidently  lading  tine  fiir  * 
any  further  particularsy  and  merely  intareatbg  ' 
Rosalie  not  to  refuse  her  compliancy,  treslfa^  ' 
veiy  soon  to  see  her  at  tbe  Hallt  fte.    All  tUs  f: 
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was  very  pozsling  and  very  mysterious.  Mrs. 
Bradiog  eyidenUy  thought  so  too,  oa  the  matter 
of  the  visit.  With  regard  to  this  lady,  bowevert 
although  former  asperities  of  feeling  were 
merged  in  satisfaction  at  the  unexpected  pro- 
spectj  yet,  hsr  almost  scornful  disregard  and 
display  of  indifference  whenever  the  Sunder- 
lands  had  before  chanced  to  be  made  a  topic  of 
conversation,  together  with  her  oft-repeated  dis- 
tastes to  theirs,  or  any  other  society,  except  that 
offering  the  sweet  communion  of  soul  with  soul, 
had  been  made  so  elaborately  apparent  to  her 
guest,  thjit  she  deemed  it  now  indispensable  to 
appear  less  interested  than  she  really  was,  and 
in  fact,  to  assume  a  becoming  unconcern  about 
the  matter. 

^'  My  dear  Miss  de  Courcy,"  she  commenced, 
under  the  idea  that  it  was  highly  requisite  to 
begin  by  throwing  in  some  slight  fragile  objec- 
tion, **  to-morrow,  I  imagine,  will  hardly  suit  us, 
as  you  and  the  girls  have  all  decided  to  pay  a  visit 
to  the  old  abbey,  in  which  case,  perhaps " 
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**  Oh ! "  interrupted  Madeline*  **  that  is  hot  of 
the  least  consequence,  as  we  intend  settiiig  off 
directly  after  breakfast ;  and  as  I  know  Lidy 
Snnderland  never  drives  oOt  till  afker  InniBhtoD, 
she  cannot  possibly  be  here  till  between  three 
and  four,  for  they  do  not  lunch  till  twO|  and  so 
I  will  be  oiF  and  prepare  the  writing  materials;** 
and  away  bustled  Madeline,  anxious  to  be  the 
first  enlightener  of  the  rest  of  the  household  of 
what  they  were  yet  in  such  pitiable  ignoifatice 
about.  Mrs.  Brading,  it  may  be  imagined,  did 
not  raise  any  hindrances  so  serious,  but  thai  they 
were  quickly  overruled  by  othehi,  or  by  heridf 
and  Richard,  who  was  of  coarse  called  into 
council, — displayed,  indeed,  a  few  airs  and  gite- 
tures  of  grimacing  contempt,  but  finally  signified, 
or  shrugged  his  acquiescence  in  die  anwngeitfdnL 
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CHAPTER  II. 

^'  Hope  is  a  lorer's  staff ;  walk  hence  with  that,  and  manage 
it  against  despairing  thoughts." — Shakbsfsrb. 

**  Koir  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  ladj.*' — Iain. 


The  numerous  occurrences  of  the  day  upon 
which  we  last  saw  our  heroine,  and  him  who 
would  fain  have  enacted  the  part  of  hero^  were 
appropriately  wound  up  by  the  most  important 
event  that  could  have  transpired  to  the  family  of 
Sunderland, — an  event,  too^  which  long  hoped 
for,  and  hailed  with  general  rejoicing,  proved  of 

VOL.  II.  D 
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more  singular  importance  tbaD  was  quite 
oned  upon.     Notwithstanding)  the  engroiiiDg 
interest  of  the  arriyal,  it  did  not  prerent  the 
occasional  utterance  {par  parenthesit)  in  the 
intervals  of  the  great  exhaustleas  theme  daring 
the  ladies'  after-dinner  condaTe— of  Tarions 
wonderments  and  sunnises,  and  anndrj  oonjee* 
turings  in  reference  to  the  non-appearance  of 
poor  Dora>  who,  after  all  that  had  pamedj  found 
joining  the  party  on  that  eveiung  an  effort  be- 
yond her  powers.    Piercie  who,  as  nanalt  waa 
the  first  to  ipake  his  appearance  amoogit  ihe^y. 
was  questioned  and  cros8*questioned,  concerniog 
the  manner  of  their  meeting  with  Qareodony  to 
very  little  purpose.    He  proved  as  provokingly 
dull  and  impracticable  to  all  ^proaehee  tovardv 
a  confidential  tone,  from  either  of  his  sistem^  m 
short,  not  to  say,  mystifying  in  his  awvefs.  to- 
their  so  numerous  queries.    Carblinei  tO,besiv%4 
quite  satisfied  about  the  progress  of  her  sk^^i 
did  not  give  herself  very  mndi  more  eoqepro 
about  the  matter.    It  was  her  perfect  idf^igippe^ 
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ciation,  that  ui^er  almost  any  circumstances^ 
preserved  a  serene  placidity  to  her  mind,  as  to 
her  featuresi  many  might  have  envied.  It  saved 
her  from  the  suspicious^  rankling  doubts  and 
uneasiness  which  oft  assembling,  as  on  the  pre- 
sent, occasion,  in  the  expression  of  her  sister's 
countenance,  combined  to  form  far  from  a  pre- 
possessing, pleasing  picture.  Disappointment, 
too,  with  regard  to  her  piquante  scheme  of  sur- 
prising Dora,  and  enjoying  her  embarrassment, 
just,  too,  when  circumstances  had  seemed  com- 
bined to  favour  the  design,  might  have  added  to 
her  present  chagrin. 

A  deep  shade  was  also  visible  on  Clarendon's 
expressive  face. 

When  Reginald  Sefton  spoke,  every  one  lis- 
tened  with  eager  interest ;  he  spoke  not  very 
much,  but  there  was  a  grace — a  charm  in  all 
he  said ;  and  wh^rtever  he  let  fall  by  way  of  com* 
meat  or  opinion,  all  seemed  to  follow  Frederick's 
example  in  expressed  or  silent  manifestations  of 
applause — or  Delany's,  in  acquiescence  to  all  he 

d2 
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thought  fit  to  advance.  In  interest,  and  de-' 
vouring  attention.  Clarendon  was  behind  none 
of  the  rest,  but  nothing  the  least  approaching  to 
this  applauding  mania  was  yisible  in  him ;  and  if 
be  condescended  to  speak  at  all,  it  appeared  aa 
though  it  was  to  afibrd  a  contrast  by  bis  abmpt- 
ness,  to  the  high-bred  deliberation,  the  onniffled 
smoothness  of  the  new  arriver,  or  pointedly  to 
disagree  with  some  sentiment  or  opinion  to 
which  he  had  given  utterance.  His  mind  waSi  in 
the  mean  time,  a  chaos  of  doubt  and  8a8|nd<m; 
and  his  glance  darted  about  firom  one  to  the 
other,  as  if  it  would  pierce  to  the  hearts  of  all 
present,  and  detect  amongst  them  the  mischie- 
vous author  or  authors  of  the  Abbey  surprise,  if 
haply  they  were  of  the  Hall  party.  Could 
Delany,  be  thought,  in  retaliation  for  a  dy 
sarcasm,  or  so,  hurled  at  him,  against  which  the 
texture  of  bis  pericranium  bad,  at  that  time^ 
seemed  to  render  him  proof, — could  he  hare  been 
one  of  the  perpetrators  of  the  conspiracy  T — ^he 
could  not  have  devised,  though  he  might  have 
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been  an  instniment  in  the  plot.  His  thoughts 
glanced  upon  the  Sunderlands.  Lady  Sunder- 
landy  so  evidently  averse  to  his  breaking  away 
from  her  morning  party, — might  she  not  for  his 
equally  evident,  and  very  uncomplimentary  de- 
terminatioa  not  to  be  detained,  have  —  ? — but, 
oo !  it  was  not  probable  she  would  have  lent  her 
countenance  to  so  palpable  a  plot.  Ordinary 
little  manoeuvres,  maternal  and  otherwise,  seion 
les  regies  of  polite  life,  were  very  well ;  but  such 
a  hobgoblin  conspiracy  as  this  was  clearly  out  of 
lier  way 9 — and  he  could  not  suspect,  beyond  the 
first  instant,  so  unimpeacbably,  so  ^xaltedly  pro* 
prietous  a  lady  of  such  melo-dcamatic  contri- 
vances. Her  eldest  daughter,  who  so  often,  to  her 
tnotber^s  ineKpressible  ^iistress  and  consterna- 
tion, set  all  the  conveyances  at  defiance,  was  a 
«nore  probable  originator  of  the  plot ;  but  that 
Delany  was  an  agent  in  the  affair,  when  he 
looked  at  him,  and  marked  the  ineffable  inanity 
there  seated,  he  accused  his  own  want  of  per- 
i6e]^on  in  the  suspicion.     It  was  absurd  to  fancy 
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any  one,  even  Caroline  herself,  could  have  spi- 
rited him  to  the  perpetration  of  anything  what- 
ever requiring  effort  of  either  mind  or  body.  In 
fact,  he  racked  his  brain  (and  it  was  a  fertile 
one)  but  in  vain  ;  no  cranny  of  light  appeared 
to  help  him  to  a  solution  of  the  mystery.  Then 
again,  his  thoughts  reverted  back  whence  they 
had  set  out,  upon  the  lady  of  his  love ;  and  he 
more  than  ever  determined  to  stay  and  fathom 
all  that  was  dark  and  mysterious^  in  which  she 
was  in  any  way  involved.  As  he  thought  upon 
its  inscrutability,  and  reflected,  and  thought,  and 
doubted,  agsun  and  again,  the  very  air  seemed 
to  become  dense  and  oppressive,  as  bis  own  thick 
coming  fancies;  and  he  determined  to  steal  out 
in  the  pale,  calm  moonlight,  which  had  succeeded 
the  storm,  in  hopes  to  clear  his  burning  thoughts, 
and  still  his  throbbing  brain,  and  reflect  at  better 
leisure  upon  all  that  had  occurred,  when  he 
suddenly  found  himself  arrested  half  way  in  his 
intention,  and  setting  to  work  with  set  teeth  and 
rigid  features,  to  scrutinise  the  two  new  comer& 
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For  Frederick,  he  was  soon  passed  over,  as  his 
present  scrutiniser  found  no  reason  to  change 
the  opinion  he  had  always  entertdned  of  him, 
as  careful  of  all  he  did  and  said,  coupled  with 
the  old  assumption  of  indifference,  as  pompously 
empty,  and  more  conceited  than  ever,  with  the 
extra  addition  of  vertu  and  finery^  and  such 
travelled  stuff:  such  was  all  the  mental  comment 
he  deigned  to  pass  on  the  self-satisfied  heir  of 
the  house  of  Sunderland,  except  that  his  pre- 
sent idol  and  model  (the  successor  of  several 
others,  whom  he  conceived  to  be  fashion^s  glass) 
was  his  companion,  Re^nald  Sefton.  Upon 
this  individual  his  remarks  were  more  di£[\ise — 
his  attention  more  undivided.  In  the  midst  of 
his  own  peculiar  reflections,  he  had  allowed 
scarcely  a  word  of  the  newly^-caged  lion  to  escape 
him,  and  stood  now  with  his  gaze  conspicuously 
fastened  upon  him,  as  though  he  would  devour 
each  word  and  tone.  The  jaundiced  medium 
through  which  he  chose  to  regard  him,  would 
hardly  have  allowed  him  to  feel  charmed,  or 
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fiurprised,  though  the  object  of  his  animadfer^ 
sions  had  roared  as  any  nightiogale;  and  he 
consequeotly  determined  in  bit  own  mind^  that 
neither  in  Reginald  Sefton  had  be  obaenred  any*- 
thing  that  could,  or  should  induce  him  to  swerte 
in  the  smallest  degree  from  the  idea  he  had 
previously  conceived  of  him — a  portrait  sketch 
from  report,  and  filled  up  by  imagination* 
Having  thus  made  up  his  mind  to  the  unerring 
justness  of  his  prescience^  be  stalked  out  of  the 
room  consoled  by  the  reflection  *  * 

The  dramatic  preparations  at  the  Hall  now 
went  on  swimmingly  since  the  arrival  of  the  two 
important  recruits  and  tbe  Percys:,  characters 
were  at  once  tendered,  and  knotty  questiona 
propounded  to  them. 

Either  of  the  heroes  were  of  course  prosaed 
upon  Sefton,  who  chose  tbe  older  part  of  Ifoiler 
Walter ;  while  Frederick  referred  everything  to 
Sefton,  whose  recommendation  was  wiih  him  a 
sine  qUa  nan.  Lady  Sunderland  suggested  Sir, 
JTumas  Clifford^  but  Seftoa  having  previously 
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advised  Lord  Tinsel^  he,  with  solemn  formality, 
signified  his  intention  of  undertaking  the  part. 
Delany,  being  present  at  the  discussion,  re- 
marked, with  an  efibrt  of  memory  surprising  to 
them  all,  that  he — aw — "  thought  the  part  of 
that  nobleman  had  been  assigned  to  him  ;*'  but, 
upon  Anastasia  advising  him  to  the  contrary, 
and  his  finding  out  for  himself  that  he  should 
have  less  to  encumber  his  memory  withal  in  the 
part  of  Wilford — a  written  copy  of  which  she 
dexterou^y  substituted  for  the  old  part  which 
Caroline  had  promised  to  take  care  of  for  him 
— ^he  consented  to  take  the  character  of  the 
supposed  Earl  of  Rochedale,  Hitherto  all  had 
proceeded  smoothly,  the  corps  dramatique  having 
come  pretty  amicably  into  each  others*  views — 
an  accomodatory  state  of  things,  rarely  to  be 
met  with  amongst  a  set  of  amateurs  in  any  art 
or  science.  Yet,  notwithstanding  this  exceeding 
graciousness,  there  was  some  difiiculty  in  filling 
up  the  minor  characters :   as  is  usual,  numerous 

o5 
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were  tbe  performers  whose  genius  eiacUy  fitted 
them  for  Romeos,  Benedicts,  and  Capiam  Abto- 
lutes;  yet,  for  mere  nobleman -— imaqHring 
citizens — ineloquent  gentlemen,  and  UBloqnaci- 
ous^  well-behaved  gentlemen's  gentlemen^  it  was 
astonishing  how  every  one  found  iheir  modeal 
excellence  out  of  the  range  of  his  geoiasy  and 
altogether  unsuited  to  the  peculiar  direction  of 
bis  talents. 

Singular  enough,  the  bero-Iorer  of  the 
play  was  yet  unappropriated.  Clarendon  and 
Sefton  had  chosen  for  themselves  characters  of 
more  point  and  originality — the  one  for  its 
quaintness  and  whimsicality!  the  other  because 
he  probably  thought  it  suited  him  best.  Anastasia 
bad  found  an  exception  since  this  to  every  other 
candidate  ofTering  himself  for  the  high-minded 
iSvr  Tliomas. 

At  length,  Professor  Percy,  a  learned,  but 
awfully  pedantic  person,  who  had  really  gained 
sufficient  name  and  importance  in  both  the 
literary  and  scientific  worlds,  to  have  permitted 
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himself  to  go  through  society  simply  and  unpre- 
tendingly, without  the  slightest  necessity  of  as- 
suming what  was  so  universally  conceded  him, 
had  he  not  thought  it  incumbent  upon  him  to 
assume  a  very  opposite  deportment;  at  length 
did  this  overwhelming  individual  step  forward, 
and  with  the  utmost  gravity,  and  a  ponderous 
condescension,  quite  petrifying,  good-naturedly 
offer  himself  for  the  part  of  the  interesting  young 
baronet.  Every  one  was  taken  by  surprise, 
scarcely  knowing  whether  to  take  the  proposal 
in  jest  or  earnest ;  and  it  was  at  first  succeeded 
by  a  dead  silence,  until  Francis  Melville,  who 
happened  to  be  aware  that  jokes  were  entirely 
out  of  the  range  of  his  learned  friend's  philosophy, 
and  observing  Anastasia's  look  of  despair  at  the 
idea  of  such  an  hero,  quietly  deprecated  the 
notion  of  his  putting  himself  so  out  of  the  way, 
for  the  sake  of  obliging  them,  thanking  him,  in 
the  meantime,  with  perfect  good  faith,  for  his 
very  great  condescension,  in  which  he  was  joined 
by  the  rest  of  the  party,  who  now  loaded  tho 
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Professor  with  thanks^  and  even  eiaggented 
Frank's  acknowledgments. 

There  seemed>  boweyer,  small  chanoe  of  anj 
alternative  to  accepting  the-  serrioeB  of  ilas 
somewhat  advanced  hero,  who  DOKt  ammd 
them,  with  an  impressive  obligingneM  thfy  all 
felt,  that  the  rest  of  the  party  appearing  so  qh- 
accomodatingly  backward  in  offering  their  aervioea 
to  fill  up  the  important  hiatus,  (a  aUgbt  ndaap- 
prehension  by  the  way,)^  had  induced  bim  to 
come  forward  for  the  purpose  of  helping  tbem 
out  of  their  difficulty,  of  which,  bad  be  been 
made  previously  aware,  they  should  not  so  long 
have  remuned  in  suspense ;  however,  bis  lervioeit 
should  they  require  them,  were  at  tbdr  ffispoaal 
— this  they  could  settle  amongst  tbemadvea  ■ 
saying  which,  in  order  to  leave  tbem  to  aoch 
consultation,  he  made  a  very  dignified  exit 

Upon  his  departure,  Anastaoa  threw  herself 
into  a  chair  with  a  groan,  and  observedy ''  ibat  if 
they  did  not  decide  to  accept  Percy's  oflbr^  die 
supposed  they  must  perforce  conriga  tho  pact 
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^^  that  still  more  formal  absurdity,  Stephen 
Stuart  The  question  was,  which  should  she 
decide,  upon  as  she  had  been  forced  (looking 
towai^  Clarendon)  into  the  ridiculous  alter- 
native ?  '• 

**  Oh !  the  Percy,  the  Percy,  by  all  means," 
*^pUed  Sefton. 

^  Absurd !  Ridiculous ! "  exclaimed  Clarendon . 

*  l)eclamation  i%  we  all  know,  his  element," 

*^ded  Sefton,  regarding  Clarendon  with  gentle- 

^^Ij  forbearance  ;  "  it  must  come  so  naturally 

to  !*• 

'^^m.    Does  he  not  always  seem  to  be  aiming 

*^  ^o^e  startling  effect  ?" 

I  agree  with  you,"  said  Frederick. 

"Ves — ^a — yes,  it  is  so,"  murmured  Delany. 

And  for  action,"  continued  Sefton;  ^^what 

^^tiYc  specimens  are  we  not  always  witnessing!" 

^    lie  directed  his  glance  towards  the  door, 

*^Ugh  which  the  would-be  Sir  Thomas  had 

*^*^  x^treated ;  upon  which.  Clarendon,  who  was 

^^Smning  to  look  a  little  fierce,  and  becoming 

^'^are  of  it,  as  well  as  of  the  absurdity  of  personal 
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appropriation,  walked  away,  while  Sefton  went 
on ; — "  and  for  expressive  looksj  Mitt  Stmdtf^ 
land " 

''  Expressive  looks ! "  demanded  AnattariA, 
starting,  ^*  whose  expressive  looks — Mr.  CShren*- 
don's  ?  "  and  she  laughed  her  shortf  sharp  laugh. 

*^  We  are  discussing  the  Profettor't  merits,*' 
remarked  Sefton,  gravely. 

^^  His  looks !  I  should  contra^stiDgaith  them 
as  theatrical  grimaces,"  cried  Ana8tana»  unoon* 
sciously  exemplifying  in  her  own  glance  of  scorn 
and  chagrin,  a  specimen  of  the  peculiar  con- 
formation of  feature  to  which  she  had  alloded. 

''  Now,  I  should  think,"  remarked  Isabel, 
sotto  voce,  to  her  brother,  **  that  as  Mr.  Percj  is 
always  to  be  found  in  the  library,  or  met  in  the 
grounds,  with  some  dead  langoage  book,  the 
studious  Modus  would  best  suit  him ;  and  Mr. 
Clarendon,  would  he  not  make  *  beantifinl  Sir 
Thomas  ?" 

Anastasia  bestowed  upon  her  livdy  little  oouiii 
the  first  glance  of  approbation  she   had  yet 
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vouchsafed  her.  Caroline  seemed  less  to  relish 
the  suggested  substitution ;  but,  while  Sefton 
was  magnanimously  uttering  his  approval  of  it, 
and  showing  forth  Clarendon's  fitness  for  the 
part,  ere  Frederick  and  Delany  had  finished 
agreeing  to  what  he  said.  Clarendon  was  disco- 
vered to  have  seceded  from  the  discussion,  and 
was  no  where  to  be  found. 

In  this  dilemma,  who  should  next  come  to  their 
relief  but  Frederick,  who  all  at  once  spoke  of  his 
own  accord ;  and  after  a  few  mysterious  and  con- 
sequential preliminaries  informed  them  all,  and 
Anastasia  in  particular,  that  he  had  something 
to  propose,  which  he  fancied  would  be  to  the 
universal  satisfaction.  This  it  was: — he  was 
every  day  expecting  the  coming  of  another 
friend  of  his,  who  he  was  convinced  would  be 
the  very  person  for  them,  should  they  be  able  to 
prevail  upon  him  to  agree  to  their  wishes.  A 
friend?  who  was  he?  where  was  he  to  come 
from  ?  when  would  he  come  ?  what  was  hi& 
name?    his  family — his 
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Frederick  cut  short  these  multiform  inqairiei 
by  informing  them  he  was  a  young  Iriih  baronet^ 
lately  come  into  his  title  and  estate. 

Was  he  handsome  ?  Frederid^  bdieved  he  was 
so  considered.  Rich  ?  He  supposed  so.  Clefer^ 
and  above  all,  theatrically  talented?  and  was  he 
coming  soon?  Frederick  thought  so— perhaps 
to-morrow.  This  was  to  the  purpose;  and  as 
much  as  they  could  have  expected  to  eztraet 
from  so  magnificently  uncommunieatiTe  a  gentle- 
man. But  Frederick  deigned  at  length»  and 
again  of  his  own  accord,  further  to  inform  ibem, 
that  he  thought  the  gentleman  in  question  was 
not  altogether  a  stranger  to  most  of  them.  Thej 
gathered  at  length,  after  more  and  repeated 
inquiries,  that  he  had  previously  been  aeqoainted 
with  their  family,  at  a  time  when  the  two  yonng 
ladies  had  scarcely  emerged  from  the  sehool- 
room,  but  had  been  more  especially  intimate 
with  the  family  of  Mr.  and  Miss  MelTille^  and 
also  with  his  friend  Sefton.  Since  that  time^ 
be  had  been  residing  for  the  last  few  years  ia 
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Ireland,  of  which  country  he  was  a  native,  and 
where  all  his  family  lived.  There  he  had  come 
suddenly  into  the  title  and  estate  of  his  uncle,  Sir 
Patrick  Tracy,  to  which  honours  he  had  then 
but  slight  expectation  of  ever  succeeding,  as  there 
were  his  uncle  and  one  or  two  sons  living  between 
him  and  the  title :  both  uncle  and  cousins  had 
since  died  to  make  way  from  him,  and  their 
former  acquaintance,  erst  known  as  plain  Mr. 
Edmond  Tracy,  with  but  little  other  patrimony, 
and  few  possessions  save  his  handsome  person 
and  his  Irish  wits,  would  now  make  his  appear- 
ance amongst  them,  as  Sir  Edmond  Tracy,  of 
Rugleskelty,  county  of  Cork,  Baronet:  that 
very  Tracy,  in  fact,  it  was,  whom  they  had 
heard  Sefton  and  himself  advert  to  incidentally 
as  having  met  with  during  their  stay  in  London, 
who,  it  seemed  had  consented  to  pay  them  a 
visit  at  the  Hall,  and  might,  perhaps,  become 
their  neighbour  at  no  very  distant  time. 

Some  other  particulars  concerning  this  re- 
newed acquaintance,  Frederick,  by  degrees,  sub^ 
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lequently  condescended  to  impart,  of  which  ito 
reader  will  at  8ome  time  or  other  beocHM  oogni"- 
aant,  should  it  be  necessary  to  the  defdcqunent 
of  the  story. 

Great  was  Piercie  Sunderland's  surpriae,  when. 
in  due  time,  the  now  important  aoeesaim  to  their 
party  arrived  the  next  day,  to  behold  in  this 
very  Sir  Edmond,  the  equestrian  of  the  wood, 
upon  whose  manner  and  deportment  he  had  been 
so  severely  critical  after  their  accidental  enoonn- 
ter  with  him  during  their  Abbey   eieoniaiL 
Isabel,  who  had  been  informed  by  her  aialer  of 
his  identity,  greatly  enjoyed  I^ercie'a  amaio- 
ment,  as  he  stood  in  speechless  wonder  by,  wlnle 
the  handsome  and  graceful  stranger,  who  made 
upon  nearly  all  the  present  party  an  instan- 
taneously  favourable  impression,  and  almoit  Ud 
fair  to  rival  the  exclusive  Seftoo  in  their  admirar 
tion»  after  greeting  those  he  knew,  and  making 
his  obeisance  to  the  rest,  with  a  cardeas  graoe, 
turned,  with  a  smile,  towards  the  wonder-atrack 
boy,  exdaiming,  '<  Ah !  my  yonthftd  Sqnire  of 
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Dainesy  are  you  there  ?  may  your  shadow  ne?er 
be  less!" 

"  Nor  your  impertinence  greater,"  muttered 
the  offended  Piercie,  while  Tracy,  turning  to 
Dora,  said  to  her  in  a  lower  voice,  '^  Did  not 
I  remark  at  our  last  meeting,  there  were  more 
mistakes  than  one, — has  not  time  developed 
several?"  he  continued,  with  a  meaning  glance, 
*'  well,  each  dog  has  his  day." 

*^  So  I  hear.  Sir  Edmond,  we  are  likely  to 
have  you  for  a  neighbour,  said  Lady  Sunderland 
to  him,  **  we  are  led  to  understand  you  are  about 
becoming  possessor  of  Ripplestone ;  it  is  really 

80?" 

*'  I  have  almost  decided  to  rent  the  place  for 
a  few  seasons,  to  serve  as  a  shooting-box,"  he 
answered,  ''  as  I  imagine  the  management  of 
Ruggleskelty  will  for  a  while,  claim  enough  of 
my  time  and  attention  to  detain  me  in  her 
Majesty's  dominions." 

**  Pray,  Sir  Edmond,"  said  Caroline  gently. 
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"  where  have  you  left  Miss  Tracy,  yonr  young 
sister^  whom  we  hear  is  so  charming?" 

<<  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  he  hastily,  and  interrogap 
tively. 

'<  Yes/'  she  continued.  '<  You  do  not  know 
how  long  Frederick  and  Mr.  Sefton  kept  dia» 
appointing  us,  time  after  time,  when  we  expected  * 
them  down,  and  how  anxious  Anastana  became 
at  last,  lest  the  play  should  never  be  performed 
at  all ;  and  now  they  have  come,  how  difficult  it 
has  been  to  discover  any  good  and  soffident 
excuse  for  their  non-appearance^  at  sobh  *  acfr- 
son  too,"  she  added  shuddering.  ''I  annreyoa 
they  quite  tired  us  out ;  but  at  lastf  do  yoa  know 
from  all  we  have  gathered,  we  have  oome  to  the 
determination,  that — that — what  was  it  yon  laid 
you  suspected  about  spells,  Isabel  ? — oh !  we  have 
concluded  they  must  both  have  fiillen  deqperalBly. 
in  love  with  Miss  Tracy,  and  I  beard  Fred,  or 
Mr.  Sefton,  I  forget  which,  say" — ^what  it 
t|iey  were  not  destined  to  know* 
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Frederick,  recovering  from  his  surprise,  at 
this  long  unvarnished  statement,  heroically  ex- 
claimed,— 

**  You  have  found  at  least  a  very  fair  excuse 
for  us,  Caroline ;  when  Sir  Edmond  has  once 
settled  about  Ripplestone,  I  know  he  will  not 
refuse  to  this  dull  region  the  accession  of  Miss 
Tracy's  charming  society/' 

**  How  very  delightful ! "  was  echoed  on  all 
sides.  **  When  are  you  going  to  bring  her^  Sir 
Edmond  ?  " 

''Are  we  to  understand  then,"  said  Lady 
Sunderland,  never  particularly  relishing  con- 
versation about  charming  young  ladies — those 
young  ladies  not  being  her  own  daughters. 
''Are  we  to  conclude  from  what  you  have 
been  saying,  that  you  prefer  a  continental 
residence  ?  " 

"  Who  does  not,"  rejoined  Frederick,  "none 
I  can  imagine,  having  had  full  opportunity  of 
making  the  comparison." 

"  Certainly  not,"  responded  Delany. 
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'^What  can  you  mean  Detanyf  adied 
Caroline,  reproachfully. 

A  little  scene  of  moving  pathof  aad  heritlib* 
tions  here  ensued. 

'^  There  is,  indeed,  a  great  diflRmnioe  brtwaen 
the  best  society  abroad,  and  the  geoaral  in- 

r 

sipidity  to  be  met  with  at  homei"  remnked* 
Sefton. 

^'  To  be  sure  there  is,"  said  Frederick. 

**  Certainly — a — yes,''  chimed  in  Debny. 

"  The  exceptions  to  which  insipidity^  eepeei^ 
ally  when  encountered  in  Ae  penons  of  o^r 
fair  countrywomen,  who,  without  doabC^  em 
the  fairest  of  the  fair,'' added  Sefton,  "teeome 
doubly  enchanting  from  the  rare  eombimr 
tion  it  affords  with  the  graces  peculieify  their 
own." 

'^  To  be  sure — ^it  is  exactly  so,**  said  Deluiy.^ 

**  You  really  think  so,  TMnnj/*  nmpeiM 
Caroline. 

Who  amongst  the  feir  ones  preaent  dtd^noii 
feel  that  the  last  uttered  opinions  ande  loq^ 


.   <cJ\ 


TH]B    RULING    PASSION.  71 

amends  for  the  invidious  sentiments  of  former 
assertions.  All  had  sufficient  complacency  to 
appropriate  to  themselves  that  last  sofl  drop, 
of  Which  one  would  have  imagined  Seflton  to 
have  despoiled  the  Hybla  bees — so  lubricating 
was  its  general  effect,  after  the  uncomplimen- 
tary admission  of  continental  superiority  which 
had  seemed  the  order  of  the  day.  They  felt, 
(oo,  the  truth  of  the  sentiment  with  which  it 
was  coupled^  that  all  things  are  enhanced  by 
their  rareness ;  for  of  such  a  nature  were  soft 
speeches  from  Reginald  Sefton. 

**  What  the  devil  does  he  mean  !  '*  thought 
Frederick  ;  soon,  however  dismissing  the  sub- 
ject from  his  thoughts. 

Others  there  were  who  longer  wondered  at 
his  words,  and  puzzled  over  their  meaning. 

''Ah!'*  said  Sir  Edmond,  returning  to  thd 
charge,  "  there's  nothing  in  the  world  like 
foreign  customs,  foreign  wines,  and  foreign 
modes  of  life.     The  ladies  are  charming  all 
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over  the  world ;  but  for  the  rest,  don't  we  til 
aim  at  copying  foreign  doings  ? '' 

**  Clumsy  imitations  at  best/'  sapiently  re* 
marked  Frederick;  <<  who  can  compare  Eoglish 
and  Foreign  Society  ?  " 

*^  N'one^  I  should  fancy,  but  those  who  delight 
in  the  superficial  warmth,  and  hollow  seoee- 
lessness  of  Irish/'  murmured  Clarendon.  ''  At 
for  foreign  customs/'  continued  he»  ''we  all 
know  how  far  they  are  assumed  by  our  country*^ 
men  abroad.  What  Enghshman  but  ctrriet  hit 
own  into  every  country  under  the  tan;  the 
difference  being,  that  when  abroad  be  hat  more 
room,  or  takes  more,  to  be  disagreeable;  end 
then  on  his  return,  how  edifying  to  hear  htm 
rave  about  modes  and  habits  he  never  (ell  into 
when  away!" 

Clarendon's  remark  might  ht^e  had  more 
novelty  to  recommend  it,  but  the  indignant  con- 
tempt with  which^  as  may  have  been  remarked^ 
he  had  lately  suffered  himself  to  be  overwhelmed 
on  occasions,  blunted  all  other  thooghtt. 


■■* 


%-flB   RUtlNG    PASSrON. 


73 


CHAPTER  III. 

"  Come  hither,  boy ;  if  ever  thou  shall  love, 

In  the  sweet  pangs  of  it  remember  me  ; 

For  sQch  as  I  am  all  true  lorers  are ; 

Mislaid  and  skittish  in  all  motions  else, 

Save  in  (he  constant  image  of  the  creature  that  is  beloved.** 

Shakbsfbars. 


^*  I  SEE,  Mn  Clarendon,"  observed  Sefton  to 
him  gravely,  during  the  evening,  '^Man  delights 
not  you ! " 

*'  No !  nor  woman  either;"  said  a  voice  be- 
hind, which  proved  to  be  Piercie's. 

*'  No  !  nor  children ;"  retorted  the  annoyed 
Clarendon. 
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"But  here,"  said  the  boy  coaxingly,  "are 
just  arrived  troops  of  such  well-behaved  indi- 
viduals, that  ihey  must  content  you.  Do  come 
up  by  the  window,  and  look  ove?  them  nitJi 
us  "  and  Clarendon,  ashamed  of  his  unwonted 
petti:«hness,  adjourned  with  his  youthful  friend, 
to  witness  bis  display  of  the  treasurec,  in  the 
shape  of  some  fine  prints,  newly  arrived  from 
London,  and  from  abroad. 

Sir  Edmond  was  holding  at  arm's  length  a 
beautiful  engraving  from  a  picture  by  Martin, 
in  illustration  of  the  ballad  of  "  Edwin  and 
Angelina,"  representing  the  meeting  of  the  jiair 
at  the  hermitage — a  wild,  sohtary  scene  sur- 
rounding, "  A  true  poem  that,"  eald  he,  and 
gaily  spouted  forth  several  stanzas  of  it,  till  he 
came  to  "  Amongst  the  rest  young  Edwin  came, 
but  never  talked  of  love  ;"  particularly  beauti- 
ful— that  line; — such  truth — such  pathos! — is 
it  not  so,  Miss  Melville  ?  "  asked  he,  "  eo  sim- 
ple, impressive,  and  bo  natural! — don't  you 
think  80  ? "  and  he  laughed. 
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Anastasia,  however  she  might  have  been  sur* 
prised  at  his  taste  in  the  selection,  thought  this 
too  good  an  opportunity  for  introducing  the 
dramatic  theme  to  let  any  meaner  matter  inters 
fere.  "  Upon  my  word,  Sir  Edmond,"  she 
began^  "  you  are  a  perfect  docutionist.  I 
shotild  conclude  that  you  had  great  dramatic 
talent,  and  would  be  a  perfect  acquisition  to — " 

*^  Yes !  I  have  played  different  parts  in  my 
time,  and  have  not  been  accounted  a  bad 
actor." 

"  Oh !  I  am  sure  you  are  excellent.  We  are 
attempting  something  of  the  kind,  but  are  really 
in  want  of  a  hero ;  for  lack  of  which  important 
personage,  our  first  play  must  be  thrown  over, 
unless,  a  Sir  Edmond  Tracy  will  come  to  our 
relief." 

"Want  a  hero,"  he  exclaimed, — "an  un- 
common want ! — What !  want  a  hero,  with  so 
many  at  your  command  !  Why !  there's  Mr. 
Clarendon,  to  whom  none  of  the  heroes  of  yore 
could  come  amiss  ;  and  Mr.  Seflton,  too — quite 

£  2 
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a  Valentine  and  Proteus, — and  Mini  IfelviDe 
would  be  Julia  to  the  life ; — ^the  lofe  wounded 
Proteus  and  the  sweet  Julia— Proims^  lir.  Sif- 
ton ;  Julia,  Miss  Melfille — perfect  I  Or,  how 
grand  would  be  be  in  Orsino,  and  Blin  Metf* 
ville  as  Viobtf  the  young  lady  who,  if  I  renoiii» 
ber  rightly,  never  declared  her  pasatoQ !  **  The 
contemptuous  curling  of  Anastaaia'a  lip  bjiono 
means  reminded  Sir  Edmond  that  iho  would 
make  an  excellent  Olivia. 

*^  We  are  not  quite  so  aspiring^^  she  repUedf* 
"  endeavouring  to  smile.  Our  proaont  phj  it 
*  The  Hunchback ;'  we  are  at  a  loM  tot  m  8lt 
Thomae  Gijffbrd,  and  if  you.  Sir  Edaaond,  8lc«, 
&c/'  Sir  Edmond  did  not  reqidra  very  moch 
persuasion^  and  Anastasia  next  ptocaedad  U> 
inform  him  of  their  arrangement^  which  kd 
them  deep  into  a  theatrical  diseimion* 

''  These  illustrations  from  Oray^i  filegy  ap-t 
pear  to  be  very  beautiful/'  said  Sefton^  tahing 
up  one  of  a  Collection,  over  whidi  Dora  mu 
looking,   her  statue-like  head,  aimpU   dm% 
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and  graceful  figure,  as  she  bent  over  them, 
contrasting  with  the  belle  assemblee  like  appear* 
ance  of  the  other  ^*  young  ladies."  Almost  in 
the  same  degree  as  the  solemn  sublimity  of 
the  counterfeit  landscape  upon  which  he  was 
gazing,  with  the  gay,  glittering  room,  with  its 
lights,  mirrors,  and  ormolu;  so  Clarendon 
thought,  as  he  observed  her. 

**  There  is  a  soothing  melancholy  in  that 
elegy,  hackneyed  and  old  though  it  be,"  he 
added,  '^and  these  prints  seem  to  have  pre* 
served  the  character  of  the  poem." 

*'  Yes,  one  hears  the  tinckling  sheep-bell, 
the  last  whistle  of  the  ploughman,  dying  away 
on  the  still  evening  air,  and  seems  left  alone 
with  the  solitary  poet,  hifl  reflections,  and  the 
departing  day,"  said  Dora  at  length,  feeling  it 
necessary  to  say  something  to  break  what 
seemed  the  awkward  pause  that  ensued  ;  "  We 
love  it  perhaps  none  the  less  from  its  association 
with  our  most  early  reminiscences," 
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"  The  less !  oh,  no  !— more— ftr  more  !*  mM 
Se(lon,  abstractedly. 

"  Do  you  not  think,  Mr.  Clareodon,"  the  ciO»- 
tinued  hurriedly,  as  he  now  approached,  "  tbift 
the  lines  aboat  some  '  mute,  inglorioiu  MiltOD/ 
and  '  some  guiltless  Cromwell,*  well  eiprewm 
the  speculations  that  must  ban  oceamd  to 
many  upon  the  noble,  or  baleful-  cfaalitiw,  or 
incipient  talents,  that  may  skinber  peaeefnllj, 
unguessed  o{  l^  die.  world  in  muij  a  bnut, 
for  want  of  being  caHed-  forth-  hy  ojppotliuitf 
into  action." 

"  I  do  not  know,"  said  Sefton,  "thct  Hw 
idea,  which  as  Miss  Melville  remaika,  mnit 
have  occurred  to  many,  is  anywhere  elie  ex- 
pressed so  tersely — so — " 

"  Witness  against  that,  the  linee  of  WeHer,'* 
exclaimed  Clarendon : — 


"  GiMl  Julint  01)  Ihs  monntiia  bni, 
A  flack,  pncfaftiiM,  or  band  had  led  i 
He  that  lbs  world  lubdued,  bad  bMtt 
4qt  At  bwt  wteitkr  n  the  giwp,«> 
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repeated  he,  with  mock  emphasis,  ^^  we  are  all 
of  U8  fortune's  fools  ! " 

'^  Whose  most  important  deed^,  whose  fairest 
fate  an  accident  determines,**  said  Sefton,  "  not 
the  more  palpable  accidents  of  birth  and  posi- 
tion, but  the  sudden  turn  of  events,  trifles 
lighter  than  air,  ia  one  moment  irreristibly  im- 
pel  us  to  that  which  may  for  ever  decide  the 
good  or  ill  of  our  future  life." 

The  deep  melancholy  of  Sefton's  voice,  as 
its  tone  was  emphatically  lowered,  in  giving 
utterance  to  the  last  sentiment,  seemed  to  have 
affected  his  hearers ;  for  there  was  a  pause  of 
many  moments  ere  Dora  broke  the  silence  by 
observing,  ^^  The  doctrine  borders  too  closely 
on  fatalism,  to  accord  with  my  notions.  If  we 
do  not  resist,  we  must  be  borne  along  by  the 
current.  It  seems  to  me,  that  the  colouring  we 
permit  events  to  imparl  to  our  lives,  (even 
many  of  those  events  themselves)  is  more  under 
our  own  controul  than  we  willingly  allow ;  yet 
ROW   we  are  eruditely  resolving  into  the  old 
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argument  oa  the  eflfecta  of  accidait  utd  fiw^ 
mil  upon  our  indindual  bappineM  and  miMiy,, 
which,  I  think,  is  straying  from  th^fint  uga-. 
ment" 

"  Yes  i"  said  Claiendoo,. ''  Thfr  HgoBMaft 
was  of  wider  range — mora  upiTersai^iiifloiiCfc. 
From  time  immemorial,  mea  baT**  we  know,, 
been  unwilling  to  take  up<»i  thamaelvM  th« 
stigma  of  any  disastrous  effects  tothdr-  achwimt 
of  happiness  or  ambition,,  laying  the  bnrdaii  oC 
their  miskakes»  of  rashness,  or  inaiu^,  apoiii 
their  unlucky  stars,,  or  the  jade — Tortnne;  but, 
your  argument.  Miss  Melville,. was  ofobuacter*. 
and  the  probable  infreqoency  of  inberat  pie*. 
dilecUona  being  favoured,  like  Qon  Qoixota'ifc 
by  a  conjunction  of  circumafaiices  of  place^ 
time,  and  opportunity,  propec  to  th«r  dordoj^. 
ment  and  ezercisa — an  aigament  widai  gunetili 
as — as  the  fair  proponnder'i  philwithropy» 
But,"  he  presently  continued^  *<  we  miuteoiir 
sole  ourselrea  for  the  loss  of  the  indiuiiti 
Milton's,  by  thp  couQterfa«lu>Pi>K; 
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ion,  that  too  many  Cromwells  and  Caesars,  in 
the  bounded  sphere,  would  inconveniently  jostle 
against  e^ch  other  for  want  of  a  sufficiently- 
wide  arena  whereon  to  play  the  game  of  am- 
bition." 

**  We  should  have  them,  after  sacrificing  the 
rest  of  the  world,  setting  to  work  to  destroy 
one  another,"  said  Sefton,  smiling. 

''  Led  on  by  the  ruling  passion,  with  pride, 
•onceit,  and  self-importance,  leashed  in  like 
hounds^ — ambition  waving  her  torch  above, 
when " 

^^  Like  the  Kilkenny  cats,  we  should  soon  see 
nothing  left  of  them  but  their  tails,"  put  in 
Piercie,  ever  at  hand  to  listen,  when  Clarendon 
had  anything  to  say. 

**  And  your  ruling  passion,  Mr.  Clarendon  ?** 
asked  Seflton,  with  a  smile ;  what  is  the  ruling 
passion  ?  " 

**  Vanity ;  ambition,  self-endearment,  what 
you  will — with  its  hydra  head,  and  Proteus 
shapes— equally  rife  in  the  hero  as  his  valet  — 
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under  the  quaintest  disguiaesy  and  the  vaotlb 
multiform — in  the  finest  gentleman^  ai  in  hit 
absurdest  copy — in  the  bear-leader,  aa  the  bear- 
led  ;"  and  from  Seilton  he  turned  his  glanca  to 
the  distant  Frederick. 

'^  I  should  not/'  said  Seftoa»  mth  qdet, 
high-bred  avoidance  of  the  dispntatioiia  tone 
assumed  by  the  impetuous  Glaiendoni— ^  I 
should  not  have  expected  to  hear  so  cynieal  an 
opinion  from  the  chivalric  Mr.  CSlarendoD,  whom 
I  have  beard  so  eloquent  upon  the  glorioiia 
aims  of  genius — upon  the  man  of  great  icteBi^ 
as  upon  him  of  great  actions ;  but  who  vow  cou- 
ples all  greatness,  ur  rather  merges  it  into  the 
paltriest  of  feelings-^makes  patriotism  weak- 
ness— heroism  conceit — superseding — " 

*'  Not  so,"  rejoined  Clarendon,,  with,  vehe-^ 
mence,     *'  I  — *  — " 

'^  Were  you  not,  Mr.  Clarendon,,,  going  to  say 
something  about  Don  Quixote,  just  now,"  de-^ 
manded  Isabel,  who  had  been  hovering  near  to 
shew   Dora   everything  that   pleaaed  beaelC 
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amongst  the  prints^  and  with  her  quick  ob- 
servance marked  the  slight  acrimony  of  Claren- 
don's tone. 

'*  Yes,"  replied  he,  smiling,  and  turning  to 
Dora,  "  as  an  instance  of  the  all-powerful  force 
of  circumstances  in  favouring  our  inherent  pre- 
dilections ;  as  the  Don  himself  hints  to  us,  when^ 
with  a  dignified  complacency,  peculiarly  his 
own,  he  confesses,  in  answer  to  his  niece's  ex- 
clamations of  regret,  that  her  uncle,  who  had 
genius  fitted  for  everything,  from  the  construc- 
tion of  a  house  to  that  of  a  bird-cage,  should 
waste  his  powers  in  knight-errantry ;  that  had 
he  not  discovered  this  said  chivalrous  vocation, 
he  had,  doubtless,  turned  his  mind  to  many 
civil  uses,  particularly,  (he  concludes,  with  a 
simple  gravity,  grand  beyond  measure,)  to  the 
construction  of  brid-cages  and  tooth-picks." 

"  How  lamentable  a  loss  to  this  poor  world?'* 
said  Dora,  smiling  at  the  quaint  illustration  of 
her  position.  "  How  many  a  laugh  we  should 
bave    lost^    had   not   the   Knight's  humorous 
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heroism  helped^  as  we  are  told,  to.extenuBalih 
the  chivalry  of  Spain.'* 

'^  The  Spanish  Don  is  but  a  type,  howenar,  ta- 
be  reproduced  at  varioua  intervals/'  observed* 
Sefton,  '^  Even  in  our  own  days  it  is  oar  lot  to 
meet  those  as  wild  and  crack-brained  in  their  ow&« 
peculiar  fashion,  whose  notions,,  like  thoee  o£' 
the  poor  old  Don,  are  rather  gathered  firom  tlie< 
books  they  read,  than  the  world  they  live  in/' 

*^  The  world  cannot  produce  such  an<Mher,*'* 
exclaimed  Clarendon,  half  in  jest,  half  in. 
earnest.  **  The  fantasies  and  absurdities  of  the- 
day  take  not  so  purely  disinterested  a  torn.  We- 
are  too  much  in  our  dotage,  partaking  of  tbe> 
characteristic  passions  of  age — worldlinesa  and. 
self-seeking,  apt  to  choke  up  such  aapirations. 
after  the  welfare  of  his  kind,  (exaggeratedly. 
manifest  as  they  might  be  at  times.)  whiclu 
actuated  Cervantes*  hero; — absurdities  enough: 
are  rife,  but  of  a  difierent  complexion:  thflt. 
world  is  too  overgrown  for  any  such  maniieattr- 
tions !" 
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*'Too  wise,  you  mean,"  rejoined  Sefton,^ 
smiling  at  what  he  deemed  Clarendon's  mis- 
placed energy,  which  but  confirmed  him  in  hi& 
previous  suspicion,  that  his  argumentary  ad- 
▼ersaiy  was  himself  nearly  allied  to  the  class  of 
planet-struck  enthusiasts,  to  whom  he  had 
adverted  ia  his  slighting  allusion  to  the  Knight 
of  La  Mancha  and  his  followers. 

A  great  deal  more  was  advanced  by  the  two 
gentlemen  in  reference  to  him  of  the  mournfuL 
visage,  whom  they  were  fain  to  make  a  vehicle 
for  their  widely^iiverse  sentiments  on  men  and 
things,  differing  no  less  widely  than  their  man-^ 
ners,  the  warmth  of  Clarendon*s  placing  Sefton's 
superior  serenity  in  full  relief. 

Dora,  when  appealed  to,^  said  she  thought 
there  was  mnch  that  was  wise,  generous,  and 
to  be  admired,  in  the  inimitable  Don.  ''  But  is 
not  his  squire,"  asked  she,  "  a  much  rarer  spe- 
cimen of  human  nature?  that  the  matter-of-fact 
Sancho  should  be  so  strangely  bitten  with  the 
comantic  projects  of  the  Knight,  and  with  so. 
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perfect  a  conception  of  his  master^B  weak  poiots, 
and  clear-sightedness  into  his  extntTagmncey 
should  yet  evince  such  an  unbounded  reliance 
in  his  grand  promises,  is  the  entirest  miztnre  of 
sagacity  and  credulity — fiction,  at  leeel,  haieier 
represented  to  our  minds/' 

'^  Yes !  in  books  we  rarely  find  chamelen  of 
such  a  complication  of  incongruitiee  aa  aie  to  be 
observed  in  real  life/*  answered  Clarendon; 
**  the  task  would  be  a  hopeless  one,  nor  weold 
it  afford  the  distinctive,  broadly-marked  pecoli* 
arities,  the  conventionalities  which  play  their 
part  in  the  world  of  fiction." 

"  Yet,  the  most  glorious  qualities  are  tboee 
that  play  no  part  at  all,  save  the  warftie  within 
the  human  breast/'  said  Dorothy. 

^*  Yes !  the  world  still  holds  TirtoaUy  Ae 
papistical  doctrine,  that  the  end  lanetiflee  the 
means,  and  necessarily  can  be  acquainted  with 
but  externals,  so  that  we  may  look  coldlyand  oa- 
admiringly  on,  when  the  motLvea  that  wann  the 
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heart  of  their  possessor  are  the  purest/'  replied 
Clarendon. 

"  And  yet  such  have  their  reward,  even  in 
the  disproportioned  present,  ere  it  is  unfolded 
to  us ;  why,  half  the  world  should  be  torturing 
the  brain  to  form  unreal  wants,  in  almost  as 
great  a  degree  as  the  other  half  in  straining  the 
nerve  to  supply  the  necessary  ones  of  life/'  said 
Dora. 

"  '  All !  all  on  earth  is  shadow  f— all  beyond 
is  substance ! — the  reverse  is  folly's  creed.  How 
solemn  all,  where  change  shall  be  no  more,'" 
repeated  Clarendon. 

*'  These  inoralizations,  however,  are  wander- 
ing without  the  bounds  of  our  original  discus- 
sion," said  Dora,  desirous  of  giving  a  lighter 
turn  to  the  conversation ;  '*  as  as  illustration 
of  which,  suppose  we  imagine  Mr.  Clarendon 
and  others,  his  compeers,  the  world's  favourites, 
placed  far  down  beneath  the  rigour  of  her 
frowns,  might  they  not,  instead  of  ambitioning 
the  world's  plaudits,  and  basking  in  its  smiles,^ 


cud  !  or,  liaply,  have  displayed  the  now  mun 
bering  virtues  of  patience,  perseverence,  < 
many  other  fine  qualities  which  may  live  i 
them,  though  in  the  present  state  of  things  the 
can  never  be  called  upon  for  their  eaDercise?" 

^^ Apparently  not;   bat  eren  110W9  yonrs^ 
expressed  the  opinion  that  the  appearanees 
things  were  often  the  very  antipodes  of  tl 
reality,  amongst  which  must  be  reckoned  1 
heart's  conflicts  beneath  the  gold  and  ermine 
prosperity/'  said  Clarendon,  reproachfully. 

Doia  felt  a  painful  sense  that  every  subj 
she  touched  upon  would  be  personally  appl 
by  her  discursive,  meccurial  admirer;  for 
such,  and  no  other»  did  she  consider  Clarend 
joined  to   the  consdousneas  that  the 
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disapproving  of  such  a  state  of  things,  said, 
leveiting  to  the  foregone  discourse,  ''Doa 
Quixote !  was  it  the  wind  that  carried  tlu» 
sound  to  my  ears,  or  did  I  hear  some  one  com* 
pare  Chancellor  Clarendon  with  the  famous 
Don«  one  day,  Dora  I " 

*'0h !  Piercie^  how  naughty  of  you  to  repeat,**' 
said  Isabel,  **  you  really  ought  not " 

^  Upon  my  word,  it  really  seems  a  fortunate 
occurrence  under  the  circumstances,  that  Miss 
lyielville  has  been  so  eulogistic  on  Mr.  Clarea-* 
don's  favourite  hero,"  said  SefSton  coldly. 

"  It  is  (juite  impossible  there  ever  could  have 
been  anything  between  them,"  said  Anastasia 
to  herself,  as  she  contemplated  the  group  from 
the  opposite  side  of  the  room.  ^^  How  perfectly 
indifferent  and  abstracted  he  stands  there :  but 
what  on  earth  can  Clarendon  mean  by  such 
earnest  tones  and  everlasting  discussions  ?  It 
is  really  beyond  everything^  and  only  to  be  ac* 
counted  for  by  his  sometimes  supposed  cracks 
brainedqess*'' 


Miss  Sunderland,  brings  a  picture  to  my  mir 
after  the  fashion  of  Shakespeare^s  statue  I 
tween  Tragedy  and  Comedy.-— I  could  iinagi 
Mi8s  Melville  the  OoddMi  of  Witdom,  wat 
between  the  weeping  and  dia  erjing  pUIoi 
phers/* 

''Capital!''  said  Anntiahj  lugkki^  i# 
about  as  much  mirtii  as  '<  Fbfraa  "  ttrMt  i 
the  cachinatory  efforta  of  Sir  BrttfU 
**  Capital !  but  Clarendoo  can  hardly  aMftk 
name  of  the  laughing  pkUoaopher ;  far  im'-^ 
opinion,  he  has  grown  moMtaondy  diril  ^ 
stupid  lately,  and  aa  gloomy^  Aoa^  toal1| 
so  grand,  as  his  brother  phfloaophei^  yenrM 
Mr.  Sefton.  Yon  knew,  Dora  lldfiDi^  fe 
time  agO|  did  yon  not!  and  have  good  iai 
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ray  part — I — but  I  suppose  she  reserves  her 
talents  for  the  wiser  sex.*' 

"  Upon  my  word,  no !  I  fancy  she  and  her 
friend^  Rosalie  de  Courcy,  used  to  set  up  ibr 
contemners  of  our  sex/'  rejoined  Tracy,  quickly ; 
**but  she  was  handsome  then,  and '*^ 

*'  I  suppose,  sacrificed  maay  an  unhappy 
victim  to  her  charms/'  said  Anastasia.  '*If 
report  speaks  true,  your  friend,  Mr.  Seflon,  was 
oot  proof  against  their  potency." 

A  peculiar  smile  played  around  Tracy's  hand-^ 
some  mouth,  as  he  replied,  '^  I  was  going  to 
remark,  that  par  consequence,  everything  thea 
became  her ;  but,  for  my  friend,"  he  continued, 
lowering  his  voice,  "  I  suspect  the  lady's  ordi- 
nary spells  and  whiles  were  thrown  out  in  vain,, 
and  that  the  fair  victimizer  threw  away  her  own. 
peace  of  mind  in  the  venture." 

**  Indeed ! "  cried  Anastasia,  with  less  of 
commiseration  than  might  have  been  expected,. 
"  poor  thing !  Yet,  you  say  she  was  handsome 
tiien," 


quieitely  pretty,  yet " 

"  It  is  astonishing  how  such  decided  beaut 
invariably  go  ofFl"  iiiteini|i4ad  Aimtwi 
"  Poor  Dorothy ! " 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  There  are  a  sort  of  men,  whose  visages  do  cream 
And  mantle  like  a  standing  pool, 
And  do  a  wilful  stillness  entertain, 
With  purpose  to  be  dressed  in  an  opinion 
Of  wisdom,  gTavlty,  profound  conceit, 
Aa  who  should  say, — '  I  am  Sir  Oracle, 
And  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark !  *  ** 

Merchant  of  Vbnicb* 

**  What  cracker  is  that  same  that  deafs  mine  ears 
With  the  abundance  of  superfluous  breath." — Eiko  John. 

Tbb  morning  fixed  for  one  of  the  last  rehearsals 
had  arrived  ;  yet,  notwithstanding  this  state  of 
advancement  J  Caroline  had  rarely  fatigued 
herself  farther  than  by  just  making  her  appear- 
ance at  the  foregone  meetings ;  or,  if  she  had 
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condescended  to  go  through  scenes  in  which 
her  presence  waa  required,  had  merely  lisped 
over  her  part,  book  in  hand,  and  even  this  at 
rare  intervals  ;  in  most  cases,  she  had  either 
required  Dorothy  or  Isabel,  or  somebody  else 
to  read  through  her  scenes,  making  excuse  that 
she  was  "  the  weakest, — the  idlest, — the  roost 
careless  creature,"  or  that  she  found  herself  in 
some  way  unequal  to  the  task.  Almost  all, 
however,  looked  forward  to  a  Rnal  surprise; 
and  oD  this  occasion,  when  the  whole  strength 
of  the  company  were  assembled  for  a  grand 
rehearsal,  awaited  the  effects  (hitherto  with- 
held) of  the  fair  Helen  with  some  curiosity. 
Julia  was  however,  as  usual,  doomed  to  be  kept 
waiting  in  some  anxiety,  and  scarcely  repressed 
impatience  for  her  first  scene,  with  her  lively 
friend,  when  after  a  liltic  time,  Caroline  lan- 
guidly entered,  bearing  her  part  in  hand,  which 
with  the  utmost  nonchalance  and  cool  uncon- 
cern, she  threw  upon  the  table,  declaring  wilh 
deprecating  sweetness,  she  had  discovered  the 
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*'*^'^  *ing  would  be  UJo  much  for  hfer,  and 
'W^ped  they  would  find  some  one  els6  to  per- 
*"D  tie  part;  she  was  sure  they  would  get  on 
^^  well  without  her^  and  trusted  they  would 
^^^  her  secession,  as  it  was  certainly  their 
^  &aits^  for  depending  on  so  slender  and 
"'^certain  a  staff  as  herself,  &c., — getting  by 
wt  the  ideas  of  others  was  a  labour  and 
&%Qe  she  found  totally  unfitted  for  her ;  be- 
iidesy  she  had  decided  she  never  should  be  able 
to  &ce  an  audience, — she,  whose  nerves  were 
io  sensitive,  so  weak,  so  easily  upset,  so  ex- 
citable; and   throwing  herself  upon  a  couch^ 
she  heaved  a  deep  sigh  of  exhaustion,  both  at 
the  contemplation  of  such  an  amount  of  ills, 
md  at  the  eloquence  into  which  she  had  been 
led^   in  summing  them  up;    though  perfectly 
superior  to  the  weakness  of  feeling  in  any  way 
put  out  at  the  consternation  she  occasioned,  and 
angularly  indifferent  to  the  inconvenience  into 
which  her  long-protracted  discovery  had  led 
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them  ;  but  rather  proud  in  her  weakness,  and 
glorying  ia  her  deficiencies. 

"  Rather  a  cool  proceeding,  considering  the 
excitability  of  nature  she  deplores,  with  guch 
inimitable  complacency,"  said,  with  a  face  of 
contemptuous  distaste,  Mr.  Percy,  who  was  to 
perform  the  minor  part  of  the  fair  Helen's  papa. 

"  In  that  very  ingenious  part  of  the  excusei 
involving  the  lady's  inability  to  acquire  by  heart 
the  words  and  sentiments  of  others,  there  spoke 
the  lady  mother,"  said  Seflon. 

"Undeniably  good!"  replied  Percy,  )augh> 
ing.  "What  an  illustration  of  the  sentiment! 
repeating  the  words  of  another  while  boasting  a 
soul  above  it — incontestibly  absurd!" 

"  Yes,  an  ingenious  mode  of  explaining  th» 
case,  and  screening  the  fact,  that  poor  Caroline 
is  a  sad  dunce,"  said  Sefton. 

"  Yet  she  is  an  incontrovertibly  pretty 
creature,  said  Percy,  an  enthusiastic  admirer 
of  beauty,  who  set  up  for  a  great  j  udge  of  the 
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knatter,  as  he  did  of  every  other  known  and 
unknown  science^  ''and  that  is  superiority 
enough  for  a  woman ;  or  I  should  rather  say^ 
an  undue  deficiency  in  mental  pretensions  is  a 
thousand  times  preferable  to  an  undue  suffici- 
ency. Of  all  things  on  earth,  protect  me  from 
your  superior,  strong-minded  women !  I  can* 
didly  confess  that  is  a  monstrosity  beyond  my 
endurance — ^your  literary^  learned,  law-giving 
female :  heaven  defend  me  from  bores !  but, 
above  all,  shj$  blue-bores ! ! " 

Here,  Mr.  Percy's  loud  sonorous  voice,  un- 
duly raised,  and  his  conspicuous  gesticulations 
brought  others  to  the  conference,  both  actors 
and  audience,  particulariy  Sir  William  and  Mr. 
Stephen  Stuart ;  this  last,  now  deeming  it  a 
fair  opportunity,  as  well  as  an  indispensable 
necessity,  to  step  forward  at  once,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  an  argument,  and  as  champion  of  the 
fair  sex,  said,  with  painfully  heightened  colour, 
and  manifestly  desperate  effort,  ''That  was  a 
Btrong  expression  of  your*s,  Mr.  Percy-^ahens 
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nature,  allowing  opportunity,  it  was  said,  for  a 
further  search  after  the  flowers  of  oratory,  of 
which  he  kept  a  large  stock  within  the  coffer  of 
his  memory,  wherewith   to  adorn  his  opinions 
upon  all  kinds  of  things. 

The  learned  individual  thus  addressed,  mea- 
sured his  voluntering  antagonist  with  a  giant 
and  dwarf  expression  of  contempt  in  his  small, 
keen  eyes — a  melo-dramatic  glance  he  might 
have  caught  from  the  contagion  of  the  theatrical 
mania   which    had  lately  predominated.      He 
made  no  answer,  however,  and  seemed  to  de- 
cline the  controversy,  but  he  looked  as  though 
he  might  have  said  a  great  deal — and  as  he 
could  have  confounded  the  ears  and  eyes  of  a 
hundred  such  adversaries,  though,  too  absolutely 
convinced  of  the  futility  of  wasting  the  abun- 
dance of  his  wisdom,  when  there  lacked  either 
understanding  to  appreciate  it,  or  time  to  speak 
it  in. 

Mr.  Stuart  looked  around  him  with  an  ex- 
pression, hovering  between  doubt  and  exulta-^ 
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tion ;  anxiously  uncertain  whether  he  might,  or 
mi^ht  not,  be  considered  to  ha»e  disarmed  hi» 
adversary.  At  length  the  Profeaaor  (perhaps, 
observing  what  he  deemed  an  adequate  and 
general  expectancy)  seemed  to  consider  it  might 
be  worth  his  while  to  enter  the  lists  ;  and  ab- 
ruptly arresting  the  flow  of  one  of  Mr.  Stephen's 
most  gracefully  sweeping  periods,  who  had  re- 
sumed the  subject  with  even  more  eloquence 
than  before,  began  by  informiBg  him,  he  had 
totally  misconstrued  the  whole  tenourof  what 
he  (Mr.  Percy)  had  just  asserted,  by  taking  up 
the  cudgels  in  the  cause  of  the  fair  sex,  and  of 
their  mental  abilities  in  particular,  while  a  pe- 
culiar class  only  bad  been  decried  ;  that  it  waa 
his  decided  opinion,  that  with  the  exception 
only  of  all  Superior  Men,  men  of  distinguished 
talents  and  acquirements,  (such  as  women  could 
never  attain  to)  women  were  equal,  if  not  su- 
perior in  manners  and  mind  to  the  generahty 
of  the  other  sex:  that  was,  second  and  third- 
rate  women  were  more  bearable  than  the  like 
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classes  of  men;  and  their  faults,  follies,  and 
absurdities  admitted  of  far  greater  excuse^ 
and  were,  in  fact,  far  less  distasteful,  which 
caused  him,  all  things  considered,  to  give  his 
casting  vote  in  favour  of  the  abilities  of  the  feurer 
sex,  taken  as  a  whole/' 

For  these  sentiments  he  was  highly  applauded 
by  Francis,  who  declared  that  he  considered 
the  very  least  prepossessing  of  one  sex,  far  sur- 
passed the  most  superior  of  the  other. 

'^  Then,"  said  Clarendon,  **  we  must  consider 
(your  first  proposition  being  unexplained)  that 
yon  hold  all  high  mental  efforts  and  exercises 
of  the  soul's  powers,  as  out  of  a  woman's  ele- 
ment" 

**  So  once  I  thought,"  breathed  Sefton,  in  a 
low  voice,  who,  seated  near  Dora,  observed 
•he  was  giving  some  attention  to  the  conference, 
all  the  other  ladies  being  otherwise  engaged. 

^  So  I  once  thought;  the  time  did  arrive  that 
undeceived  me." 

^*  Ahem,  yes ! "  re-commenced  Mr.  Stuart, 
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raising  his  head  euddenty  at  thia  hint  to  his 
cause  and  his  com  prehension.  "  1  rather  ima> 
gine  our  learned  friend  denied  in  lolo  the  conr 
sistency  of  the  ladies  applying  themselves  to 
learning,  (ahem  1)  and  I  rather  think  history 
and  biography  will  bear  me  out  in  declaring 
that  such,  ahem  !  is  not  the  case." 

"  Vts,  yes  !  in  these  days,  wlien  all  the  la- 
dies aie  making  such  a  public  clamour  about 
themselves,  filling  the  press  with  assertioaa  of 
their  ova  rights,  and  laying  down  the  law 
about  each  other's  duties,  it  would  be  some 
advantage  to  know  what  the  learned  think  of 
their  geniuses,  Mr.  Percy,"  exclaimed  Tracy, 
with  a  loud  laugh. 

*'  1  was  coming  to  all  that  in  due  lime," 
answered  Percy,  "you  all  appear  to  have  no 
very  clear  ideas  of  my  opinions  upon  the  sutv- 
ject;  and  in  the  first  place,  then,"  continued 
he,  knitting  his  brows  very  learnedly,  "  but  I 
should  begin  by  treating  the  subject  both  ana- 
lytically and  syutheticalty  i  and  I  shall  com* 
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mence  with  a  sythesis:  first  of  all,  with  regard 
to  the  pasty  a  type  and  example  of  the  present, 
a  warning  to  the  future ;  previous  to  which  I 
must  remark   upon   the   essentially  unlogieal 
character  of  women's  minds;**   here,    after  a 
few  apt  remailcs,  iie  touched  upon  Cleopatra 
and  Miss  Martineau  ;  Lady  Macbeth  and  Jo- 
anna Baillie ;  and  after  finding  some  points  of 
resemblance  in  their  respective  characters,  was 
reminded  by  analogy  of  something  not  particu- 
larly germaine  to  the  matter,  upon  which  he 
reasoned  a  little  while,  with  many  lucid  argu- 
ments, which  brought  to  his  recollection  some 
excellent  ideas  about  Hannah  More  and  Dr. 
Johnson  :  this  recalled  him  to  the  original  sub- 
ject,   eliciting   some  iiicidental  remarks  upon 
Mrs.  Thrale  and  Mrs.  Stddotis ;    which  latter 
bringing  to  mind  the  Drama  generally,  both 
classic   and   romantic,  tempted  him   to  «peak 
very  learnedly  upon  the  ancient  Greek  Drama. 
This  arrested  him  amongst  the  ancients,  during 
any  period  between  the  siege  of  Troy  and  the 
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destruction  of  Carthage,  amongst  whom  be 
went  hopelessly  careetiDg,  returning  not  to  his 
first  topic,  before  Tracy  and  Clarendon  were 
peremptorily  called  away  by  Anastasia,  without 
having  acquired  a  very  clear  idea  of  Professor 
Percy's  conclusion  upon  any  subject.  Their 
assistance  was  now  required  at  tl>e  dramatic 
conclave,  now  silting  in  judgment  as  to  the 
most  hkely  manner  of  superseding  the  hin- 
drance to  their  theatricals,  consequent  on  Caro- 
line's unexpected  defection,  by  proffering  th* 
character  elsewhere. 

Anastasia's  anger  and  indignation  appeared 
at  first  so  very  nearly  surpassing  all  ordinary 
bounds,  that  Lady  Sunderland,  who  entered 
the  room  shortly  after  her  capricious  Caroline. 
strenuously  urged  that  the  ladies  should  retire 
into  the  adjoining  room,  quietly  to  discuss  the 
matter  amongst  themselves,  as  it  was  now  im- 
possible they  could  proceed  with  the  rehearsal, 
assuring  Anastasia,  that  amongst  so  many,  and 
such  a  variety  of  opinions,  nothing  would  ever 
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be  decided  upon ;  and  bearing  her  off  in  tri- 
umph^ followed  by  Mrs.  Percy,  Miss  Delany, 
and  Caroline,  she  found  time  to  soothe  the 
rising  anger,  and  ameliorate  the  heightened 
tones  of  her  eldest  daughter,  ere  it  was  thought 
necessary  to  call  the  gentlemen  into  council. 

Miss  Delany  was  first  proposed  in  the  place 
of  the  amiable  defaulter,  whose  calm,  unper- 
turbed sweetness,  and  immoved  equanimity,  in 
the  midst  of  the  trouble  and  emotion  to  which 
she  had  given  rise,  was  several  times  on  the 
point  of  becoming  almost  beyond  Anastasia's 
powers  of  tranquil  endurance.  Miss  Delany, 
however,  wise  enough  to  know  her  own  inefn- 
ciency,  assumed  the  same  train  of  exceptions 
against  the  trouble  and  the  display  of  acting, 
that  had  previously  been  furnished  for  her  by 
Caroline,  or  her  ingenious  mamma.  The  cha- 
racter was  next  tendered  to  Miss  Anabella 
Mahon,  the  intimate  friend  and  constant  com- 
panion of  this  lady,   and  of  whom  we  must 

observe  en  passant,  that  to  her  friends'  occa- 
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sional  whims  and  caprices,  slie  invariably  mani- 
Eeeted  a  most  exemplary  degree  of  furbearauce 
and  friendly  consideralioa.  To  all  the  objec- 
tive declarations  of  Miss  Delany,  she  now  ut^d 
ditto — ditto;  of  her  she  was  a  diluted  modi&- 
cation  in  all  things, — the  foHornest  of  the  for* 
lorn  hopes,  as  Anastasiadeciaied  to  her  mamina 
aside,  on  which  account  she  tiie  lesH  brooked 
her  refusal,  and  her  patroness  consequently 
upheld  her  in  the  same. 

It  was  now  that  Mrs,  Percy,  a  quiet,  mild- 
looking  lady,  began  good-naturedly  to  lament 
they  should  all  be  disappointed,  after  the  enor- 
mous pains  and  trouble,  ihey  and  Anastasia, 
in  particular,  had  all  been  at,  dwelling  particu- 
larly on  this  view  of  the  affair;  iind  then  she 
went  on  to  regret  it  was  so  out  of  their  power 
to  avail  themselves  of  the  talent  of  her  friend. 
Miss  de  Courcy,  who,  it  had  occurred  to  her, 
was  made  for  the  character.  Her  very  qui^, 
gently-urged  opinions  obtained  hut  slight  coa- 
qideration,  till  general  attention  was   arcested 
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by  the  last  suggestion,  which  appeared  likely 
to  extricate  them  from  the  dilemma  in  which  they 
had  80  suddenly  found  themselves. 

It  was  upon  this  hint,  thrown  out  by  Mrs. 
Percy,  without  any  definite  purpose,  whatever, 
that  Lady  Sunderland,  after  due  weight  and 
consideration  had  been  accorded  it,  acted,  which 
procured  for  Miss  de  Courcy  the  unexpected 
^aciousness  of  the  billet  we  have  seen  her  re- 
ceive, and  for  the  Brading  family,  the  still  more 
unexpected  honour  of  the  forthcoming  visit ; 
not  a  moment  having  been  lost  in  dispatching 
the  said  note,  and  Dora,  who  was  called  upon  for 
her  opinion,  corroborating  all  Mr.  Percy's  as- 
sertions about  Miss  de  Courcy,  was  requested  by 
Lady  Sunderland,  with  earnest  condescension, 
to  add  a  few  lines,  urging  her  friend  not  to  dis- 
appoint them,  having  been  informed  by  Mrs. 
Percy  of  their  very  affectionate  intimacy ;  and 
adding,  that  should  her  friend  fail  to  accede  to 
their  united  request,  they  must  prefer  the  request 
to  herself,  notwithstanding  her  known  dislike  to 


using  her  influence  with  Rosalie,  was  a  perfec 
assumption  on  the  part  of  her  ladyship,  as  Dor 
had  not  been  requested  to  take  m  part  in  thd 
theatrics,  and  could  hatefiqikyed  no  wronenai 
to  what  bad  never  been  niggartadi  BofcitaerfC 
Lady  Sunderland's  turn,  who  at  OMadbaoMR 
that  the  hint  told,  as  moal  af  har  Unit  didf.  i 
upon  more  than  one  aeooonW  Dom  waa 
refusing,  and  more  pariiwilariy  to 
a  proposal  foi  herselL 
Seated  in  her  oim 
ployed  herself  the  whole  of  that 
finishing  her  own  sketehoi^  aa  will  aa  CStfqIbM 
of  the  Abbey  nuns.  She  drew^  wiA  aii>*iH 
mitting  diligence,  aa  though  har  vhik^ 
were  in  the  work;  or,  aa  tibe^gh  hf  IhAti 


.«     •! 
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nothing  of  any  moment  had  transpired  till 
Caroline's  unexpected  defection  of  the  morning. 
Caroline  wished  to  plan  another  such  visit  to 
the  ruins^  but  Dora  sedulously  avoided  veuturing 
upon  such  excursions  for  the  future,  promising 
that  she  could  finish  the  sketch  as  well  without* 
and  engaging  to  do  so^  forthwith,  at  Caroline's 
importunities.  But  a  few  days  had  elapsed  since 
that  Abbey  excursion :  the  arrival  of  the  long- 
desired  Frederick  and  his  friend,  together  with 
the  Percys,  appeared  to  have  given  pretty 
general  satisfaction,  considering  all  the  heigh- 
tened expectatioDs  that  had  been  indulged  in ; 
yet,  those  few  days  thai  had  passed  so  smoothly 
and  evenly  on,  had  been  rife  in  that  silent 
history,  which  unnoted  and  unheeded,  is  ever 
going  on  within  the  unseen  depths  of  life's  un- 
fathomed  ocean,  whose  currents  are  the  more 
agitated  when  the  rippling  surface  dances  gayest 
or  reposes  quietest.  It  was  natural,  that  as 
Dora's  brush  touched,  and  retouched  the  scene 
she  was  depicting,  the  mysterious  event  connected 


"O 


arrested  In  its  course,  and  the  hand  that  held  i 
dropped  by  her  side:  thus  sitting,  she  wa 
startled  by  a  tap  at  her  door,  aod  in  anothe 
instant  who  should  eDter*  ready  equipped  h 
riding,  but  Anastasia  Sonderland. 

''Oh!  you  are  beie^  and  not  going .onir 
she  exclaimed,  darting  a  pieniiig ghaeeat  hai 
in  which  sternness  was  snpenadedby  anpiiii 
*'  Caroline  thought  you  migiit  be  gone  ag^  I 
the " 

She  stopped — Dora  looked  up  at  her  bk  ae 
prise,  and  a  pause  ensned.  •'  «■ 

''Ah!"  she  presently  reeommeneed, f  Ac 
everlasting  Abbey  ruins,  the  pei^e  are  Ai^^ 
going  to  visit; — Caroline's  skefeofa,  tool-wN 
mind.  I  won't  tell,"  and  she  ]anghed^fl| 
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— life  to  the  scene  !  Clarendon  declares  that  the 
story  applied  to  Stonehengc  about  its  never 
being  left  to  itself,  would  "be  more  properly  told 
of  our  Abbey.  It  should  be  borne  in  mind  by 
all  romantically  disposed  young  ladies  and  gentle- 
men, for  though  the  most  inviting  local  in  the 
world  for  such  a  thing,  it  is,  par  consequence, 
the  most  treacherous  place  on  earth  for  a  love- 
meeting — very  awkward.  Yes,  yes,"  she  con- 
cluded, taking  up  the  drawing,  **  there  should 
be  life  to  the  scene — truth  and  picturesqueness 
demand." 

Dora,  astonished  at  Anastasia's  more  than 
oustomary  volubility,  said  she  had  intended 
something  of  the  kind,  and  asked  her  "  whether 
she  recommended  a  countryman,  or  a  sexton, 
or 

Something  more  courtly,  more  a  la  Watteauy* 

interrupted    she.      "  Nymphs    and    swains ; 

nymphs  and  swains." 

Surprised  and  confounded  by  Anastasia'sstrange 
manner,  Dora  again  looked  at  her,  but  her  colour 


re.t  arc  waiting  tor  mc.  If  »e  go  romd  by  the 
Abbey  I  m.,  gi.e  you  «me  bi«u-.dieu.  Bj 
the  bye,  Fr«i.  »,„  hi.  K»d  Srfto.  tlu-k,  - 
.hould  k.™  te  Ha-  «d  IW  ••■•""  •»" 
p,rf„„.ed  ft.  p."  of  «» .•  >«"  '  f^"'''  ""• 
Jl,  flam  i.  tb.  besl  cbuacter,  .ill.  b«  Mclun 
He  rtudeut  M»J..  Ibe  art  of  lo.e ,  a„d  .ere  ,« 
„„t  «,  tadiq»«d  for  acliog-well.  .«U,  f 

shall  see " 

And  Anaitoia  barrled  a.iy.  leavrng  U" 
perpted  and  o.ereome  b,  ber  »ord.,  al 
marked  inainuationa. 

..  Whence  this  .udden  outburst ! "  aclaio 
Dora  to  heraeU,-"  Whence  that  einphaMS '.  I 
camol  koo"  "ho"  ™«=  ''  •"'  ""'  """""'' 
„  .t  the  Ahbcy,  followed  bj  tha-  ■—• ' 


THB   RULING    PASSION.  113 

that  day !  Ah ! — dull  and  obtuse  that  I  was ! 
It  is  about  her  own  mercurial  lover  she  sus- 
pects;— the  impulsive,  changeful  Clarendon. — 
Ah !  poor  Anastasia !  Alas !  that  we  should  have 
ever  left  our  own  peaceful  dwelling,  dreary 
though  it  be ;  yet  there  was  peace  there ! — 
peace  there — in  the  great  city  with  which  we 
had  nothing  in  common,  we  were,  if  disregarded 
— free  from  the  shafts  of  malice, — free  from — 
but  now  impediments  increase  and  surround  us 
— impediments  hedge  us  in  on  all  hands.  Ro- 
salie and  Piercie  have  planned  everything.  Yes! 
all  seem  conspired  against  me !  and  oh !  far 
more  dangerous,  I  fear — my  own  heart.  There 
is  no  loop-hole  of  escape  1 — Yes !  now  I  feel 
there  is  a  spell  upon  me— -powerful  as  my  own 
weakness," 


CHAPTER  V, 

mi's  this  P   Whsl'allii" 


1 


— Rdmiu 
"  Bun  thtoi^h  the  CM  «ri*  "  lov«  "oni 


JcuBT.— A  riijme  1  leatnt,  e' 


It  was  on  the  following  moriiing-fixed  for 
yiBit  to  Woodlands,  that  a  solitary  horsci 
might  have  been  seen,  era  scarce  the  mon 
mists  were  dispersed,  wending  bia  way  by 
glen  to  the  Abbey  ruins.  A  shade  of  deep 
lancholy  pervaded  bis  op  m'- 
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for  the  apparent  purpose  of  investigating  each 
comer  of  the  structure  for  some  purpose  or  other ; 
his  interest  in  the  occupation  subsiding  gradu* 
ally  into  listlessness  or  disappointment^  as  he 
threw  himself  on  a  fragment  of  stone,  and  was 
soon  lost  in  a  deep  reyerie.  Inaction^  however, 
seemed  far  from  his  wont ;  for  presently  starting 
up,  he  again  traversed  up  and  down  the  open 
space  within  the  old  walls,  with  quick  steps,  and 
unequal  gait.  Then  he  stopped  short,  to  take 
from  his  breast  a  folded  paper,  and  carelessly 
perused  the  same,  as  though  well  acquainted 
with  the  document,  though  by  possibility  he 
might  gather  some  fresh  enlightenment  from  its 
contents, — an  apparently  fruitless  endeavour,  as 
crushing  it  up  angrily  in  his  hand^  after  striding 
again  several  times  round  the  ruin  in  seemingly 
perplexed  meditation,  be  mounted  his  steed,  and 
began  slowly  to  ride  away.  He  had  not  pro- 
ceeded far,  when  just  as  he  was  skirting  the 
glen,  he  thought  he  heard  the  sound  of  low 
voices;  he  stopped  his  horse,  and  almost  aloud 


The  tones  he  lieard  Bounded  lotr  ana  mueira 
SB  from  youtliful  female  voices;  and  induced  hit 
to  torn  his  bone  round,  when  tban  ianied  fra 
the  gten  tbe  slight  fbiu  of  m  WBiM  sanblpc 
in  a  luge  red  ehaw],  surmounted  by  a  def 
straw  bonnet,  which  was  tied  on  with  a  colour! 
handkerchief  under  the  chin.  As  he  approache 
she  aooosted  biiu  with  a  '*  Good  morrow  ! "  ai 
asked  if  she  might  read  his  fortune. 

"  A  gipsy  gang,"  thought  he,  "  one  of 
strange,  mysterious  race — an  interesting  p 

blem  as  a  race,  but  as  individuals  I at  I 

rate,  this  seems  a  pretty  picturesque  specitnei 
he  turned  impatiently  away  at  the  idea  of 
unmeaning  jargon  of  words  about  to  assail 
ears  : — •*  Farewell !     uncourteous    ^ntlems 
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There  was  nothing  but  was  selon  le$  regies  of 
the  palmster's  wordy  trade>  in  this  doggerel 
warning* — nothing  that  any  pretender  into  futu- 
rity's secrets  might  not  have  accidentally  thrown 
out,  but  it  appeared  to  arrest  the  attention  of 
Clarendon,  for  it  was  he  who  had  been  led  thi- 
ther (not  for  the  Jirst  time  since  the  day  so 
eventful  and  full  of  mystery)  partly  by  hb  desire 
of  examining  the  Abbey  in  the  broad  light  of 
day^  and  partly  by  a  restless  impulse^  directing 
his  steps  to  the  scene  of  his  hope's  discomfiture. 
The  gipsy,  meantime,  apparently  observant  of 
her  advantage,  followed  it  up  by  repeating  ano- 
ther doggerel  to  the  following  effect : — 

'*  When  two  goodly  wooera  are  wooing  one. 
One  of  the  twain  must  needs  begone.** 

"  But  which  of  the  twain  shall  be  the  successful 
wooer,"  demanded  he,  smiling,  half  in  seiious- 
ness,  half  in  contempt. 

<^  Are  the  most  deserving  always  so  ?  " 

*'  That  is  no  answer,"  replied  he. 
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"  It  will  be  bim  she  loves  best ;  but  come, 
oDe  tbiog  I  will  disclose  to  you,  fair  sir: — the 
letters  beginning  your  name  and  bcra  fuUow 
each  olber  in  the  Alphabet." 

"  Ab  ! "  exclaimed  he,  turning  suddenly  round 
upon  her,  "anything  more?"  The  gipsy  ap- 
peared to  be  pondering  her  answer,  as  ehe  bent 
her  head  down  towards  the  ground,  and  her  long 
dark  locks  swept  over  her  face,  "  Tell  me,"  he 
Bud,  stooping  his  head  dowu  to  bis  horse's  neck, 
interested  in  catching  a  lietler  view  of  her  fea- 
tures, after  her  mysterious  disclosure.  "  Tell 
me,  in  what  consists  your  charm  ?  It  is  not  writ* 
ten  in  the  lines  of  the  hand,  for  you  hare  not 
scanned  mine,  nor  those  of  the  face ;  no,  nor  in 
tbe  stars  i'faitb,  for  your  looks  are  cast  upon 
the  earth,  which  you  appear  to  be  studying  bu 
deeply." 

"  I  make  charms  out  of  herbs  and  other  sim- 
ples," answered  she,  quickly;  "  I  prepared  my  spell 
even  as  you  passed  this  way  a  short  time  ago." 

"  A  true  witcb,"  quoth  be;  C,  and  D,,  ha 
murmured,  half  aluud  ;  strangely  guessed  I 
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'^  Listen  then/'  said  she,  raising  her  arm  with 
the  air  of  a  sybil,  *^  your  rival  is  not  worthy  of 
her — ^give  him  no  place;  be  not  lightly  dis- 
couraged. You  are  not  her  first  love,  but  her 
truest.  Slack  not  in  your  wooing.  There  are 
more  than  one  would  separate  you^  and  the 
letters  of  their  names  are  the  same,  though  of 
opposite  denominations — I  mean  a  lady  and  a 
gentleman  ;  but  are  moved  by  love  and  by  hate 
alike.  Let  not  your  courage  fail!  remember^ 
*  a  faint  heart  never  won  a  fair  lady  ! '  and  re- 
member to  beware  of  a  crooked  letter.** 

She  paused,  out  of  breath  with  her  long 
harangue,  which  she  had  delivered  ^sentence 
after  sentence  in  the  monotonous,  unbroken 
strain  with  which  the  race  are  wont  to  repeat 
their  oracular  gibberish.  Her  hearer  appeared 
somewhat  startled  at  some  of  her  chance  hits, 
but  he  laughingly  declared  that  **  such  good 
advice  must  be  worth  a  great  deal,''  and  flinging 
her  half-a-sovereign,  was  about  to  demand  a 
further  view  of  the  face  of  so  marvellous  a  fortune- 


flarted  away  with  a  sudden  bound  into  tlie  g 
close  by.  and  was  lost  speedily  from  bis  vi 
He  followed  a  litUe  'waj  fai  bar  dtnetioD»  t) 
the  path  became  i 
and  obstructed  by  b 
be  again  heard  voices,  which  he  concluded 
proceed  irom  herKif  and  companions,  and  bav 
□o  wish  to  be  further  moleated,  or  played  U| 
by  Buch  tricks,  turned  agaia  on  bie  odw 
progress. 

"But  it  is  strange!"  said  he  to  him 
"What?  that  thor  string  of  wonLi  and  sentei 
ahould  chaDoe  to  be  for  once  aptly  appl 
Yet,  to  my  own  ingenuity  I  owe,  percba 
the  application  ttf  her  hint  concerning 
initials:   certunly  C  is  for  Clarendon,  and  [ 
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S. ;  S.  stands  for  Sefton,  and  what  else  1 — what 
else! — why — Sunderland !  but  which  of  the  many 
bearing  that  name?     Strange   indeed!— could 

she yes,  by  heavens  !    that  gipsy — if  gipsy 

she  be,  she  must  have  been  the  accomplice  in 
the  jugglery  of  last  Thursday.     In  all  probability 
no  gipsy  at  all,  or  set  on  by — Fool  that  I  was ! 
not  to  have  divined  so  much  before,  from  her 
mysterious  hints.    Yet — what  if  a  gang  of  the 
vagabond  race,   more    cunning  than  ordinary, 
by   taking   up  their   quarters   hereabouts,  and 
making  a  practice  of  secreting  themselves  in 
some  hiding-place  within  this  rat-hole,  with  the 
chance  of  overhearing  dialogues^  such  as  that 
of  last  Thursday,  that  they  might  turn  them  to 
profit  in  their  marvellous  narrations,  nicknaming 
the  place  by  their  legerdemain  tricks;  what  if 
a  party  of  these  had  lain  jwrdu  that  luckless 
evening — and  heard — well "   Poor  Claren- 
don !    women   and   witchcraft   seemed    leagued 
against  him.     This  appeared  a  specious  solution 

VOL.  II.  Q 


many  of  uliom  luui  i,'rievously  incurred  hia  hub- 
picioQS  ;  it  was  some  relief  do  longer  to  imagiiM 
himself  played  upon  by  any  of  then. 

Arrived  at  the  Hall,  M  be  crojid  the  b«« 
he  observed  at  ita  further  extremity  a  gay  group 
rariously  occupied  beneath  some  spreading  tT«ef 
Sir  Eldmond  was  arousing  them  with  differei 
specimens  from  hii  scenes  in  the  play :  bis  graci 
All  gestures,  and  now  comic,  then  pathetic,  dr( 
static  displays,  eliciting  clnuoruus  applauM 
now  there  was  a  cessation,  and  some  chon 
were  struck  upoo  a  guitar  with  a  nmgtcrly  ban 
Clarendoii  paused,  and  fotind  himself  ne 
enough  to  hear  sung  in  the  rich,  de^,  man 
T(Hce  of  Reginald  Sefttin,  the  fallowing  woi 
-f  W.ller'H:  wbilfe  he  o  '       '      -'- 
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*'  It  IB  not  that  I  loTe  you  lesi 
Than  when  before  your  feet  I  lay ; 
But  to  prevent  the  sad  increase 
Of  hopeless  love,  I  kept  away. 
In  vain,  alas !  for  everything 
Which  I  have  known  belong  to  you, 
Your  form  does  to  my  fancy  brings 
And  makes  my  old  wounds  bleed  anew. 


»f 


There  was  something  so  deeply  melancholy  So 
the  voice  of  the  singer^  so  touching  in  the  un- 
aflTected  pathos  he  threw  into  the  words  of  this 
BODgy  that  for  an  instant  after  he  had  ceased, 
even  that  giddy  circle  was  still,  giving  the  un- 
accustomed tribute  of  silent  admiration  to  his 
thrilling  tones.  Tears  fell  from  the  eyes  of 
Isabel,  as  the  notes  died  upon  the  ear;  and 
Clarendon  himself  was  touched  by  their  inourn- 
fbl  sweetness. 

Though  ^ppatently  destined  for  the  delecta- 
tion of  the  company  generally,  he  could  not 
prevent  himself  from  imagining  that  both  words 
and  song  had  a  more  particular  application^     Ai 

G  2 


;ih<l  its  Iji'oad  trunk  he  doubted  not,  was  I 
t  ween  himself  and  one  to  whom  he  fancied  1 
song  addressed,  and  at  whose  feet  ioiaginati 
])ietured  the  songster  to  be  reclined. 

Again  Clarendon  advanced  a  step  or  two» 
no  one,  he  thought,  had  obMored  his  a^roa 
Oh,  love!  oh,  jealousy!  dther  or  both  of 
inasmuch  as  the  one  olgect  la  concemed,  1 
fine  and  sensitive  an  edge  dost  thou  oonfci 
each  sense,  as  singularly  obtuse  to  all  else  » 
time.     Clarendon  saw  not  Dora^  but  he  fell 
was  there ;  the  ever  busy  watchful  eyes  of  A 
tadia  in   their  unusually  restless   couasb 
detected  him  who  felt  so  sure  of  beii^  s 
served ;  nor  could  the  detennine  upon  unls 
ing  that  gaze  which  was  for  aver  to  po 
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in  several  hearts  there  present.     In  neither  in- 
stance had  the  instincts  of  Clarendon  or  Anas- 
tasia  deceived  them.     Dora  was  there»  hidden 
by  the  tree^s  huge  trunk ;  and  Anastasia,  ere 
long,  observed  that  iu  Clarendon's  countenance, 
which  fixed  more  and  more  her  watchful  glance, 
and  confirmed  her  worst  suspicions.     The  song 
went  on,  but  she  heard  it  not,  so  intently  was 
she  occupied,  so  entirely  concentrated  was  every 
nerve  upon   the    one  object  of   her    untiring 
glance.     Yet  the  song  went  on ;  the  full  mea- 
sured tones  of  Sefton's  manly  voice  ro:;e  and 
fell  on  the  still  clear  air.     To  Clarendon,  no 
word  or  tone, — no  inflection  of  the  voice  was 
lost ; — the  whole  seemed  to  engrave  itself  on  his 
mind  and  memory  for  ever,  while  his  heart  sunk 
as  though  listening  to  the  knell  of  his  dearest 
hopes.     Long  after  it  had  ceased,  it  continued 
to  vibrate  on  his  ear — that  soul-subduing  voice ; 
and  soon  the  different  threads  of  converse  that 
had  been  broken  off  to  listen  to  the  song  were 
resumed,  the  light  laugh  again  resounded,  and 


,.,tci  many  .poke  tteir  admir.lion  in  gb.i.B 


tenna 


Ho.  oflm  *."  '"  >"»PP'^"'  '"'  "P""  ""  "-, 

d„,i„,  or  K.me  inspired  performanco  of  Ih. 

kind   or  immedialoly  aftof  »itiie.™g  or  e»p* 

riencinganjtklng  beautiful  or  »bli».,  l.ow  * 

„o.t  invariably  doe.  il  faU  out,  even  ,b,lc  tW 

„„.e.  are  .1.11  held  in  tl.eir  Jelicio".  'l'™'''"^ 

Itat  .ome  dl.encb.nler  i.  at  band  to  .uatcb  0^ 

rndel,  back  to  earth,  and  di..ol,e  the  ebann  t 

the  otlerance  ot  a  eommon-pte  opinion,  «j 

l„.oc,iticl.m,  orabove.ll,bytl.atinvari.M 

provoking  and  complacent  qncry  of  "ta  ji 

liked  if."  the  idea  of  Ulking  about  IHing  M 

thing.!  .by,  upon  this  occasion  even^nAJ 

Sunderland   .»« 
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nerves  had  been  8trun<^  up  to  the  highest  pitch 
4)f  ecstasy,  was  irritably  conscious,  when  ques- 
tioned in  the  above-named  wanner,  of  the  im- 
possibility of  joining  in  the  general  voice  of 
praise,  the  idea  of  liking  such  a  song  as  that — 
such  breathing  music— a  thing  to  be  felt,  whose 
«oft,  mellow  tones  distilling  themselves  through 
the  charmed  ear  softly  into  the  heart,  were  there 
and  there  only  to  %e  understood. 

Still  every  one  appreciated  the  singer's  skill, 
after  their  own  fashion  ;  and  Caroline  thought 
the  song  might  be  introduced  with  advantage 
into  their  play.  Isabel  almost  screamed  with 
laughter  at  the  notion,  whereat  Francis  reproved 
her,  and  did^nt  see,  why  not !  Anastofiia,  to 
whom  the  hint  was  propounded,  answered  no- 
thing. Again  Clarendon  advanced,  and  his  eye 
fell  on  her  he  expected,  yet  almost  started 
to  behold,  and  just  there  on  the  very  spot 
where  his  unerring  prescience  had  directed  him; 
in  another  moment  he  met  Anastasia's  glance, 

vhose  fixed,   undefinable  expression  surprised 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

^*  Ob!  what  a  world  of  iiU,  ill-fayoured  fau1ts> 
Looka  handsome  in  three  hundred  pounds  a  year.** 

lIxmaT  WiTBs  OP  Winosok. 


There  was  to  be  a  race  ball  at  the  town  of 
IXngaly,  of  which  the  Sunderlands,  as  the  great 
peofrfe  of  the  neighbourhood,  were  patrons.  It 
was  Dow»the  morning  of  that  important  event,  to 
which  we  have  heard  Richard  Brading  upon  a 
former  oocasiony  incidentally  allude ;  and  every 
aieiDber  of  that  interesting  family  were  in  the 
very  height  of  excitement  and  preparation,  look- 
sag  forward   to  the  evening.    At  all  times  a 

o  5 
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momentous  afTair,  tliia  particular  aasembly  pQt 
forth  unprecedented  claims  to  tlicir  exalted  an- 
ticipations and  peculiar  promises  of  enjoyment; 
for  there  they  were  to  meet  their  new  friends, 
the  SundcrlanOs,  Lady  Sunderland  having  ac^- 
tually  asked  them  the  preceding  day,  on  the 
unlooked-for  occasion  of  her  visit,  whether  they 
were  to  be  at  the  ball,  and  expressed  her  grati- 
fication at  the  same.  Since  this  they  had  thought 
of  nothing  else — talked  of  nothing  else  ;  snd  not 
the  minutest  detail  in  the  arrangements  of  their 
respective  costumes,  not  a  Euggestion  for  their 
line  of  conduct  in  the  novel  arena  of  the  countj 
ball,  upon  which  they  were  about  to  enter,  but 
was  deviled  and  made  with  a  half- acknowledged 
view  to  the  tastes,  and  supposed  opinions  of  tha 
Hall  party.  The  result  of  a!!  this  was  an  al- 
most undefinable  accession  of  consequence  in  the 
whole  family,  which  they  had  already  found 
opportunity  of  playing  off  upon  their  neit  neigh- 
bours, and  nearest  country  iotimateS)  the 
Suook'e,  of  Dingsiy,  (a  family  boasting  thre* 
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grown-up  daughters,  with  whom  the  three  eldest 
Mi£»  Bradings   had   at   6rst    sworn   inviolable 
friendship)  since  which  assumption,  the  perfect 
cordiality   of  their  former   friendly   intercourse 
was  never  again  given  as  it  had  been.     Had 
they  conjectured  that  the  whole  and  sole  object 
of  her  ladyship's  condescending  notice,  was  to 
supply  in  the  person  of  their  guest  the  wayward 
defection  of  her  daughter,  to  which  she  had  beea 
urged,  by  the  desperate  nature  of  the  case ;  had 
they  been  aware  that  they  themselves  had  no 
part  or  parcel  in  her  mission,  and  had  scarcely 
entered  her  consideration,  except  as  a  necessary 
incumbrance  in  the   business,    they  might  not 
have  been  so  highly  elated;  as  it  was,  Lady 
Sunderland  had  perceived  the  necessity  of  en* 
veloping  in   the  graceful  web   of  her  ladylike 
auavity,  the  real  motive  of  her  visit,  and  had 
tnanaged  the  affair  with  more  than  her  usual 
cleverness.      Dora,    whose    accompanying  her 
thither  had  been  made  an  indispensable  part  of 
Ihe  affair,  had  had  her  wishes  almost  anticipated 
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by  Lady  SuodcrlanH,  who  with  the  utmoBt  i 
gard  to  her  feelings,  bad  requested  she  would 
Hae  her  own  pleasure  as  to  getting  out,  and 
Beeing  "  these  new  people,"  adding,  that  in  the 
event  of  her  preferring  to  escape  the  infliction, 
she  would  immediately  dispatch  her  friend  Ro- 
salie to  her,  which  proposal  Dora  gladly  eBi- 
braced ;  her  ladyship  taking;  care  to  throw  out 
some  sentences  expressive  of  the  pleasure  they 
should  all  experience  in  the  society  of  Miss  de 
Courcy,  leaving  it  to  her  friend  to  break  the 
request  to  her,  in  which  (Lady  Sunderland, 
remarked)  their  whole  party  so  sincerely  united. 
The  event  of  this  confabulation  was  success- 
ful, though  Dorothy  found  herself  obliged  t* 
use  her  utmost  eloquence  ere  she  came  off  tri- 
umphant. Rosalie  however,  in  her  turn,  con- 
trived to  elicit  from  her  friend,  so  much  to  oxcite- 
hcr  inlerest  and  anxiety,  that  her  curiosity 
would  no  longer  permit  her  to  refuse  visiting  the- 
Hall,  that  she  might  obtain,  by  ocular  demon-- 
stratiou,    the    solution    to   divers    doubts   andt 
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suspicions  that  had  risen  in  her  mind,  which,  by 
conceding  to  the  dramatic  proposition,  she  con- 
ceived she  should  have  full  opportunity  of  satis- 
fying. 

But  to  return  to  the  Bradings  and  their  pre- 
parations, in  the  midst  of  which  we  should  not 
so  long  have  abandoned  them  ;  the  two  young* 
est  daufrhters  were  fain  to  be  content  with  hear* 
ing  and  looking  on ;  as  Mrs.  Brading,  besides, 
being  unequal  to  the  office  of  chaperoning  more 
than  three  daughters  at  a  time,  had  always  been 
in  the  habit  of  speaking  and  thinking  of  her 
children  as  of  tenderer  years  than  they  really 
were,  and  especially  of  her  two  youngest  born, 
as  mere  children,  who  had  not  yet  come  out, 
therefore  their's  was  a  secondary  interest  in  the 
grand  business. 

Madeline  was  throughout  the  day  quite  in  her 
element,  but  was  of  course  too  much  excited  to 
apply  her  mind  to  anything  except  anticipation, 
during  its  foregoing  part.  Hers  was  a  remark- 
ably busy  sort  of  idleness  however,  at  which  she 


tlicii,  .tl  tlie  la^t,  she  had  niucli  ta  ( 
opi[iio[i3   of  otlicrs   about,    with    respect  to  ll 
fiaishin^  touches  of  her  attin;  bat,  thougfa  ■) 
bad  put  tlic  same  qiicstiona  at  least  twcinty  tim* 
before,  and  scrupulously  weighed  the  prepo 
derance  of  tuFleE,  her  final  choice  was  iDvarial:^ 
determined  in  f.ivour  vf  the  showiest  or  mo 
elaborate  oma'ticntlDg:^,  when  the  selection  w. 
in   her  power;    hesidea  this,  she  occii[iied  h 
•pare  attention  in  hints  und  obscfvutiuna  up 
her  sifter's  atlire,  and   particularly  interest 
herself  abuut  IloaalicV     Her  own  toilette  co. 
meuced   at   an  extraordinarily  early  hour,  I 
then  she  took  it  all  by  alow  and  easy  stag 
allowing  time  for  due  comuent  and  reflect 
between  each. 
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*^Uy  the  day  following;    looking  it  must  be 
^  ^^>  somewhat  less  brilliant  and  elate,  but 

full 

V  disposed  to  discuss  at  length  the  important 

^^^  of  the  preceding  evening.     She  first  be- 

K^  by  attacking  Richard  upon  his  flirtations, — 

faring  that  he  had  apparently  quite  tamed 

the  bead  of  a  lady  at  the  ball  by  his  devotions — 
r 

OQe  of  the  ladies  of  the  Hall  party ; — ^that  his 

ittentions  had  been  the  theme  of  general  re- 
mark,— though  for  her  part,  she  must  say,  she 
thoaght  the  lady  had  been  rather  encouraging ; 
bat  suddenly  observing  the  absence  of  Miss  de 
Coarcy,   she  inquired  where  her  iriend  was? 
^'  Gone  to  the  Hall  for  a  rehearsal  of  the  play 
that  has  been  so  much  talked  about,  in  which 
Lady  Sunderland  informed  me,  Miss  Melville 
was  so  desirous  her  friend  Miss  de  Courcy  should 
take  a  part/*  said  Mrs.  Brading.     *'  The  play,'' 
•be  continued,  **  takes  place  at  the  end  of  the 
week,  and  this  is  the  last  rehearsal.     Lady 
Sunderland's  carriage  has  just  conveyed   our 
frieod  away,   and  here  are  the  invitations  for 


to  whose  laiiuij  10.=  !•"• 

sl,o   l,cr,clt,    l.cr    ladyLip  informed   »e,    . 
brought  up  here." 

Little  heed  did  Madeline  pay  to  this  est 

„e„u.   informafon,  as   ihe  eagerly  «.i.ed 

Bote;  and  after  peru.ing  it,  examined  with 

,i,ler.,  the  hand-.riting,  the  »•.!,  S:c.,  do.. 

a,e  envelope  and   paper,  .hid,   bad  ineu. 

„ore  remarks  and  exauiinalioi.,  had  not  so  . 

other  .uhjeel.  of  pressing  interest  offered  tl 

^,ei.     •■  Ho.  provoking  I"  ciclaimed  M 

line,  "  that  she  should  have  gone ;  I  had  « t 

sand  things  to  uicnlion  and  to  ask  her; 

espeeially  ahonl  .hat  UJy  Sunderland  k.p 

in  such  long  eon.eru.tion  about  last  nigh 

,oll  a.  about  -V  o.B  affairs.     Well."  her 
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Time  enough^  I  should  thinks  consideriug 
she  absented  herself  the  principal  part  of  yes- 
terday, and  this  morning  too;  but  what's  the 
use  of  fussing  about  her^ — I'm  sure  her  absence 
is  no  such  great  deprivation/'  said  Richard^  per- 
haps piqued  at  Rosalie's  want  of  taste  in  the 
withdrawal  of  herself  from  such  society,  perhaps 
in  disgust  that  the  discussion  should  be  so  un- 
worthily transferred  from  himself;  the  sneer 
that  accompanied  this  gallant  speech  being  pe- 
culiarly his  own. 

**  Oh,  the  inconstancy  of  men!"  exclaimed 
Madeline,  turning  up  her  eyes,  **  have'nt  I  ob- 
served your  endeavours  to  make  yourself  agree- 
able in  that  quarter." 

The  rest  of  bis  sisters  now  remarked,  they 
had  thought  Miss  de  Courcy  had  become  quite 
a  favourite  of  Richard's. 

**  Favourite  !  I  should  think  so.  I  declare," 
cried  Madeline,  ^'  I  thought  he  had  met  with  a 
settler  at  last,  after  all  his  changing  love  fits. 
Oh,  Dick!  Dick  !  you  really  have  no  conscience." 


voiiiu'  lady's  heart,  tlie  case  would  have  bee 
dt-sperati:;  but  I  doo't  fancy  Rosalie  will  quit 
break  her  heart." 

"  It's  quite  evident  now,  at  nil   events,  thi 
■he's  Bupereeded,"  said  Maduline- 

To  this  they  all  expressed  their  aBsent, 
experience,  oft  repeated,  had  irapreBBcd  the 
with  the  fact,  that  the  ascendancy  of  a  im 
favourite  was  always  notified  by  aiuiilar  cxpri 
none  of  ungallant  indifference,  or  contempt  1 
wards  the  waning  star;  but  they  ventured  i 
to  express  sj  much. 

Richard  furiously  disavowed  "the  endeavoU! 
(laying  ao  angry  stress  on  the  word)  to  ml 
himself  acceptable  to  Rosalie,  of  which  Mad«l 
had  accused  bim — i 
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confess  himself  "  inconstant,'* — that  '*  he  would 
not  deny ;"  **  but  I  must  say^  I  never  saw 
Richard  so  taken  before/'  said  Anabel. 

**  Oh !  it  seemed  to  be  a  mutual  strike,"  cried 
Madeline  ;  ''  inhat  do  you  think  Georgy  Snook 
told  me  ?  why,  that  the  lady  leaning  on  Richard's 
arm,  met  her  particular  friend — that  elegant 
Miss  Delany,  you  know»  in  the  pink  and  pearls, 
and  looking  full  upon  Dick,  declared  him  to  be 
a  strange,  odd  creature ;  and  then  in  a  perfectly 
audible  voice,  aside  to  her  friend,  added,  ''  but 
I  assure  you,  most  entertaining  and  gentleman- 
like. Do  you  remember  that  circumstance,  Mr. 
Richard  ? " 

**  I  must  say,  your  friend  Miss  Snook,  might 
have  better  employed  herself  than  in  paying 
such  minute  attention  to  other  peoples'  affairs," 
replied  Richard,  with  mild  indignation.  *^  Then 
it  is  true,"  cried  several  of  his  sisters,  sagaci- 
ously interpreting  this  as  an  avowal  of  the  cor« 
reotness  of  the  story. 

*'  I  wonder,"  cried  Madeline,  (she  was  always 
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vondeiiiig) — "  I  wonder  bow  long  she  will  be  at 
tlie  head  of  the  lUt."  "  In  the  ascendant,  my 
dear,  would  be  a  more  poetical  expressioQ," 
amended  her  mother. 

"  Well,  Richard  certainly  has  a  great  talent 
for  making  hiinHclf  agreeable  to  the  fair  eex," 
said  Madeline,  aspiring  to  emulate  her  mother's 
refinement  of  expression,  "  not  that  she  would 
hare  been  my  choice,"  she  repeated  aside, 
"  though  to  be  sure  there's  Eometbing  stylish 
about  her." 

Much  more  was  detailed  by  the  sisters  on  the 
subject  of  each  other's  respective  fiirtatioos  at 
the  ball;  for  under  that  oanie  every  species  of 
colloquy,  each  passing  attention,  from  the  oppo- 
site sex  was  included,  though  none  of  these 
seemed  to  have  been  of  so  decided  and  desperate 
a  nature  as  their  brother's,  with  Miss  Arabella 
Mabon.  Tbeir  two  youngest  sisters  sat  listen- 
tngt  with  attentive  ears,  open  mouth,  and  eyes 
dilated,  devouring  with  eager  interest  these 
charming  accounts  of  scenes — the  more  delight- 
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ful  from  being  withheld — in  which  they  already 
mingled  in  imagination,  while  they  beheld  in 
the  distance,  anticipating  conquests  for  them- 
selves of  a  yet  more  glorious  nature  than  those 
which  in  the  relation  held  fast  their  attention  in 
a  manner  no  other  theme  could  have  succeeded 
in  doing. 

Upon  Rosalie's  return  late  in  the  evenings 
Madeline  followed  her  to  her  room,  and  insisted 
on  staying  to  have  a  talk  over  their  pleasant 
evening,  as  she  said,  though  in  reality  not 
without  a  hope  of  hearing  much  from  Rosalie 
of  the  proceedings,  and  all  about  the  people  of 
the  Hall. 

She  began  by  being  most  confidentially  com- 
municative about  her  own  and  her  brother's 
concerns ;  and  after  commenting  upon  the 
marked  flirtation  of  the  latter,  demanded  Rosalie's 
opinion  upon  that  affair.  '^  I  should  almost 
conclude  it  to  be  an  affaire  finxt — a  perfect  case 
of  love  at  first  sight,*'  replied  Rosalie^  anxious 


line,  drawing  liersclf  a  chair  towards  th 
iiig-table,  with  an  evident  intention  to  s 
what  she  termed  «  ooqF  olutt.  and  ttei 
her  hand  in  a  mkoocr  ^BfBlvlj  h«  « 
*aa  at  once  calculated  to  arrest  atlent 
preparative  of  Bomething  amazing,  in  wh 
was  mucli  to  blume,  more  to  admire  at, 
more  to  exalt  tlie  hearer's  conceptioc 
aubject  in  question,  "  My  dear  Mie»  de 
you  have  no  idea  of  Richard's  way«." 

Rosalie  looked  very  much  as  though  si 
particular  desire  to  be  initiated  into  thei 
certainly  does,  carry  his  flirtations  t( 
extraordinary  length,"  continued  Made 
then  she  went  on  to  give  her  oompanio 
eiAmples  of  h«r 
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poirers  of  fascioatioDy  though  she  did  not  quite 

^^^^cceed  ID  establishing  the  same  conviction  in 

liosalie's  mind,  perhaps,    because  during  the 

'ditioD,  her    thoughts    were   more  than    half 

*6eupied  upon  other  subjects ;  besides  she  could 

^  bad  she  given  the  matter  any  consideration 

It  ill,  be  persuaded  to  think  Miss  Mahon  had 

njr  other  intention  in    permitting    Richard's 

ohunsy    attentions,    than    arousing    herself  bj 

pkiying    off  her    accomplished    coquetry,    and 

i 

;  toying  the  effect  of  her  fine  airs  upon  the 
ilraDge  half  town-bred,  half-sporting  and  most 
amphibious  monster  of  the  human  race. 

Madeline  concluded  this  narration  of  her 
brother's  affaires  tie  cceur,  and  the  moving 
aoooant  of  how  many  fair  damsels  had  ju&t 
been  on  the  eve  of  possessing,  and  yet  missed 
liie  prise — by  her  own  peculiarly  expressive 
waive  of  the  hand,  giving  Rosalie  to  understand 
bow  formidable  a  person  her  sex  had  to  deal 
with  in  Mr.  Richard  Brading. 
After  a  moment's  pause,  '•  The  last  time," 
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she  rcaiimed,  in  a  still  more  confidential  tone, 
"  His  last  lore  affair,  we  all  felt  persuaded, 
would  end  in  something,  and  so  in  all  proba- 
bility it  would ;  in  fact,  I  am  sure  it  would ; 
he  owned  to  me,  he  had  seriously  thought  of 
Sufan  Painter ;  but  before  his  mind  was  quite 
msd(!  up,  Susan,  after  all  his  attcntinuB,  not 
choosing  to  wait  any  longer,  I  suppose,  went 
and  accepted  somebody  else.  Did  you  ever  hear 
of  such  a  thing  ?  It  was  really  quite  unaccount- 
able." 

Perceiving  she  was  expected  to  make  some 
remark,  Rosalie  could  not  help  declaring,  with 
resjject  to  the  last-mentioned  young  lady,  to 
whose  fate  alone,  amidst  her  numerous  prede- 
cessors her  attention  h:.d  been  arretted,  that 
she  could  not  agree  with  Madeline,  in  thinking 
it  probable  that  the  said  young  lady  had  mar- 
ried one  gentleman,  while  contemplating  ac- 
ce|iting  anothfr,  even  tliough  that  other  should 
be  Mr,  Richard  Bradjng. 

Madeline  was  greatly  surprised  at  thts  ristr' 


)uld   ^J 
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of  the  case,  she  saw  do  reason  why^  and  in- 
deed, no  possibility  that  Miss  Painter  should  not 
have  reciprocated  her  brother's  attachment;  and 
again  repeated,  that  she  had  no  doubt  as  to  the 
success  of  his  suit  had  he  essayed  in  time :  in 
fact;  experience  had  proved  his  certainty  of 
success. 

Rosalie  made  no  scruple  of  declaring  her  opi- 
nion, that  if  his  conduct  was  as  bad  as  his  sister 
had  represented,  it  was  neither  more  nor  less 
than  outrageous.  Without  betraying  any  indig- 
nation at  this  declaration,  Madeline  continued, 
*'  Well,  he  certainly  has  a  most  wonderful  way 
of  ingratiating  himself  with  all  the  ladies ;  and 
it*s  very  natural,  you  know^  he  should  be  auxious 
to  marry,  as  well  as  particular  whom  he  marries, 
and  of  course  it's  not  in  the  nature  of  things  he 
should  be  refused." 

"  Indeed!"  exclaimed  Rosalie^  as  the  figure 
of  this  lady-killer  rose  before  her  mental  view, 

"  Why,  yes !  you  know,  the  fine  fortune  he 
inherits   from   his  uncle  Hankey,  who  was  an 

VOL.  II.  H 


"  U  that  it,"  saia  Itosane,  wuu  i"""o 

iiirarubiibk  tlin  conridciice  had  been  pretty  i 
t„sely  bo.to.>ed;  "1  .»  •f'"'''  'l-™'  ' 
judgment  about  Hl.e  nature  of  things-  », 
general,  sufficienllj  correct,  Madeline." 

..  Yei !  you  see  tbere'e  an  ««cu.e  tor 
being  a  little  particular;  and  K'  fcrt"" 
fa«inatio..s  together,  give  Mm  •  B""*  *' 
of  .nanyiT-g  »ell,  though  the,  ha™  been 
cause  of  our  coming  to  a  aplit  »ith  »veral  I 
liesi  but  the  easy  aocco!.  and  cnooumgomei 
meets  iiilh  are  his  excuse." 

'•  The  fact  is,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Mad. 
in  answer  to  some  rather  forcible  expresai. 
indignation  horn  Kosalie  i  "  the  f«* iy| 
will  be  made  '""!■  "f  "  ^B 
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to  be  very  indigDant  very  long  together;  her 
perfiect  unsuspidon  that  the  view  she  took  of 
tfiem   could  be  a  subject  of  doubt  or  debate — 
oucousciousness  that  there  was  any  other 
of  viewing  such  things — the  perfect  naivete 
0f  her  worldliness,  and  the  simple  good  faith 
mth  i^hich  she  unscrupulously  confessed  her 
tratiments,   evinced  an   impracticable   state  of 
aind  quite  inaccessible  to  arguments  of  another 
eomplexion,  which  it  was  as  useless  to  attempt  as 
inpossible  to,  make  her  conceive.     It  was  in  vain 
Aat   Rosalie^  in  allusion  to  the   fate  of  Miss 
Painter,  not   desiring,  she  said,   to  depreciate 
ike   merits  of   Mr.   Richard   Brading,   but   to 
•phold  those  of  her  sex,  hoped  there  were  not 
aasy   capable   of  giving  and   receiving  hearts 
ajfter  the  fashion  of  the  game  of  pitch  and  toss, 
m  she  had  represented  the  affair;  she  found, 
■hhough   Madeline  was  particularly  profuse  of 
the  term,  it  was  not  possible  to  induce  in  her  a 
bigfaer  conception  of  the  heart  than  as  a  palpi- 
tatio'^  something  on  the  left  side,  to  be  figura- 

h2 


inakinfe'  n  I'CtliT  exchange.     Her  brotlier 

cliard,  it  sceiiK-d,  bad   l"St  Ids   90   often, 

engaged  it  in  mch  ftequmt  confficts,  U» 

nUBt  have  been  quite  worn  out  by  this  ti 

and  Ronaiie  could  not  retrain  from  renrarl 

that  nhoever  ultimately  acquired  the    m 

contested  prije,  must  be  contented  »ith  it 

very  dilapidated  condition.     "  Well,"  said 

deline,  "  1  suppose  it's  rcty  plea.ant  boil 

lore,    helgb-hol    bow  I  did  enjoy  myscl 

.hole  ot  kit  spring  1"  aho  wa.  al»ays  all 

to  that  pleasant  time,  in   connexion  wit 

love  affair  of  ber  own,   about  which  shi 

enlightened  Kosalie  at  the  beginning  of 

acqnaintnnee,  which  had  since  been  bn>k 

by  the  f^iuiily  on  so  '    "  '"*' 
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l*'"^  her  fears  that  he  would  never  recover 
^  the  blow,  yet  whenever  she  alluded  to  the 
'^^  at  which  he  had  paid  his  devoted  atten- 
^^  it  was  always  (far  from  expressing  regret) 
to  look  back   with  unqualified  satisfaction   to 
tbofle  pleasant  days;   though  she  left  it  to  be 
nferred  they  were  purchased  at  the  expense  of 
iier  discarded  lover's  future  peace.     In  fact,  it 
was  a  pleasant  thing  to  fall  back  upon^  when  she 
IumI  nothing  else  upon  her  hands;  and  when 
from  the  preponderance  of  other  topics  of  inte- 
rest she  found  herself  an  object  of  less  attention 
ChaD  abe  could  wish,  it  was  consoling,  on  such 
oeeasions,  still  to  proclaim  herself  an  object  of 
iBcreaaing  adoration  and  regret,  or  a  victim  to 
the  stem  decrees  of  parents  and  guardians. 

''  I  am  sure  I  don't  know  how  it  is,"  she  conti- 
nued ^  but  Richard  and  I  have  always  been  in  for 
Ibat  sort  of  thing,  (meaning  love  passages) »  upon 
llw  whole  it  gives  one  a  great  deal  of  uneasiness. 
Yen  bave  no  idea  of  the  indignation  I  felt  seeing 
ifaat  wretch  Joe  Planter  (her  old  admirer)  staring 


sell  so  uoworttiy— so  xoiaiiy  imwunuj  m 
■  'lit;  jet,  rcceiviDg  bouquets  whenever  oi 
going  out  of  an  evening,  antl  other  attenttoi 
that  sort,  are  pleasant  enough.  Ah  !  it's  a , 
misfortune  to  be  a  sort  of  hc'iresa  as  I  an 
one  never  can  feel  sure  it*s  yourself  anc 
your  fortune  the  oien  are  looking  after, 
they  have  none  themselves,  like  poor  Joe." 
Rosalie,  who  could  not  help  being  amui 
Madeline's  strong  views  about  disintereatei 
confessed  she  bad  not  before  considere. 
matter  in  that  light.  "  But  I  had  imagi 
she  added,  "  that  you  had  coDsidered  yc 
and  him  hardly  used,  sUll  believing  in  1) 
feclion  — " 

"  Ah !  we  ""^  '*^'  'io^l"  *"  t">  r1fi(<MVMl.' 


THE    BVLING    PASSION.  lol 

night,  when  I — ^when  (here  she  cast  down  her 
own  orbs)  that  delightful  creature,  Mr.  James 
Chancy  was  talking  to  me ;  don*t  you  think  him 
very  agreeable  and  very  handsome?"  Rosalie 
said  she  had  not  sufiSciently  observed  the  gentle- 
man in  question  to  give  any  opinion  upon  the 
latter  point,  and  had  no  opportunity  of  testing 
the  former  qualification. 

^^  He  has  three  thousand  a  year/'  said  Made- 
line,  musingly. 

"  Then  you  would  feel  perfectly  sure  of  the 
disinterestedness  of  his  views.** 

Madeline  again  locked  conscious^  but  was  not 
the  least  aware  she  had  asserted  anything  that 
was  not  perfectly  logical ;  and  then  again  going 
over  the  whole  history  of  her  love  aflair  with 
Mr.  Joe  Planter,  with  some  additional  fttcts  and 
inferences  altogether  different  to  any  she  had 
previously  drawn ;  and  upon  the  whole,  some- 
thing less  favourable  to  the  character  and  mo- 
tives of  her  former  swain,  gave  her  companion 
to  understand  that  the  heart  she  so  entirely 
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conforretl  upon  this  unworthy  object,  had  been 
regained  as  whole  as  ever,  to  be  assigned  away 
on  the  preceding  evening,  to  Mr.  James  Chancy, 
for  the  purpose  of  effecting  which  transfer  she 
had  apparently  repossessed  herself  of  tlie  prioe- 
lesa  treasure." 

Having  thus  entirely  disburthened  her  mfaid, 
she  began  her  inquiries  into  Rosalie's  proceed- 
ings, under  the  pcrsuaaion  that  she  was  entitled 
to  an  equal  amount  of  enlightenment  to  that  she 
had  givea. 

Poor  Rosalie,  most  anxious  to  be  left  to  herself, 
and  wearied  out  by  these  lengthy  disclosures, 
was  in  no  mood  to  afford  the  expected  intel- 
ligence. Though  too  good-natured  not  to  have 
forced  some  attention  to  the  previous  details,  so 
interesting  to  their  narrator,  she  longed  to  be 
alone,  to  think  over  all  she  had  heard  or  seen  at 
the  Hall.  After  a  moment's  consideration  upon 
the  best  method  of  cfTeeting  the  aliove  purpose, 
she  suddenly  exclaimed,  in  answer  to  Madeline's 
rigmarole  inquiries  as  to  her  flirtations  and  the 
progress  of  the  dramatics  : 
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**  What  should  you  say,  my  dear  Madeline,  if 
jou  were  to  hear  it  was  all  at  an  end,  and  I  was 
to  inform  you  there  was  to  be  no  play." 

*'  No  play  ! "  almost  shrieked  Madeline,  *'  I 
should  never  recover  the  disappointment, — you 
must  be  joking." 

''It  is  all  too  true/'  said  Rosalie,  sighing, 
(for  she  regretted  the  cause,  as  much  as  Made- 
line the  effect),  ^*  the  whole  thing  is  given  up." 

"  Given  up !  after  I  had  fixed  my  mind  so 
upon  it.  It  is  impossible  !  You  cannot  mean 
that  there's  to  be  no  play  !  What  will  they  all 
sny  ?  Ah !  said  Rosalie,  *'  it  is  a  pity  they  should 
remain  any  longer  in  ignorance  of  the  important 
fact;  if  you  like  to  go  now  and  undeceive  them 
before  they  are  all  gone  to  bed,  I  will  tell  you 
the  particulars  to*morrow,  but  I  am  too  tired  to 
talk  now,  and  I  am  sure  you  must  be  equally 


60. 


Though  Madeline  was  perfectly  aware  her 
absence  was  desired,  she  remained  some  mo- 
ments in  indecision  as  to  whether  she  should 

Hd 


vailed,  and  with  various  qaculationB  ot  an 
poiutment  and  consternation,  sbe  left  Ros 
to  the  solitude  she  so  much  desired. 

But  it  is  now  indispensable,  in  order  to 
plain  Rosalie's  state  of  mind,  and  to  ace 
for  the  startling  fact  which  has  just  th 
Madeline  into  such  a  state  of  constem! 
that  the  pUy!-lhe  play!-the  subject  of 
infinite  anticipations,  which  had  occupie. 
brains,  mental  and  mechanical,— emplojci 
speculations  of  BO  many,— and  raised  the  e 
tations  of  all,  far  and  near,  that  the  play, 
which  Auastasia  had  apparently  sol  her 
ahould  he  all  of  a  sudden  given  up,  it  is  i 
arj  to  go  hack  and  detail  the  train  of  ci 
stances  leadil  "^""  "'       " 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

**  How  silrer  sweet  sound  lovers  tongues  by  night." 

ROMBO  Sc  Jo  LIST. 


«< 


Such  sober  certainty  of  sober  bliss  I  never  knew  till  now. 

Milton. 


« 


What  power  on  earth  is  there  like  Music's 
power,  describing  without  the  interruption  of 
words,  what  they  of  themselves  <!ould  never 
explain  !  What  would  the  most  delicious  thing 
in  the  world,  a  summer^s-day,  laden  with  the 
summer  swelling  flowers  be,  without  the  bun* 
dred  notes  of  grateful  joyance,  that  seem  to 


less  ana  tuncles.,  without  thi.  uncooscioui 
sootlirag  barmony  !  To  ho.  many  feelings 
yond  the  po.er  of  .olds,  *e  heart  seems 
respond  m  a  gush  of  mental  anguish. 

At  the  last  glimpse  .e  had  of  Dora  Meli 
.he  might  truly  he  said  to  be  under  mit 
.pell ;  and  even  if  her  sonl  till  then  had  n, 
recognised  its  po.er,  it  must  have  been  of  i 
impenetrable  stuff  than  Scylla  or  fell  Obaryl 
Who  could  not  have  failed  to  "  murmur 
applause,"  not  to  have  been  moved  by  » 
deep,  soft  tones  that  seemed  to  breathe  tl» 
soul  of  pathos  1  That  it  .as  not  thus,  .1 
sure,  as  the  air  must  still  have  Hoatod  01 
memory ;  at  all  OVMitfc  il  .»s  a  proof  o 
quickness  and 
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we  will  not  be  quite  so  certain),  but  tbere  she 
stood,  perhaps  all  unconsciously,  murmuring 
forth  that  beautiful  song.  It  might  have  been 
the  tendency  that  one  lovely  thing  ever  has  to 
remind  one  of  another,  that  caused  her  to  sing  it 
over  then ;  for  it  was  a  lovely  moonlight  evening, 
and  the  pale,  silvery  light  streaming  over  the 
spreading  green  sward,  while  it  tipped  some  of 
the  trees  with  its  white  light,  left  the  deeper 
shades  of  the  woods  to  contrast  with  these  pale 
gleams  with  a  sombre  depth  of  effect  that  was 
perfectly  grand.  Or  it  might  have  been  that 
she  had  caught  up  the  strain  from  Isabel,  whom 
she  had  just  left,  and  who  had  been  singing  it 
over  and  over,  till  she  had  fallen  asleep  ;  for  all 
the  party,  save  herself  and  her  sister,  had  de- 
parted for  the  Dingsly  ball.  Lady  and  the  Miss 
Sunderlands  had  hinted  so  decidedly  at  the  im- 
propriety, nay,  the  impossibility  of  allowing  such 
a  child  as  Isabel  to  accompany  them  thither, 
that  Dora  had  given  up  the  point ;  but  to  con- 
sole poor  Isabel  for  her  disappointment,  whilo. 


been  »aJe  on  the  part  of  their  hoste..  ana 

daughters.     Isabel,  tired  out  with  a  long 

Mbulation  of  the  morning,  had  early  retire 

rest,  when  Dora,  invited  by  the  lovelines.  o 

e.ening,  had  strolled  out,  and  ehanoed  to  d 

her  step,  to  the  now  lonely  scene  of  th. 

norning  party,   feeling  a  soothing  ple.su 

the  unwonted  lonelmess  so  eonl.asted  .itl 

mnal  gaiety  and  excitement  of  the  place. 

tailing  water  from  an  ornamental  fountain 

plashed  ra  concert  with  her  song.     Dor 

preached  the  brink  of  the  marUe  basin,  ( 

intently  on  the  wrinkled  reBeelion  of  the 

casting  its  lengthened  image  on  the  water 

pled  surface,  while  the  fonnlKn  ibte.  i» 

oarent  atreao 
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romantic  reminiscenoes  as  those  erst  indulged  in 
by  Lorenzo  and  his  Jewish  love,  beneath  such  a 
§ky,  (their  discourse  thick  o'erlaid  with  paunes 
of  bright  gold  as  the  heavens  above  them)  till 
after  their  fiishion  every  enchanting  picture  wor- 
thy of  being  set  in  the  silver  frame  of  such  a 
night,  had  been  passed  in  review,  from  the  im- 
mortal moonlit  balcony  of  Juliet  to  Byron's  Alp^ 
visited  by  the  holy  shade  of  his  Francesca — 
through  whose  hand — 

"  So  white  and  transparent  of  hue, 
Tou  might  haye  seen  the  moon  shine  through.** 

Dora's  mind  might  have  been  busied  with 
visions  of  the  kind,  though  the  deep  sigh  with 
which  she  concluded  that  mournful  sounding 
nelody  seemed  to  betoken  more  home  thoughts. 
Is  it  Csncy — or  do  sounds  of  other  music  come 
creeping  on  her  ear  !  Could  it  be  !  or  had  her 
imagination  been  so  wrought  upon  by  the  loveli- 
of  the  scene,  and  its  magic  associations,  that 
but  fancies  those  strains,  or  in  truth,  comes 


brcatiilcssly  listens  and  the  sounds  become  n 
distinct.  Uora  felt  irresistibly  drawn  tow, 
the  sound— the  melody  growing  clearer  as 
advanced,  till  she  could  dittiflguish  won 
these  words,  "  It  ia  not  that  I  love  thee  U 
&c.,  and  the  guitar  acconipaniincnt.  Vea '. 
same  words  sung  by  that  voice,  the  nai 
beauty  of  whose  tone  was  as  nothing  to 
thousand  niemoriea  linked  with  it,  heighte 
its  sway  over  the  mind  of  our  herolue,  till  c 
feeling,  every  nerve,  before  highly  wrought 
strung  up  to  an  extent  she  had  never  drei 
of.  It  was  in  truth  that  voice,  whoso  lig 
tone,  after  the  lapse  of  years  she  had  foun. 
surely,  nolwithsUnding  all  her  fond  deluwoi 
the  contrary,  t 
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fine  sense  and  superior  gifts,  to  which  Anastasia 
had  alluded  with  such  lively  sarcasm,  was  under 
the  spell  of  feeling  and  imagination  to  a  degree 
that  might  be  accounted  infatuation;  which 
Bome  esteem  fbllj,  others  wisdom,  some  call 
Lore,  others  madness ;  but  which  ever  since  that 
momiDg  serenade  (whose  effect  was  so  singular 
and  so  general)  had  been  revivified  in  her  soul, 
awaked  from  its  slumber,  to  make  her  now  stand 

as  ftpell-bound  by  its  power;  or  term  it  weakness; 
call  her  the  plaything  of  a  fond  imagination,  o^* 
what  you  will,  yet  had  you  appreciated  the  cas 
be^r  bad  you  known  Reginald  Sefton. 

He  was  standing  immediately  under  her  wi 
dow,  and  concluding  the  last  stanza  of  the  wc 
fcmembered  song — 

'^  Thy  fonn  does  to  mj  fancy  bring, 
And  makes  my  old  wounds  bleed  anew.*' 

Aa  she  approached,  ah !  what  could  Dora  do ! 
yli^  atanda  rooted  to  the  spot,  and  wildly  throbs 
pulse.     The  chord  has  been  struck — the 


ciciit  poM-er  to  awaken  tbem  from  that  p; 
slQitibcr,— jcs!— was  that  tlirilUag  allusit 
the  rcminiacencea  of  first  love. 

Thus  it  was,  when  the  disappointed  mua 
finding  no  response  to  bia  aerenade,  chaoc 
turn  his  head,  baply  preparing  for  a  yet 
touching  appeal ;  in  one  moment  he  was  I 
ade,  breathing  Bofier,  and  more  powerful 
io  her  ear.  But  wo  are  not  going  to  det 
he  said :  first,  because  aucb  dialogues  are 
interesting,  sase  to  tlie  eloquent  speake 
charmed  listener;  besides.  Sefton  spoke 
subdued  a  voice,  that  Dora  only,  not  ev 
night-breeze  beside,  might  have  caugl 
words.  That  its  tone  was  tender,  wh( 
doabtT — for'  '    ' """ 
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him  there  "  on  such  a  scene — on  such  a  night !  '* 
Suffice  it,  that  he  spoke  a  great  deal,  and  Dora 
very  little, — which  is  as  much  as  to  confess  that 
she  listened  very  attentively,  and  do  we  not  all 
know  the  fate  of  a  woman  who  does  so  ? 


CHAITETi  Vin, 


■•  SiiK  liieils  hlin  not  (or  too  much  IsiiniinB ." 


"UiS  vaa  not  that  open  ullets  soU 
Tlml  feels  relief  by  bidding  «otroT  flow  : 
Nor  loughl  he  Iricnd  u  couiuel  oi  condotai 
Wimle'erhii  giief  msto  be."— BtmB^H 


It   is   iadispensable    at    tliia    period  of 
history  to  reti 


THE    RULING    PASSION. 


ief5 


attempted  to  describe  our  heroine  as  she  was  in 
the  days  of  her  youth,  and  brilliant  fortunes^ 
and  hinted  at  the  crowd  of  buzzing  flatterers  or 
real  admirers,  that  there  flitted  around  her, 
attracted  by  the  light  of  her  beauty,  and  her 
wit,  her  virtues,  or  perchance^  her  fortune. 
There  had  been  two  amongst  these  who  sought 
her  smiles,  whose  admiration  had  materially 
affected  her  future  destiny.  The  flrst  of  these 
(as  the  reader  has  doubtless  already  surmised) 
was  the  coxcomb  Edmond  Tracy,  who  could 
never  forget  or  forgive  her  disregard  of  his 
addresses,  nor  brook  the  utter  indiflerence 
bordering  on  contempt  with  which  she  listened 
to  his  protestations, — protestations  which  had 
jie%'er  before  been  heard  without  a  blush  of 
ratification,  a  downcast  look  of  triumph,  and 
a  palpable  exultation,  so  soothing,  so  lubrica- 
tios  ^^  ^^^  self-love,  that  the  calm,  unmoved 
fiance  directed  upon  him  without  any  such 
symptoms  of  enchantment,  after  he  had  ex- 
haasted  the  choicest  flowers  of  his  eloquence 


[ 


nur  i)CTri:<tly  iinrdoned  her  who  had  first  a' 
111  him  a  misgiving  of  the  all-potency  of  1 
powers,  which  had  ne»er  been  so  complelel 
at  naught.  Surprise  for  a  long  time  previ 
the  convielion  from  fixing  itself  in  hia  i 
followed  by  indignnlion,  when  the  unpal" 
truth  was  fully  coiifinncd  ;  and  he  cone 
a  rankling  tlesirc  to  retaliate  the  injurr 
imagined  himself  to  have  received  froTt 
who  unly  sought  to  evince  her  dindain  a 
whose  open  undisguised  boast  was  hi»  I 
triumph  and  success  with  her  sex. 

If  she  had  been  too  regardless  of  hisfei 
her  own  were  soon  to  be  tried  ;  for  soor 
the  second  of  these  worthies  made  his  a 
nnce.  and  th< 
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3r  with  the  affection  of  children;  Reginald 
JLillie  even  talked  as  children  will  often  do, 
El  future  union,  proceeding  to  assume  the 
-Bcters  of  husband  and  wife,  to  their  mutual 
i&ction. 

1  the  fairy  tales  they  read  together,  they 
made  a  point  of  fancying  themselves  suc- 
ively  each  prince  and  princess,  warrior, 
lady,  in  whose  adventures  they  were  im- 
(ed  ;  and  skipping  over  the  perils  dire,  and 
-breadth  escapes,  their  royal  and  noble 
3types  were  subjected  to ;  looked  forward 

undoubting  certainty,  to  the  goodly  con- 
oiation  of  living  happily  together  all  the 
J  af  their  lives- 

h^y  P^^^^ — ^^^  affectionate  hearts  of  the 
^e-building  pair  were  torn  asunder;  the 
US  over  which  they  had  ruled,  in  those  of 
•  ima^'^ination,  with  all  their  delectabilities, 
;  disenchanted,  as  effectually  as  the  pran- 

steeds  and  gorgeous  lacqueys  of  the  re- 
ned  CifKlereilu  were  re-transforaied  to  their 


wlitiii  lie  gnvc  liis  last  kiss  to  his  weeping 
a  year  or  two  younger  than  himself,  an 
companied  by  his  doting  mother  end  a 
proceeded  to  Germany,  thence  to  Italy, 
to  forget,  "  in  the  fresh  fields  and  pa 
new"  thut  opened  upon  him,  princes, 
cessee,  giunls,  dwarfs,  and  &tl  the  rememb 
of  the  f»iry  region,  he  had  tenanted  wi 
now  lonely  fair  one,  who,  with  her  lex' 
Btancy,  still  conUniied  to  look  hack  wit 
recollection  upon  those  happy  hours, — c 
not  to  regret  the  vanished  kingdom,  an 
castles  of  that  gulden  period. 

Long  aflervrards  would   her   memory 
with  singular  pleasure  on  those  childisi 
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unvarying  indifference  she  evinced  to  the  suit 
of  all  others.  True  it  is,  she  never  ceased  to 
remember  her  youthful  lover,  and  to  wonder 
within  herself,  as  years  passed  on,  whether  he 
might  realise  the  lofty  conceptions  of  her  grand 
ideal,  in  which  imaginary  personage,  she  had 
combined  every  great  and  grand  quality  she 
had  heard  or  read  of  in  tale  or  history. 

More  than  eight  years  had  flown  away  since 
she  had  seen  him ;  and  at  last,  circumstances 
brought  them  again  into  contact ; — at  last  he 
came.  It  was  certainly  very  foolish,  but  how 
her  heart  did  beat ;  and  how  vividly  was  every 
circumstance  of  their  former  companionship 
recalled  to  her  imagination.  She  recollected  it 
all ; — strange  fate  !  that  she  who  was  so  ordi- 
narily unimpressed  by  the  most  flattering 
avowals  of  her  admirers,  should  be  thus  agi- 
tated by  a  few  childish  recollections,  still  more 
so  that  the  object  awaking  such  emotions  in 
her,  the  admired,  the  courted,  should  be  moved 
by  no  corresponding  feeling ;  and  stranger  still, 

VOL.  II.  I 


for  lie  iiicl  liLT  ^v■ith  the  formalily  oi  a  sua 
unpcTlnrbcJ  by  reminiscences  ot  »ny  kind, 
remembered  Ihe  citcumeWKe  ot  tb«ip  fl 
iMimacyi  b«l  aU.  !  «"  ll>o«  youtl.M  »»• 
.ffection  ,vhich  h»d  thrown  their  purpl. 
,„„„d  th.t  hap,.y  lin>«,  l>ad  waned  fro. 
memory,  tbongh  w  d»fmclly  impre»l 
ter's.  that  she  felt  Halt  indignant,  Ihouj 
chned  to  smile  at  it.  tenacity.  The  cons 
Mssofsuch  feelings  with  the  90,picioi 
they  might  be  met  by  no  answering  pevi 
old  remen.brances,  gate  a  constraint  i 
manner  which  but  increased  a«  her  con 
,a»  confirmed.  Those  kindly  welconiin| 
cipations-thal  doubting  hope  of  th«  ten. 

their  enrly  I"'      ' 
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x>wn  mind  with  the  frank,  free,  disembarrassed 
nuxHx^re  de  societe  of  the  foreign  circles,  or  po- 
lished coteries  of  fashionable  life  to  which  he 
had  so  long  been  accustomed — merely  thinking 
it  pity  of  her  loveliness,  that  in  all  things  else 
DoiA  should  so  far  fall  short  of  these  finished 
charmers.  Different  indeed  were  her  impres* 
^KXis.  She  saw  him^  and  her  imagination  con- 
quered ;  for  he  at  once  seemed  all  that  imagi- 
nation had  idealised,  while  dreaming  of  mortal 
perfectability,  indued  with  every  moral  and 
mental  beauty,  investing  the  image  with  all  the 
ideal  grandeur  the  old  painters  imparted  to 
their  works.  Perhaps  herself  unconscious  of 
the  fact,  she  had  cherished  a  hope  that  the 
Jte^oald  of  her  childhood  might  realise  thi^ 
ntctore  of  her  imagination,  to  which  all  others 
had  appeared  so  totally  dissimilar.  Who  are 
they  that  in  their  young  days  have  not  indulged  * 
in  day  dreams  of  some  kind!  Amongst  the 
w|>an<^  and  gentle  of  her  sex,  all  have  loved  to 
frmnder  in  the  same  glad  region  of  imagination 


it  a  paradise,  and  without  whom  it  would  I 
desert.  Alas,  for  these  aspirations  !  they 
soar  the  highest,  are  Uible  lo  the  most  pre 
tOM  descent.  Keginald,  we  haie  said,  at 
appeared  all  that  her  fondest  imagination 
created  in  its  highest  flight.  Chanje  she 
looked  for^but  such  a  change  1  and  the 
possibility  she  found  in  assimilating  in 
mind  the  fair  boy  with  whom  she  had  p 
so  many  years  since,  and  the  tall  darlt-hr 
Btrantrer,  who  now  stood  before  her  with  a 
so  distinguished  and  commanding,  was  an 
reason  that  sent  her  feelings  rushing  b> 
their  source,  causing  a  lumnU  of  contrary 
lions  within,  though  without  all  was  c1 
and  calm  as 
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regard  to  Dora,  and  becane  convinced,  as  he 
knew  her  better,  and  saw  her  with  those  she 
loved,  that  there  was  no  coldness  or  want  of 
euthosiasm  in  mind,  in  taste,  or  in  heart, — no 
coldness  there — except  to  himself;  the  conclu- 
maa  to  which  he  was  forced  revolted  his  self- 
lore, —  yet  he  arrived  simultaneously  to  the 
decision,  that  there  were  no  other  faults  disco- 
vmable  in  Dora  Melville.  After  this,  the  result 
may  be  guessed; — he  admired,  was  charmed 
with,  he  loved  her ; — yes  !  he  loved  her  with 
the  affection  man  ordinarily  bestows  on  woman ; 
blB  cultivated  taste  and  judgment  approved  her 
natoral  and  acquired  graces  of  mind  and  man- 
ners ;  he  was  fascinated  by  her  attractions — her 
beaaty ; — there  was  nothing  to  be  wished ; — all 
die  did  seemed  improved  by  her  performance 
of  it — an  undefinable  something  that  accompa- 
aied  her  every  action ;  an  elevation  of  sentiment 
and  manner  seemed  to  place  her  above  every 
other  woman  he  had  seen;  her  brilliancy  of 
lemark,  always  tempered  by  the  same  exalta* 


Can  it  be  said,  that  he  truly  appreciaitu  . 
that  tlie  depth  and  earnestness  of  lier  n 
sunk  ialo  his  heart,  to  anieliotate  and  dU 
all  it  found  there  of  un worthiness,  and  dr 
iUelf  all  of  nobleness  and  tenderness,  to  fl( 
in  a  belter  soil?  No!  for  be  valued  otbo 
Biderations  above  these ;  he  doubted,  hesi 
and  the  favourable  moment  never  came, 
indeed,  when  they  bad  mutually  touched 
old  limes,  and  some  inctdente  of  tlioM 
were  recalled  to  his  memory,  when  Doni* 
eyes  now  turned  upon  him,  were  withi 
and  filled  with  teai-s,  the  usual  reserve  1 
the  point  of  being  superseded  by  a  more 
reciprocity ;  but  the  resumption  of  her  oi 
chilling    del""""""'    checked   the  risil 
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theiXH  giving  a  sigh  to  the  happy  past,  won- 
dering at,  regretting,  and  scarcely  able  to  credit 
the  formal  present. 

Alas !  that  two  hearts  beating  so  in  unison 
^th  one  another,  should  be  so  effectually 
estranged  by  their  own  untowardness,  and  the 
7iroiid*8  conventionalities,  that  they  whose  hap- 
would  have  been  in  each  other,  should 
80  diligently  occupied  themselves  in  build- 
ing up  a  barrier  which  was  to  shut  them  out 
for  ever  from  the  bliss  within  their  view,  and 
that  its  foundation  should  be  the  same  basis 
of  guilelessnessand  love  they  erected  in  youth *s 
spring-time,  but  which  proved  a  hindrance  to 
the  full  perfection  of  what  was  so  auspiciously 
begun. 

^o !  he  could  not  have  loved  her  as  she 
should  ,have  been  loved,  or  he  would  have 
staked  all  in  the  venture,  for  the  remotest 
ehanoe  of  waking  a  return  of  love  in  her ;  con- 
straint, ceremony,  reserve,  all  would  have  dis- 
persed like  mists  and  vapours  of  the  mountains 


truth  ;  he,  the  keen,  the  far-sighted,  ms  oi 
by  hi!  ptcJominant  passion,  and  discerne 
what  was  clear  to  the  eye  of  another,  BU 
much  less  interested  observer;  for  nl 
brighter  time  had  seemed  approaching 
demon  of  vtoonded  lauity  bad  stopped  be 
tbem  in  the  person  of  him  whose  self-appre. 
had  once  led  him  into  the  error  of  bel 
himself  irresistible.  Coald  he  be  ea.i 
pected  to  pardon  her  who  had  disabus 
mind  of  the  mistake  I  —  Sefton's  pril 
him  to  the  opposite  error  of  doublin| 
watching,  and  mistrusting— mislrosling  h 
and  shrinking  from  the  sacrifice  of  1 
which  he  sacrificed  all  beside;  but  su 
IS  nati 
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w  »^ir  owa  torment, — to  give  the  readiest 
<^«ttce  to  whatever  they  would  peril  their 
*^  to  be  able  to  discredit. 

'^  Edmond,  none  knew  beside  their  object 
^*  we  hopes  he  had  entertained  of  their  luck- 
*«8  result ; — he  had  stifled  his  mortification  in 
^^  fear  of  being  regarded  as  a  disappointed 
^'^  and  was  still  a  frequent  visiter,  anti  re^ 
S^ed  as  a  friend  in  Dora's  family.    He  was 
^  of  the  very  few,   who  through  his  address 
***!  timely  encouragement  of  her  brother's  foi- 
oles  was  numbered  amongst  his  friends ;  and 
V  Using  his  endeavours  to  improve  that  cha- 
^*^r,  was  ever  welcomed  as  such  to  their 
*^e— a  hospitality  he  requited  in  a  manner 
t'^liar  to  himself.     It  was  soon  evident  to 
^^  an  observer,  how  the  case  stood  between 
"^^Siu&ld  and  Dora; — to  widen   the  distance 
^  inisunderstanding  between  them  was  his 
P^care,  and  he  succeeded  too  well.     Dora 
•••represented  as  a  heartless  coquette — seek- 
1  to  multiply  conquests  for  her  own  unmean- 

I  6 


ture  brookiitl  not  itie  insiiiuiiuuii  —  n.c  ... 
nuator  wus  equally  unendurable;  flight  w 
his  only  escape.  It  was  bitter  enough  to 
assured  that  bis  love  was  vain;  but  that  , 
secret  should  be  shared  by  another,  enbaof 
his  discomfiture.  They — the  unloving  Icnfl 
(for  where  there  is  distrust  true  love  exiata  t 
patted ;  he  threw  fiom  him  the  greatest  g 
that  ever  comes  athwart  man's  earthward  pj 
condoling  himself  by  the  rcjieated  assuranq 
the  untvorthiness  of  her  whom  he  would . 
get;  but  the  first  tumult  of  indignation  Q 
calm  reflection  glimmered  through  the  mia) 
had  created,  and  hinted  to  him  what  iu 
lost.  Vainly  he  endeavoured  to  repress 
reminiscence.     Thn  remembrance  of  Dot 
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forcing  him  to  retam  to  his  former  conviction^ 
mnd   even  regret  he  had  not  cast  his  fate  on 
such  a  hazard.     At  times  he  would  doubt  the 
existence  of  that  indifference  towards  himself 
which  we  have  said  he  deemed  her  only  fault ; 
mud   his  memory  would   recal  some  incident, 
which,  trifling  as  it  then  appeared,  might  admit 
«f  different  interpretation. 

In  the  vortex  of  continental  gaieties,  amidst 

le  classic  scenes  of  Italy,  the  indulgence  of  a 

titivated  taste  for  the  rarities  of  art,  and  the 

mtry  of  a    life    administering  to    every 

ise,    this  episode  in  his  brilliant  existence, 

^ht  be  almost  forgotten ;  yet  often,  when  in 

lance  of  his  mother's  wishes,  and  of  his 

preconcerted  notions  of  what  he  owed  to 

fiunily  and  the  world,  he  would  seek  some 

lar  fair  one  on  whom  to   bestow   his 

itioQS, — ^his  fastidious  taste  would  discover, 

some  glaring  defect,  some  lurking  defi* 

r,  or  a  latent  falling  off  in  ideas,  tastes, 

position  of  life,  which  grating  on  hii 
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refined  sense  of  propriety,  and  the  high 
he  had  formed  of  his  bride  elect,  would  very 
generally  remind  him,  that  Dorothy  Melville 
was  singularly  free  from  the  defeet  in  questiost 
involuntarily  recalling  her  rememhrancctobim. 
And  Dora,  how  did  she  bear  the  abrupt  de- 
fection of  the  recovered  love  of  her  childhood — 
of  him  who  embodied  her  bright  after- musings 
on  the  character  and  endowmeuta  of  a  hero 
lans  toche  and  tans  reproehe! — how  endure  the 
dispersion  of  all  her  dreams  of  happiuess  and 
romance!  Alas  !  the  griefs  in  which  she  was 
BO  soon  plunged,  followed  too  quickly  her 
heart's  only  wound,  estranging  her  from  Uia 
indulgence  or  thought  of  other  sorrows ;  every 
former  feeling  swallowed  up  in  the  sad  desola- 
tion of  her  heavy  bereavement;  her  care  for 
those  whose  stay  and  support  she  had  so 
solemnly  promised  to  become,  had  ever  sine* 
engrossed  her  entire  attention;  yet  would  Bho 
sometimes  torn  a  thought  on  former  days  ;  and 
that  bright  and  troubled  dream,  which,  but 


ind    ^H 
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the  melancholy  incidents  by  which  it  was  too 
quickly  followed,  might  have  been  the  per- 
vading influence  of  her  life.  And  still  when- 
ever she  read  of  the  deeds,  adventures,  or  the 
trials  of  the  brave  and  the  noble,  she  no  longer 
figured  some  vague  poetic  ideal,  but  invested 
the  hero  with  the  form  and  bearing  of  Reginald 
Sefton ;  but  then  no  delightful  tumult  of  ima- 
gination followed  the  discovery  of  this  resem- 
blance, as  in  former  times,  she  no  longer  linked 
her  own  fate  with  such  a  one ;  her  destiny  was 
fixed,  her  affections  absorbed  in  the  objects  of 
her  care,  and  she  now  listened  to  tales  of  love, 
with  the  tranquil  calm  of  a  recluse,  who  (far 
removed  from  its  tumults)  hears  tidings  of  the 
busy  world  from  which  he  has  for  ever  sepa- 
rated himself,  and  though  he  cannot  avoid 
feeUng  interest  in  the  proceedings  of  his  race, 
may  never  have  any  individual  concern  in  their 
joys  and  sorrows. 

To  have  heard  of  his  welfare  had  given  her 
sensible  gratification ;  but  tho'  she  could  think 


startlmgly  bark  to  the  real  world  ;  and  sue 
learnt  enough  from  experience  to  decide,  t 
the  wounds  of  the  fae&rt  are  difficult  to  b 
and  the  void  left  there  by  unrequited  afTeet 
is  to  be  filled  only  under  rare  circumstod 
She  thought  as  a  woman  1  | 

It  was  thus  tliat  she  had  given  k>  roucht 
to  preserve  her  brother  Francis  from  the  mi 
she  had  herself  too  keenly  known,  fiiarin^ 
effect  on  his  aflectionate  uature  and  no 
uncontrouled  fecliugs. 

Such  was  the  history  of  Dora's  early  Itfi 
only  loTc,  which  had  ekillcd  her  in  it*  I 
though  the  remembrance  had  lung  becj 
•mongst  the  things  that  were.         ^^^| 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


My  tales  of  loye  were  wont  to  weary  jou; 
I  know  you  joy  not  in  a  loye  discourse.'* 

Two  Gbktlemem  of  VEmoii a. 


^  And  so  Dora,  said  her  friend,  the  first  in- 
fltsnt  they  found  themselves  alone,  *^  you  have 
vncompromisingly  rejected  that  noble  creature, 
Flulip  Clarendon ;  and  in  like  manner  accepted 

that in  short,  you  have  pledged  your  faith 

to  Reginald  Seflon." 

Rather  disconcerted  at  this  sudden  attack^ 
was  silent  through  surprise,  and  Rosalie 
itinued^  *^  You  have  promised  to  be  his ;  I 


■'    ..  Xoiiseiise,    Dora!"  elie  petulant 

chimed,  "  l>:t  there  be  no  standing  on 
betwecQ  you  and  lue.  1  know  you  havt 
hope,  and  is  not  that  enough  f— I  am  su 
BO.  1  marked,  too,  the  despair  in  Clare 
altered  eye— his  mind's  true  index.  Oh 
I  been  you,  how  oppositely  had  I  dec 
how  — "  Dorothy's  eyes  were  now  fixe 
an  incredulous  and  wondering  glance  up 
friend.  "  Ob,  Rosalie  ! "  she  said,  a 
appealing  gUnce  proved  too  much  for  R 
resolution,  "  I  cannot,"  she  proceeded, 
the  tears  started  to  her  eyes,  "  I  canm 
feeling  vexed,  and  feeling  much,  so 
woven  has  been  my  romance,— Philip  ' 
don,  I  confea-    ^~—  **•■  *""•"■   •"^*' 
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with  unusual  spirit,  but  he  is  a  perfect  stranger 
Co  you,  Rosalie ;  you  never  saw  him  till  last 
evening  at  the  ball." 

"Oh,  Lillie !  it  was  your  own  description,  and 
and  — " 

•^  But  you  spoke  of  his  altered  appearance, 
Rosy,  I  thought." 

"  His  heart  is  in  his  countenance,"  replied 
she  evasively,  "  what  his  breast  forges,  that  his 
tongue,  or  his  eye  must  vent ;  there  may  any 
observer  read  what  passes  within." 

'*  Which  you  appear  to  have  been,  though  I 
cannot  think  a  coriect  one;  your  favourite,  and 
how  he  became  such  I  cannot  conceive,  ap- 
peared to  me  to  come  out  with  more  than  his 
ordinary  vivacity,"  said  Dora  abstractedly. 

**  Your  own  pre-occupation  easily  accounts 
for  your  unobservingness,"  cried  Rosalie,  "  but 
come,  dear  Lillie,"  she  continued  with  a  sigh, 
"  I  am  full  of  impatience  to  hear  all — all  you 
have  to  tell  me." 

*'  Did  I  appear  pre-occupied  ?  you  know  not 


ill  his  niiiiiiier  1" 

"  So  little,  dearest,  that  you  heart  i 
Set  Qt  rest  on  that  point ;  bo  little,  that  o 
cajjle  eye  of  love  might  have  detected  ' 
urnph  latent  there.  DUsembling  ia  ao'l 
nrt  to — to  some  men,  and  the  slight-^ 
glight  impressment  ia  Mr.  Seftoti'ii  I 
intended  to  illiide  the  observalioti  of ' 
one,  mij;ht  have  escaped  my  pcnctrat) 
1  not  observed  its  cfToct  on  another,  hi 
as  the  truth  was  mom  conRrmcd.  Cll 
Tivacity  was  dcHperntion — liiii^spiril  tb 
lucnt  of  despair.  There  can  never  bi 
concealment  there,  even  of  his  heait" 
secrets, — a  nature  too  open  for  this  ea 
world.     0 
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might  not  have  interfered  with  my  delightfully 
arranged  projects/'  added  Rosalie,  giving  a 
turn  of  absurdity  to  this  unrestrainable  out- 
burst on  remarking  the  distress  painted  on 
Dora's  countenance. 

^'  It  might  have  been  best  that  it  had  been 
80^  Rosalie/'  sighed  Dora ;  *'  but  I  am  at  a  lost 
to  imagine  how  it  could  have  affected  your 
favourite ;  nor  can  I  understand  how  Mr.  Cla- 
rendon has  so  suddenly  become  so^ — a  ball  and 
a  rehearsal  of  private  theatricals  being  the 
extent  of  your  opportunities  of  observation ; 
but  my  dear  Rosy  is  such  a  creature  of  pre- 
judice." 

"  You  are  prejudiced  to  think  so,  perhaps," 
she  replied. 

^'  Such  a  light,  mercurial  nature— a  mere 
creature  of  whim  and  impulse." 

**  Which  cannot  be  said  of  Sefton,"  put  in 
Rosalie.  Dora  coloured,  and  again  her  friend 
felt  provoked,  but  continued  irresistibly  im- 
pelled.    '^  Let  me  speak  but  once,  and  then  ever 


other  lianil,  prejudice,  or  what  you  will 
of  ^^poiitaneuus  presentiments,  mine  bein 
ed  in  Clarendon's  cause,  on  first  peruri 
own  purtrait,  when  sometbing  whisperci 
were  for  each  other,  s  prescieDce  he 
into  hope,  on  my  after  observatioo  of 
racter;  jt  may  also  weigh  with  me, 
"  romance "  is  toppled  to  the  duit, 
me  against  him  who  has  beaten  my  b 
the  field;  but  oh,  LilHe  !  would  that  Cli 
fate  had  been  ot!]erni£e  !  would  that  B 
— (here  Dora's  apprcbcn^vc  glanc«  co 
Rosalie  to  conclude)  "  would  that  Pa 
hasten  hither  with  King  Oberon'e  westc 
juice,  distilling  its  drops  so  to  tlie  di 
ment  of  boi  ""'  ^  — :~i- 
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f 

^Ut,  come  Lillie,"  she  contiDued^  after  a 

T*'^)  'Met  me  bear  all,  and  I  will  neyer  breathe 

^^  more  of  such  rank  blasphemy.    I  am  all 

^M&nce  to  bear  bow  you  have  at  length  been 

wm,  suspecting  this  to  be  the  last  act  of  a  for* 

iflrdrsma;  only  I  wish  the  opportunity  of 

i'  ht  aow^  dearest,  tell  me  all — all/' 

^Toa  are  right  in  your  conjecture,  Rosalie, 
Ym  V*  and  Dora  lowered  her  voice  almost  to  a 
vldsper.  ^  Yes !  his  love  is  and  has  ever  been 
\,  mine  from  the  first  hour  of  our  meeting, 
three  years  since  he  came  to  Woodlands — 
je^^I  knew  not — Yes  !  hii  love  was  then, 
has  ever  been  mine.*' 
<*  He  told  you  eo." 

^Rosalie,''  resumed  Dora,  heedless  of  her 
emphaffls, '^Rosalie!  you  cannot  imagine 
the  unspeakable  satisfaction  it  was  to 
■nr  this  confession  from  his  lips." 
\  And  Dora  went  on,  unfolding  by  degrees,  to 
mmr  esmestly  interested  auditor,  all  her  tale  of 
m9€f  with  some    of  the  circumstances  o    its 


I 
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tic=il;itio!is  of  our  heroine,  in  her  own  re 
Itosaiic  liad  already  surmised  much  of 
upon  which  ehe  waa  now  bo  cotnp1e< 
lightened :  but  many  of  the  moat  ines 
inoon^stcncies  in  the  tale  of  wayward  t 
traiious  love,  she  uow  saw  for  the  first 
their  projier  light ;  while  Dora  had  i 
them  entirely  conEacd  to  her  own  biras 
"You  may  imagine,"  concluded  Do 
bappiiie^B  it  was,  even  after  the  lapse 
to  be  satisfied  that— that  my  heart  had 
Tmn  unvalued  gift,  prematurely  confei 
uow  Kosalie,  even  now  1  have  given  no 
to  be  his.  No  1  I  can  never  »a  betray 
to  those  whose  hniipinesB  has  been  bo 
entrusted  to 
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misanthrope.     Yes^  they  are  my  first 
charges^  and  so  I  told  him." 

**  And  what  said  he/'  asked  -her  friend  eagerly. 

**  Everything, — everything  considerate,  that 
could  be  possibly  suggested  by  his  noble  mind; 
lot  no!  no  I  It  cannot  be.  Should  Francis  marry, 
then  the  case  might  be  different.  But  in  the 
meantime,  he  must  not  know, — he  must  never 
suspect  anything  of  what  has  passed,  not — not 
£yr  'worlds.  He  has  given  me  his  word  he  shall 
not.  Poor  Francis  !  He  shall  never  imagine 
bimself  a  bar  to  my  happiness ;  never  suspect 
I  have  sacrificed  anything  for  his  sake.  With 
bis  peculiar  and  affectionate  feelings  there  is  no 
goessing  to  what  such  an  idea  might  lead." 

^  I  could  almost  find  it  in  my  heart  to  make 
Frank  marry — and  marry  him  myself,  and  so 
jemove   the  bar,"  exclaimed  Rosalie;    "  more 

especially  if  you  and  Clarendon  were but 

sh  !  you  are  still  my  own  Lillie — still  the  same, 
livioff  for  others — sacrificing  yourself;  and  it 
woald  be  useless  for  me  to  deny  that  I  can  well 


p'jltir.g  t'citon's  constancy  to  llie  testj, 
as  •j'^Mv  sc'.f-sacriScing  may  appear  to  ot 
can  certainly  iniag;ae  notlitng  moreiuteo 
poor  Francis  being  Ich  to  his  aim  devicei 

"  Or  tlic  dreadful  warfiwe  within  1 
should  ho  for  an  instant  imBgtnc  anythin] 
kind  dependant  upon  bim ;  his  morbid  bi 
obligatiDit — his  restless  misery  under  the 
my  having  relinquished  aught  for  liis 
linked  with  a  conscious  disincllnatiOD  tC 
up  what  cuGtom  las  rendered  so  indiq 
to  his  ccQtent;— it  tears  my  heart  to 
it."  And  Dora  actually  turned  paler 
picture  shfi  bad  wrought  of  the  GuppoE 
test  nithia  her  brother's  mhtd. 

"AU  this     -     "■ '-■"  — 
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•*  Were  my  promise  out  of  the  question,  I 
could  not  do  it ; — poor  Frank ! " 

*•  Well,  and  what  said   your  lover  to  such 
indefinite  delay ! " 

••  Ah,  Rosy !  your  imagination  mfty  supply 
jovL  with  much  of  what  he  said  to  shake  my 
resolution ;  but  no  !  it  could  not  be ;  nor  would 
I  that  he  should  deem  himself  bound  by  any 
engagement,  with  a  prospect  so  distant  and  un-^ 
certain,  should  he  meet  one  ~  one  formed  for 
his  happiness,  and  who  had  no  such  reason  for 
withholding — "  (Ah  !  thought  Rosalie,  no  doubt 
yon  fancy  him  irresistible.)  "Ah,  Rosy  !"  re- 
snmed  her  friend,  "  you  who  have  no  sympathy 
with  love  tales — of  real  life ;  whose  aerie  of 
loftiness  is  built  upon  a  cloud-capt  tower  ;" — 
(*'  From  which  height  all  men  appear  as  pig- 
■iies,  I  suppose,"  interrupted  Rosalie.)  "  You, 
I  fear^  consider  me  a  weak,  foolish  sentimen- 
talist— weak  enough  to  listen  to  persuasions, 
I  had  neither  strength  to  resist,  nor  power  to 
comply  with  ;— yet  I  was  firm  in  this." 

vol..  II.  K 


1110,  fr,>r    1    long  to  know),  wliat  lias  ber 
end  of  Ibis;" 

Tlie  eml.  n«.  Kosalie  termed  it,  did  n 
pear  so  snllsfactory  lo  that  stmmi>»Bly  u 
little  periioii  as  il  niigiit  liflve  done.  It  ap 
tliut  Reginald  was  on  ihe  eve  of  rotun 
Italy,  having  given  hia  protiiise  lo  relurr 
inulhLT,  whose  health  was  failinE;,  ut  M 
that  meanwhile,  he  preferred  hope  th 
indefinite,  to  the  revefBO  certainty;*—! 
•hort,  lilt;  one  had  exacted,  and  the  olJ 
mised,  that  at  the  expiratlod  of  a.  year,  tli 
not  till  then,  they  were  to  meet,  whe 
other  circumfttanees  he  mtf^ht  renew  b 

"  That  is,  if  Frank  nhduld   take  it 
head  to  trai 
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"  I  stipulated  for  a  year,   under  whatever 
circumstances.'* 

*'  Wisely  done!"  rejoinfed  Rosalie. 

Dora  sighed ;  "  Do  you  know/'  said  Rosalie, 
with  the  laudable  wish  of  distracting  her  friend's 
evident  melancholy,  "  I  think  we  haVe  changed 
characters  since  our  young  days.  I  was  then 
the  romantic,  and  tearfully  sentimental — shed* 
ding  fountains  of  tears  over  imaginary  woes, 
bending  with  intense  interest  over  high-wrought 
tales  of  love  and  chivalry— affecting  solitude — ^ 
and  dwelling  like  a  star,  apart,  in  the  delec- 
table regions  of  my  imaginings;  while  you,  a 
gayer  sprite,  would  smile  in  your  superiority  at 
my  mis-spent  ardour ;  and  only  upon  rare  oc- 
casions mingle  your  sympathising  teare  with 
mine.  Always  more  highly-gifted,  more  ele- 
vated than  I,  (borne  about  by  every  variable 
current)  you  were  then  the  joy — the  life  of  us 
all ;  your  sallies  would  overcome  us  all ;  and  I 
was  fain  to  join  in  the  mirth,  though  turned 
against   myself  at  times — deeming  it  all  tb« 

K  2 


mm.-  ^ciuiiiieiit;il  slII',— yel  thougli  llie  ' 
wemea  so  devoted  to  jou,  jou  "ever  gi 
an  undue  portion  of  your  regard,  but  ft 
and  let  it  pass,  as  1  do  now." 

"  Ah  1  1  tremble,"  said  Dora,  "  I  ll 
at  the  carrying  out  of  the  tlicory.  lest  I) 
be  found  to  have  rutrugrnded  at  twenty 
to  your  bread  and  butter,  and  pmaforo  er 
"  You  are,"  intcrrupied  Rt'SaUe,  "8 
my  titiexpanded  aoul  glimuiering  in  ilati 

unw.tti[iy,ly  """^"1  ''^*  ^"^ '"  '^^  ''"''"' 
fledged  utlempla  alniosl  floundered  in  the 
of  despond,— wlioee  nosious  vapours  y 
to  ™e.  Yours  is,  in  truth  the  star,  dW 
its  own  radiancy— (there,  it  seems,  th. 
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mists,    discovering  the  world's  delusions ;  has 
puffed  out  my  wandering  fire,  converting  me 
into  a  practical  every dai/lingy — yet  making  me 
see  things  as  they  really  are — the  former  halo 
surrounding    them   for    ever  dispersed — while 
your  bright  star  gleams  high  above  you ;  and 
though   for  a  time   obscured,  emerges   untar- 
nished in  all  its  pristine  purity,  to  the  wonder 
of  mortals,  who  fall  back  to  gaze  on  its  lustre. 
— ^The  world  has  made  me  a  censor  of  old; 
— you,  it   has  converted   to   a  pitying  angel, 
though  with  an  *  earthly  lover  lurking  at  her 
heart;  " 

**  Whom  the  censor  so  eschews  and  des- 
pise«.  I  know,"  said  Dora,  "  that  the  angel 
at  once  becomes  a  fallen  angel  in  her  eyes ;  so 
I  feared,  and  yet  I  ventured  to  claim  your  sym- 
pathy ; — there  has  never  been  anything  with- 
held between  us,  one  from  the  other,  Rosalie  ; 
yet  my  calm,  everyday  investigating  censor  is 
60  given  to  extremes  and  enthusiasms,  that  I 
foresaw  how  she  would  be  toppled  down  by 


I.iUic;— there's  candour  for  you!— 1  cc 

too,  I  have  liud  much  to  discourage— mi 

prepossess   me  against  eartiili/  h*tri,-^ 

partly  from  theespeiience  of  autila  PhilJ 

Margaret,  therefore  you  must  bear  with 

their  pupil  and  pTotegeo.    But  Lillie,  J 

there's  no   definilo  eagagemeftt  betwe^ 

Biid  Mr.  Scftoii?  "  I 

"  None  !  I  slill  cotiBider  hini  free  as  ■ 

*'  You  do ;  and  how  do  you  consider  yoi 

Dora  uas  silent. 

"  Yes  !  you  consider  him  free  ;  and  i 
But  oh,  Lillie !  so  are  not  you  ;  neithrt 
letter  acr  the  spirit.  Dearest  Dora.  1  tl 
are  not  hazarding  your  whole  happine* 
future  peace, 
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^  Oh,  Rosalie  !  do  not — do  not  talk  so." 

Dora  hesitated,  and  turned  pale. 

'^  See  what  a  deceiver  is  the  human  heart  !** 
exclaimed  Rosalie, — "  the  trusting  heart  of  wo- 
man ! — you  tell  him  he  is  free  as  air ; — ^you  are 
in  earnest-^yet  at  the  slightest  intimation  — 
Free !  you  are  neither  free  in  your  own  eyes, 
nor  what  is  more  to  the  purpose — your  own 
heartt  nor  in  those  of  the  world  ! " 

**  The  world  will  never  know,  or  care  aught 
about  the  matter,  dear  Rosalie, '*  murmured 
Dora. 

*'  There  is  one  besides  myself  who  knows  all, 
and  whose  imagination  even  — " 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  gentle  tap  at  the 
door;  and  soon  after  the  light  form  of  Caro- 
line Sunderland  tripped  into  room  with  an  air 
•o  nearly  approaching  genuine  consternation, 
that  they  were  really  at  a  loss  to  decide  whe* 
ther  it  were  true  or  feigned. 

^*  Have  yoti  heard  it  ?  "  the  began. 

•'  Heard  what  ?  " 


liu  thinliing  of  all  that  was  so  nearly  intei 
tu  lici-solf,  and  po&sibly  have  connected  it 
the  iniporLiiit  news  CaroUne  bad  to  tell), 
it  ia  really  very  bad  news ;  and  as  no  oo 
yet  given  you  any  informatioD,  I  suppose  . 
tell  it  you  myself.  Mr.  Delany,  I  aoppo* 
be  giving  bimsclf  more  airs  than  ever," 
"  But  the  news  ! — tlie  newa!"  cried  R 
"  Well,  I  was  going  to  enlighten  you. 
tbat  Mr.  Clarendon,  our  favourite  Claf 
{for  1  think  he  was  everybody's  favourite, 
Mr.  Delauj's  and  one  or  two  otbera),  i 
suddenly, — left  us  and  the  play  to  our  h 
I  don't  mistake,  he  vaa  no  very  great  U 
of  Mr.  Scfton'a  either ;  but  bc'a  gone  l 
all  events;  ar 
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^  put  US  all  quite  in  a  way,  I  assure  you," 
^^  Caroline,  smoothing  down  at  the  glass  her 

'^  drooping  loops  of  hair,  scrupulously  ar- 

^^S^i  notwithstanding  the  emeute  she  described 

*^avlng  followed  the  startling  intelligence. 

"'^s  for  Dorothy,  she  says  nothing  at  all ;  and 
'  ^  have  no  idea  how  we  were  all  taken  by 
^^l^rtse ;  I  never  was  half  so  astonished  in  all 

^  life.    Anastasia  has  put  herself  in  such  a 

^y>  that  I  should'nt  wonder  if  she  made  herself 
°^^te  ill ;  she  says,  the  play  must  be  given  up. 

^ally  had  no  idea  she  had  so  completely  set 

•*  heart  on  it.    Well,  but  I  must  now  go,  as 

it  ** 
^^  time  we  should  be  dressed  for  dinner ;  and 

^^ier  of  you  seem  to  have  begun  yet.    I  was 

^^^gto  send  for  you  into  my  dressing-room, 

'^  mamma  said  I  had  better  go  myself,  as 

^^Atasia  is  there  and  dreadfully  cross:  poor 

^astasia !  I  am  sure  you  would  pity  her.     I 

^**^k  mamma  wanted  to  have  her  to  herself;  so 

^thought  I  would  come  and  tell  you,  Miss  de 

^^rcy,    that  there  is    no  occasion  for  your 


for  ttie  present," 

And  Caroline  glideJ  a»»y,  leming  tlie  I 
to  tbcir  own  teeming  conjectures. 

Clarendon  was  of  course  called  very  su 
..a;  by  souietliing  <ery  urgent  and  very  •■ 
leatinga  harried  letter  to  Ihatolfcctl  I 
not  »tat,  but  added  rather  singularly, 
•boold  I.ady  or  the  Mi.s  Sunderland.  b< 
same  mind  that  time  lest  year,  he  wouj) 
be  »ilb  them  then,  when  his  serncea  ' 
part  of  MoJui,  or  any  other  part,  »ou» 
their  command,"  &C.,  &c. 

"  A  curious  clause  that,— a  drop  of  i 

the  bitter— a  consoling  bahn  to  our  «oel 

detnkation,"  observed  Sir  Edmond  Tr« 

"  Just  as ■•  -■  •"  ""  >■•  "  " 
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"  Certainly — to  be  sure — he  might  as  well 
—a — have  told  us  so,"  re-echoed  Delany. 

"  Is  that  really  your  opinion,  Mr.  Delany  ?  " 
asked  Rosalioy  while  almost  every  one  smiled  at 
the  idea  of  the  dandy's  being  possessed  of  such 
a  thing. 

The  ladies  unanimously  agreed  in  regretting 
Mr.  Clarendon,  or  in  aflFecting  to  grieve  for  his 
loss ;  while,  as  during  the  evening  the  subject 
was  discussed  among  the  gentlemen,  might  oc- 
casionally be  heard  quietly  breathed,  or  inwardly 
muttered,  the  word  "  puppy,*'  as  applied  to  the 
^heme  of  their  discussion. 

**  I  cannot,"  said  Piercie,  who  had  been  sitting 
lome  time  moodily  apart,  sorrowful  and  despon- 
dent at  the  loss  of  his  favourite,  and  gradually 
becoming  more  and  more  inflated  with  indigna- 
tion at  the  side  thrusts  and  sudden  aspersions 
thrown  out  so  immediately  upon  his  departure, 
**  I  cannot  for  the  life  of  me  see  the  least  like- 
ness between  Mr.  Clarendon  and  a  'puppy!' 
that  has  been  just  found  out  so  ingeniously." 


aiiJ  ca'>t  a  look  of  encouraging  approval  i 
youtlil'ul  cliamjiioii  of  tbe  absent,  and  aa  si 
imagined,  hitherto  popular  guest.  "  Pe 
Alias  de  Courcj,"  he  coatiuued,  *'  you  « 
plain  the  auiilogy  ! " 

"  No ! "  she  answered,  *'  but  I  should  ] 
hear  the  argument  upheld  by  Mr.  Delft 
roust  confess  1  should  employ  myself  in  th| 
philosophical,  but  less  poetical  occupM 
tracing  diilcrencea.  ratlier  thau  similanU 
Iween  the  two;— as  for  instance,  a  pup 
lows  his  master's,  or  any  body  else's  leac 
I  rather  iraagined  — "  and  she  appei 
Piercie, 

"  Tlint  Mr.  Clarendon  was  more  U 
lead,"  said  he,  '        '  ' 
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impunity;  and  Mr.  Clarendon/'  he  exclaimed, 
*^  never  flourished  with  loords  more  than  he 
could  back  by  deeds,  because  they  might  be 
used  with  impunity^  or  for  the  sake  of  bullying ;" 
saying  which,  partly  in  anger,  partly  for  effect, 
and  for  fear  of  consequences,  Piercie  flung  him- 
self out  of  the  room  ;  for  Lady  Sunderland  had 
been  frowning  displeasure  at  him  during  his 
harangue,  though  he  had  no  reason  to  anticipate 
words  of  reproof,  as  she  would  have  forebomt 
that  which  would  but  have  enhanced  the  point- 
edness  of  her  son's  allusions. 

There  is  something  roost  touching,  yet  most 
refreshing  in  the  unbiassed  sincerity  of  youth, — 
its  disinterested  warmth  and  utter  regardlessness 
of  consequences, — especially  in  taking  up  an 
injured  cause;  we  may  smile  sometimes  at  its 
intemperate  zeal,  yet  the  smile  is  changed  to  a 
sigh,  when  we  reflect  on  the  coldness  and  hypo- 
crisy that  world  has  forced  upon  u<?,  whose  breath 
must  wither  the  tender  spring  shoots  of  early 
sensitiveness,  till   they  assume  (in   order  that 


first  l»uri.nt  ftesh»e»!  i»  tor  ever  gone  I 
We  .igh,  100,  «tea  we  reflect  on  tbe  long 
ried.  too  often  life-long  '"'"'^  '"" 
■ueh  incantions  ebullitiom,  .1  »  age  '\ 
leMon  of  .orldly  wi.dom  l.a»  not  be™ 
,hicl.  teaches  u»  at  Iwt  to  >upl)re»  < 
teel,  if  not  to  ejpres.  Ae  reverse. 

Rjsalic  observed  something  ot  the ' 
Dorn,  as  she  noted  the  lowering  eJprt 
more  than  one  manly  countenance,  «t 
other  remarks  on  character,  vhich  es 
colour  to  moont  to  Dora's  cheek-th 
ent  of  an  almost  invariably  marble  1 
no»  indeed  ht  op.  ever  and  anon,  by  I 
Bleatning.  as  escaped  not  the  notice  < 


r-  »^ 
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both  eye  and  cheek  were  lent  by  love's  magic. 
As  Rosalie  looked  up  now,  she  observed  the 
glance  of  Anastasia  fastened  upon  them. 

She  had  laughed  louder,  and  talked  more 
volubly  than  usual  during  the  evening,  although 
ber  voice  had  not  been  heard  in  any  of  the 
Clarendon  discussions ;  but  she  was  now  solely 
employed  gazing  upon  Dora. 

Rosalie  rose  from  her  seat,  and  walked  across 
into  the  next  room,  where  she  was  immediately  ' 
joined  by  Anastasia,  who  began  abruptly  to  ask 
her  if  she  had  any  notion  of  the  true  reason 
why  Clarendon  had  quitted  them  so  suddenly. 

She  now  observed  that  Anastasia's  eyes  were 
red,  and  more  restless  than  usual,  and  her  man- 
ner excited  to  an  extraordinary  degree.  Her 
surprise  manifested  itself  in  her  looks,  and  she 
could  not  tell  what  to  answer ;  Anastasia  burst 
into  an  exaggeration  of  one  of  her  most  unna- 
tural peals  of  laughter, — "  It  is  quite  enough  !'* 
she  cried,  *'  you,  who  are  never  at  a  loss,  are 
fcirly  taken  by  surprise, — it  is  quite  enough  l** 
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"  I  do  not,  that  is — exactly  understand  what 
you  mean,"  hesitated  Rosalie. 

"  Indeed!  does  it  then  require  so  mucli  hesi- 
tation in  answering  No  !"  exclain^cd  Anastaua. 
speaking  with  more  than  her  ordinary  rapidity, 
"  In  that  case,  your  countenance  is  a  most  8UB~ 
picious  one;^it  would  condemn  you  in  any 
court — of  owning  by  your  looks  what  your  worda 
deny  ; — but  tell  me,"  and  she  grasped  Rosahe'i 
hand  convulsively,  "  tell  me,  has  ihe  really  any- 
thing to  do  with  it?"  Anastasia  looked  ghastly 
pale,  and  there  was  something  fearfully  unna- 
tural and  forced  in  the  playfulness  of  her  man- 
ner; "  hut  no!"  and  she  laughed  contemptu- 
ously, "  it  is  not  possible?" 

"  Not  possible!"  replied  Rosalie,  with  an- 
swering indignation;  but  the  tone  was  altered 
to   one  of  regret)    as   she   continued,    "ah I  I 

fear  "       "  You   fear,"   almost   scrpamed 

Anastasia,  and  the  nest  moment  her  hand  re# 
laxed  its  grasp  of  Rosalie's,  and,  she  fell  back 
upon  the  sofa  fainting. 


L  _ 


J 
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Before  Rosalie  coald  have  risen  to  seek  assist- 
ance,  Lady  Sunderlandi  whose  materaal  ears 
must  have  been  on  the  alert  to  have  caught  the 
sound  of  her  daughter's  raised  tones,  amidst  all 
the  din  of  conversation,  in  the  adjoining  room — 
this  one  being  tenautless  except  by  themselves, 
was  there  bending  over  her,  applying  her  salt's- 
bottle,  and  motioning  Rosalie  to  silence,  who 
quietly  gliding  into  the  next  room,  gained  pos- 
session of  a  fla9on  of  eau  de  Cologne^  with  which 
the  chafed  Anastasia's  temples  and  hands. 

From  one  of  them  fell  a  letter  which  had  been 
fast  held  there  till  it  was  tightly  crumpled  up ; 
and  the  quick  eyes  of  Rosalie  at  once  perceived 
it  to  be  the  enigmatical  document  left  by  Cla- 
rendon, as  Lady  Sunderland  took  possession 
of  it. 

^^  Thank  you,"  said  Anastasia,  when  she  opened 
her  eyes,  and  saw  Rosalie,  *'  it  was  very  good  of 
you  to  be  so  quiet  about  it,  as  nothing  I  detest 
so  much  as  a  scene."  Her  face  glowed,  and  her 
eyes  flashed,  as  they  fell  upon  her  mother. 


tei-tainment,  which  this  strange  busm 
occasioneJ,  has  contributed  its  worry. 
i»  so  much  eiithuaasm  about  Anastw 
ber  wliulo  heart  U  always  in  everythin 
engaged  in ;  and  oura  being  a  faiatinj 
it  is  Lot  to  be  woadered  at.  Besidei 
Miss  de  Courcy,"  ftud  she  lowered  h 
■'  I  dure  eaj  you  lia»c  cowjectarod  ther 
more  in  tho  sudden  disappearance  of 
headed  itnpotuoua  young  inau  than  can 
accountcdlur ;  and  you  must  know  6 
own  expcrii?nce  I  am  sure,  that  youfl; 
{and  she  motioned  ber  bead  in  the  d» 
Anaatasia)  "  often  feel  deeply  the  pain 
been  unavoidably  impelled  to  inflict." 
<'  I  am  a 
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•^^  eielaimed  suddenly*  "  Cease,  for  heaven's 
*^K€!  eease,  mamma!  so  much  talking  distracts 
''^^  ;  we  all  knowy  or  at  least  have  conjectured, 
^"at  DOW  appears  to  be  confirmed,  that  Miss 
"Dorothy  Melville's  charms  and  her  cruelty  have 
^^yen  Mr.  Clarendon  away  in  despair ;  the  loss 
^  ^  inconvenient  one,  but — we  can  survive  it.*' 
*' Never!  impossible!"  exclaimed  her  lady-> 
^^Pi  in  a  voice  almost  as  loud  as  her  daughter's, 
•^^'tled  out  of  her  usual  urbane  gentleness  by 
^^  orerwhelming  intelligence ;   for  even    her 
^oridly  tact  and  penetration  had  failed  to  sus- 
^  the  ex.tent  of  the  evil  which  had  not  escaped 
^*y«  of  jealousy. 

**Mis8  Melville  knows  it  to  be  true^  Dorothy 
•••confided  it  to  her,"  said  Anastasia  bitterly. 
** Indeed!"   said   Rosalie,    "she  has  never 
I      told  me  805  nor  did  I  con—" 

*^  It  seems  more  probable  to  me,  tiiat  her 

Males  have  driven   him   away,'*  sneered  Lady 

^Nuulerland ;  "  and  even  if  it  should  be  so,  my 

dear  Anastasia*  why  should  you  interest  yourself 


lla^ill^'   recovered    lier  own   equanimity 

sldcri,  my  luvc,"  and  olie  turned  witii  a 

bland  i[HT^(iulity  towards  Ilosiilie,  "  jo 

nut   urge  tuo  liardly  tlie  coufidanto  of 

guGit,  wlio  it  seems  has  declined  to  pn 

m/«;  tUougb  I  must  own,  I  should, 

Iiav«  thougUt  her  rejecting  fcUcH  a  si 

the  range  of  possibiUty.     To  bo  sure,  C 

ia  such   a  renovtnud  coquet,  that  no  l 

Bonsc  would  put  faith  in  hia  protcstatioi 

characlcmtic  known,  however,  lie  ifl 

enough.    Sir  William  should  have  put] 

ville  on  her  guard,  not  to  listen  with  sd 

niiirked attention  to  hi&fine  things;  y 

him  vi"lit,  that  Uiey  should  be  tukea 

for  once ;  i 
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o^^  8gaiD8t  him  ;  he  is  now  suffering  from  his 
^  imprudence,   and  really  should  not  har^ 
^^e  his  advances  merely  in  pique.     Perhaps, 
^  dear  Anastasia,  you  had  better  retire  now.'* 
-Por  Lady  Sunderland  thought  she  could  per- 
^'^c  symptoms  of  a  fresh  outburst  in  her  daugh- 
^*    **  Really  your  strong  feeling  and  excita- 
Hity— "    «  I  can  bear  no  more  of  this,*'  cried 
•^astasia,  bursting  away  from  her  mother,  with 
^cok  between  shame  and  contempt,  and  stag- 
^*iDg  with  difficulty  to  the  door,  she  attempted 
^  nmke  her  escape  from  it;  but  Rosalie,  her 
^^mgs  alternating  between  pity  and  indigna- 
^*^  throughout  the  scene,  flew  to  her  assistance, 
^''^  together  with  her  ladyship,  prayed  her  to 
^^^n  till  she  was  stronger,  and  more  com- 
loied. 

To  her  imaginative  mind,  the  mother  and 
'itghter  formed  no  bad  resemblance  to  Faust 
lod  his  wily  protector ;  and  she  actually  shud- 
Smed  as  she  marked  the  evident  struggle  work- 
tag  within  the  mind  of  the  latter — of  violent 


ll,(.  fotty  trjcas.erics,  and  wiBtitigi,  and  ■ 
tio.i.  ot  trulh  10  deganlly  practiseil  1 
nioll.er,  »m,l  the  effect  iho.e  lessons  bnil « 
on  kersiil-hnprflins  bef  '»  aeq.iinee  J 
,he  conJenitied,  and  dellriviog  her  of  th 
pondenco  to  pursue  on  opposito  course, 
remoming  spark  ot  Hoe  feelings  there  bH 
be  mi.vinir  licr  to  condemn  such  proc« 
while  ll)L^  violence  of  disposition  that  caa 
to  hate  all  she  despised,  IncreoseJ  rath 
diminished  nnder  the  system  of  worldlj 
which  taught  her  the  necessity  of  trcadil 
tortuoo,  paths-forming  together  a  whW 
o|,posilc  and  contending  passions  withil 
often  kept  her  lady  mother  on  the  rack, 
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^"Montronlable  nature,  whose  current  dammed 

''P  "J  *rt,  but  not  lessened  in  force,  and  keeping 

^  w  ererlasting  warfare  with  it,  asserted  its 

•T'WiJacy,  and  gained  the  victory. 

^^  Anastasia  !  Rosalie  gazdd  on  her  with 

*8p  compassion  as  she  watched  the  quivering 

•^  W  lip,  and  th^   restlessness  of  her  eye?i 

^h  seemed  lit  up  with  a  startling  expression 

^^oger  and  reproach  whenever  they  encounter- 

^  her  mother's  glance,  and  she  could  not  help 
> 
I    tegming  that  with   other  guidance  she  might 

iife  proved  a  very  different  character. 

Anxious,  however,  to  say  something  in  further 

isphoation  of  the  suhject  of  their  late  discus-* 

moD,  she  was  about  to  begin,  when  a  servant 

PMlercd  to  announce  that  her  carriage  was  wait- 

9g;  and   other  sauntercrs  now  making  their 

ippearance,  Anastasia,  with  a  desperate  effort, 

scaped  from   the  room,  motioning  Rosalie  to 

M0W9  who  found  indeed  that  she  required  her 

ssistaBce.     Ere  they  had  reached  her  room, 

■d  she  bad  stretched  herself  upon  the  sofa,  they 


ndverti^cii  licr  of  the  importance  of  li 
"  ]  iim  very  glad  you  liave  conic,  ] 
derlaiKl,*'  Kosiilic  began,  "as  I  wis! 
I  went,  to  g.iy  one  word  upon  the  su 
has  throviii  your  ladyship  into  such 
surprise ;  I  wished  to  assure  you.  th 
by  word  or  hint  have  I  been  infom 
frieiid.  Miss  Melville,  tiial— that  ehi 
•ated  in  Mr.  Clarendon's  di^ppearj 
auspicions  are  my  ovn;  yet  of  this 
Tinccd,  that  whatever  Mr.  Clarendua' 
or  wishes  may  have  been  on  the  ai 
friend,  Miss  Mciville,  gave  no  concer. 
Miss  Sunderland  just  now  put  the  < 
me  very  uuexDectedlv.  ^thnt  is  with 
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^  out,**  said  Lady  Sunderland,  •'  I  imagined 
^^  would  prove  to  be  some  mistake  in  the 
^^r,  though  such  vivid  minds  as  my  Anas- 
^*^*8  are  always  jumping  at  conclusions.*' 

•And  according  to  your  ladyship's  conclu- 

"^8,  a  worthless  conquest  at  the  best,  even  if 

J'^^ed  to  be  one,"  rejoined  Rosalie  with  some 

^tempt  at  Lady  Sunderland's  malleable  opi- 

**^8,  and  the  facility  with  which  she  proved 

^^  either  to  be  or  not  to  be  utterly  worthless, 

••^t  suited  her  own  purpose. 

**Why,  poor  young  man,"  said  Lady  Sunder- 

*H  **  I  had  hoped  better  things  of  him ;  yoa 

^^  he  is  a  relation  of  my  own,  and  I  could 

^tToid  feeling  an  interest  in  his  welfare;  but 

**  was  always  different  from  the  rest  of  the 

*^  and  such  people  are  never  to  be  depended 

90O1  you  are  aware,  my  dear  Miss  de  Courcy ; 

meotric  and  unstable  I  always  feared  him  to 

be;  but  his  conduct  of  late  had  really  become  so 

perfectly  unaccountable,  so  strange  and  so  sudden. 


l{o?;illo  iiLidi't^irous  of  hearing  any  ir 
lirf|Miiiig  to  take  lier  leiive,  wlien  I 
exckiined,  bursting  witb  Ecoru  aad  im 
"  I  c:ui  bear  no  more  of  this,  uiaiunK 
bear— I  liave  borne  a  great  iJpal,  The 
end  ii  tviJoiit,  of  nil  that  you  have  boo 
cajoluil.  aiiil  lill  my  imagination  with," 
tinuf.l.  in  a  hollow  voice,  "and  no* 
hear  this  lieart-Bickpoing  frothy,  plMi 

of  mj "    Tlie  last  word  was  inai 

she  Miiik  hack  upon  tbe  pillow. 

Poor  I.aiiy  Sundcrliiud  !  here  was  a 
her  watchful  care!  The  »torm  ehe  ha 
-warded  off  had  at  length  broken  ;  s 
indignation  had  driven  prudence  from 
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"'^ying  her  consternation,  Rosalie  now  en- 
®*^oured  to  effect  her  escape,  as  she  must,  she 
*^">  be  in  the  way ;  her  dramatic  services  she 
•apposed  would  now  no  longer  he  required,  to 
"^ch  Anastasia  gave  a  decided  negative,  "  but 
^y  a  moment*  and  let  me  ask  one  question  of 
'^V  she  eagerly  demanded,  **  tell  me,  I  conjure 
'^^i  tell  me  at  once,  and  in  so  many  words,  your 
^^  opinion  upon  this  subject — upon  the  motive 
^  Clarendon's  departure  ? " 
<»ady  Sunderland  now  interposed  the  necessity 
^ot  detaining  Miss  de  Courcy,  or  further  ex- 
^g  herself ;  but  heedless  of  the  interruption, 
***<!  still  keeping  her  piercing  eyes  fixed  inter- 
actively upon  Rosalie,  she  waved  her  mother 
^.    «  Why  then,"  said  Rosahe,  after  a  pause, 
''^  ^  playful  a  tone  as  she  could  assume,  "  I 
^8t  confess  that  my  opinion  is,  and  more  par- 
^^'darly  from  Lady  Sunderland's  description  of 
■"^•Philip  Clarendon's  later  conduct,  as  well  as 
^m  my  own  observations,  that  the  sweet  youth 

L   2 


woll,  it  i:^  1IU  matter.  1  did  not  tliink  it 
Buch  desperation — that  it  could  bave  le 
decided  a  Btep—such  an  unprccedente 
gard. '  (Here  emotiun  of  Bome  kind  cbc 
utterance.)  "  Moderation  is  the  gene 
in  such  casca,  is  it  not?" 

"  Certainly,  but^-'*  and  Rosalie  sh 
head,  "  you  mean  that  tliis  is  an  exce 
the  general  rules." 

"  la  he  not  one  himself,"  replied  Rob 
Lady  Sunderland,  as  slie  accompanied 
across  tlie  corridor,  ceased  not  in  her 
to  exidain  away  her  daughter's  conduct 
flattered  herself  she  had  perfectly  succ 
accounting  foritsttrange  appearance. 
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^tit  bui  consider  Clarendon  owed  them  a  more 

^^oct  account  of  the  business  or  motives  that 

^8^  his  departure,  at  such  a  moment,  than  he 

^  thought  fit  to  gire.     Anastasia  indeed  was 

J'^ified  in  feeling  indignant  and  angry  at  such 

^doct,  which  was  in  fact  inexcusable,  although 

^dersenring  the  annoyance  and  concern  it  had 

^^en  her  impulsive,  excitable  daughter,  &c. 

**  Clarendon,"  she  began  again,  "had  treated 

*"em  very  ill;  nothing  could  justify  such  a  pro- 

^^ding  as  his ;  it  was  unpardonable ;"  in  truth, 

^neath  her  ladyship's  review  of  his  enormities, 

^e  ifas  gradually  becoming  so  monstrous,  that 

Rosalie  congratulated  herself  when  she  escaped 

^  hearing  of  such  augmenting  invectives. 

'*  Poor  Clarendon ! "  said  she,  as  she  leant 
^ck  in  the  carriage,  and  was  rolling  solitarily, 
^d  in  the  darkness,  towards  Woodlands,  ^*  thy 
lockless  name  seems  in  a  fair  way  of  being  torn 
to  shreds  and  tatters ;  on  which  account  it  will 
we  proved  the  more  acceptable  present  now, 
^POQ  the  waning  of  the  anticipated  excitement, 


will  liave  to  endure." 
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CHAPTER  X. 


T«o. — "  Why  was  my  Cressid  then  so  hard  to  win ! 
— Hard  to  seem  won !  but  1  was  won,  my  lord, 
With  the  first  glance  that  ever— pardon  me, 
I  love  you  know ;  liut  not  till  now  so  much, 
But  I  might  master  it. 
>— >True  swains  in  love  shall  in  the  world  to  come. 
Approve  their  truth  by  Troilus ;  when  their  rhymes 
Want  similes,  truth  tired  with  iteration — 
As  true  as  steel,  as  plantage  to  the  moon, 
As  ssn  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate, 
As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  the  centre ; 
Tet,  after  all  comparisons  of  truths 
As  truth's  authentic  author  to  be  cited, 
As  true  as  Troilus  shall  crown  up  the  verse, 
And  sanctify  the  numbers.** 


So  Specious  had  been  the  arguments  of  Dora  to 
prore  the  non-existence  of  compact  or  engage- 
ineiit  between  herself  and  Reginald  Sefton,  that 


air,  aod  Lad  even  wrought  lierself  into 
lief  that  she  should  consider  him  jiisi 
fixing  his  choice  upon  another,  during  th 
interval.  No!  there  was  no  engagement 
them  ;  yet  in  her  inmost  heart  did  eh 
it  probahle,  nay  possible,  that  he  couU 
no !  she  &rmly  deemed  that  the  sli^htcat 
uf  bim,  who  was  the  soul  of  honour  and  coi 
outweighed  all  the  oaths  that  were  evei 
Such  was  her  unbounded  trust,  that  wi 
ihe  had  said  : — 

"Bis  uorils  arc  bonds,  hii  callu  aro  araclM, 
Hit  love  aincsre,  bii  tbaughu  immacalats  t 
BU  (ears  [lure  meuengen  lent  from  llic  beR 
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'^(kep  dgh,  as  oyerwhelmed  in  the  con- 

^platioQ  of  so  much  happiness,  and  felt  re- 

^^^ed  at  being  alone,  that  she  might  meditate 

^Miteiraptedly  on  its  too  great  extent.     For 

^^^  first  time  in   her  Iife»   Rosalie's  absence 


a  relief;  she  felt,  and  felt  it  deeply, — 

^^^t  there  was  not  the  unbounded  sympathy 

^^^tween  them  that  there  had  been  ;  yet  she  did 

^ot  blame  her  friend,  or  accuse  her  of  unkind- 

Dora,  who  rarely  blamed,  or  suspected 

motives  of  any  one,  did  not  so  misjudge 

^^^^^%alie ;  she  only  accused  herself  for  not  feeling 

''^acdy  the  same  towards  her :  but  she  grieved 

^^t'Rosalie  should  be  so  mistaken,  and  lamented 

*^  unaccountable  prejudices.    Yet  was  all  soon 

*^otten  in  the  one  great  happiness  of  her  lot. 

^  loved  her — ^had  loved  her — in  that  one  as- 

^^^jace,  all  good  seemed  concentrated — every  ill 

^ihilated.     Could  such  long  love  and  con- 

^cy  admit  of  doubt?  or  rather,  could  it  ever 

^paid  by  too  great  an  amount  of  con6ding 

%?*  She  was  too  happy,  too  much  blest ! — 


.   t 
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Was  there  ever  a  parallel  instance  of  enduring 
constancy  knowD  ?  Rosalie's  miBgiviogs  might, 
perchance,  recur  to  her  with  an  iincomfortable 
etfect,  though  most  tranBitory ;  and  she  ardently 
longed  that  her  friend's  eyes  miglit  be  opened 
to  the  truth; — so  kind,  so  devoted  a  friend  aa 
she  was;  although,  as  some  considered,  uncom- 
promising in  her  prejudices  and  opluione,  and 
undoubtedly  something  of  a  sceptic  as  regarded 
love,  in  all  its  guises,  and  in  the  all-potency  of 
its  influence ;  yet  all  arose  from  Rosalie's  afiec- 
tionato  zeal  for  her,  and  Rosalie  was  as  dear 

Who  shall  count  time  by  the  periodical  revo- 
lution of  tbedial — by  minutes  and  hours?  Feel- 
ings in  the  extremes  of  ecstasy  and  anguish  are 
not  in  time's  account ;  but  lengthen  out  ininutn 
into  years  of  monotonous  existence.  And  Dors 
lived  a.  blissful  age  in  her  short  rev»rift.  Ah  ! 
why  should  she  ever  be  awakened  from  it !  She 
felt  that  such  moments  repaid  her  for  all  fore- 
gone  sorrow.     Yes !  in  proportion  to  the  roogb 
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entaDglements  in  her  path  at  the  dawning  of  her 
love,  was  her  present  unspeakable  content. 

That  feverish  dream  of  love,  she  had  imagined 
to  be  a  finished  chapter,  a  closed  page  of  her 
life,  to  which  there  was  to  be  no  recurrence^  or 
revival  of  any  kind;  so  strong  had  been  this 
conviction,  that  she  dreamt  of  no  possible  risk 
to  her  firmness,  upon  which  years  had  set  their 
seaL 

The  disappointment  of  her  first  afibction  had 
swept  from  her  path  the  bright  spring-buds 
which  had  once  promised  so  glorious  a  bloom. 
The  stormy  and  sunshining  days  of  the  opening 
year  were  vanished  for  aye,  summer  faded,  and 
autumn  with  its  sombre  tints  seemed  to  set  in : 
the  fitful  delusions  of  hope  vanished  in  the  pro- 
spect of  the  long  winter  that  was  to  succeed. 
Cheerfully  had  she  surveyed  the  prospect,  nor 
ever  anticipated  a  second  spring  on  this  side 
eternity.  She  remembered  how  secure  she  had 
felt  after  the  years  that  had  passed.  But  what 
to  memory  are  three  fleeting  years!  what  humaa 


THB    RCLIKQ    PASSIOH. 


rcaolves!  tlie  adamantine  walUof  fixed  and  lore- 
reign  will,  upon  whose  Btrength  we  preaumptuoui- 
ly  rely,  and  vainly  imagine  to  be  invulnerable,  Ult 
their  security  is  tried  by  the  subtle,  grsdual  arti 
of  the  undermiiier,  whoi  while  we  are  nnBtu- 
pectingly  preparing  for  open  warfare,  sbakea  and 
topples  them  to  tbc  dust,  and  captives  us,  ere 
we  have  done  wouderiug  at  the  ruiu.  Thus  did 
all  seemed  lulled  and  secure  to  Dors, — all  waa 
superficially  so,  till  that  eventful  morning,  upon 
which  we  Eaw  Seftoa  singing  his  impassioned 
lay  at  her  feet.  Can  it  then  be  allowed  that 
our  heroine  was  won  at  last  by  a  love-ditty  ! 
that  the  resolves  in  which  she  bad  thought  her- 
self 80  strong,  were  set  at  naught  by  the  tink- 
ling of  a  guitar,  accompanied  by  a  flowing  air  { 
and  words — words  of  pathetic  appeal  j-^^ye  I 
but  the  thousand  times  deeper  pathos  of  thai 
voice  must  not  be  omitted.  Away  with  sucb 
speculations, — they  are  infinitely  distracting  !— 
Who  can  say  by  what  breath  the  trcmbliDg 
Bcalei  are  to  be  turned!    Who  decide  by  what 


ha»    ^H 
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small,  apparently  unimportant  decisions  high 
events  are  ordered !  or,  whether  but  for  trifles 
lighter  than  air,  the  important  crisis  would  have 
arrived!  Yet,  who  has  not  felt,  that  in  the 
chequered  story  of  our  lives,  above  all,  in  the 
history  of  the  heart,  there  are  moments  when 
the  almost  equally-adjusted  balance  of  our  des- 
tiny, as  it  quivers  in  the  blind  goddess's  hand» 
is  as  though,  in  common  parlance,  a  single 
hair  might  turn  it : — shut  your  eyes — steel  your 
hearts,  when  it  whispers  you  of  such  a  crisis } 
be  careful  even  how  you  breathe,  for  a  sigh  may 
move  the  trembling  scale ;  and,  at  such  a  mo- 
ment, put  the  finishing  stroke  to  your  yet  imma- 
ture feelings  and  your  fate.  If  it  be,  that  such 
revulsions  of  feeling  are  really  brought  about  by 
the  trifling  circumstances  that  oft-times  appear 
to  guide  them,  we  should  say  that  the  concord 
of  sweet  sounds  has  been  by  no  means  of  the 
smallest  account  in  turning  or  adjusting  the 
course  of  many  a  ''  a  consequence  still  hanging 
in  the  stars.'* 


course  of  tiling!  consequent  upon  Clatcr 

flitting  from  ll.c  scene;  the  Percy,  and  R 

havine   delnyed  Ibeir  going  bcjond  Ihd 

intention,  in  consequence  of  tie  theatiioJ 

lainmcots  .Idcl.  had  come  to  80  sudden  a 

We  most  say  a  few  words  on  tlie  thoug* 

impressions  of  the  family  trio  in  whom  ! 

most  interested,  on  the  occa«ion  of  their  l| 

the  noble  domain  of  Sunderland  Hall. 

withstanding  their  original  doubt.  and( 

ai  to   llic  eligibility  of  their  accepting 

tardj  invitation  at  all,  there  wa.  not  olM 

Melvilles  but  felt  individual  regret  on; 

it.  sylvan  .hades   and  stately  lawui  t 

statue,  and  fountains  ;  and   yet  not  fM 
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For  Isabel,  she  had  never  enjoyed  herself 
half  so  much;  she  had  been  elevated  into  a 
perfect  little  goddess  by  most  of  those  she  met 
there — a  general  pet  and  favourite — especially 
of  the  gentlemen ; — they  indeed,  quite  idolized 
her.  Piercie  was  her  slave,  her  guide,  compa- 
nion»  friend, — Clarendon,  her  staunch  ally, — 
Mr.  Stuart,  her  humble  admirer.  Even  Sefton 
had  condescended  to  unfold  some  of  the  stores 
of  his  cultivated  mind  for  her  especial  behoof 
and  entertainment;  and  Frederick  Sunderland 
relaxed  his  mysterious  hauteur  in  her  favour. 
There  was  assuredly  something  irresistible  about 
Isabel ;  even  Delany  exerted  himself  into  admi** 
ration,  and  by  pronouncing  the  original  senti- 
ment, that  she  was  ''  a  pretty  little  girl,"  while 
the  pedantic  Professor  Percy,  as  great  a  fop  in 
his  way,  as  Delany  in  his  orthodox  foppishness, 
decided,  as  his  keen  sharp  eyes  surveyed  her 
young  bright  face,  that  she  was  **  incontrovertibly 
pretty," — deciding  the  fact  with  an  emphasis, 
meant  to  demonstrate  that  he  had  settled  that 


«a  she  was,  there  was  a  gallant  and  n 
lioniagc  conspicuous  io  the  adiniraliou 
cited  in  the  other  sex;  amuaget  whoi 
were  fow  who  on  hearing  her  light 
catching  sight  of  her  fairy  figure,  wera 
the  alert  to  eDtcrtuiD  her  as  they  beet  a 
be  entertained  by  her  half  coqueltiil 
sallies.  Id  fact)  she  was  a  general  ( 
with  all  who  had  any  preference  to  best 
basing  endowed  themselves  with  the  wht 
and  quantity  they  possessed. 

For  Frank,  he  had  certainly  become  g 
than  ever,  enappiah  and  impraclicable  U 
gree ;  but  of  this  Rosalie  had  augured 
his  love  (it,  assuring  Dora  that  all  was  tt 
on  that  accoun 
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^  visible.  Don't  you  remember  when  he  used 
*^  be  every  now  and  then,  in  his  boyish  days, 
**ocying  himself  desperately  in  love,  how  mo- 
'^^  and  terrific  were  his  moods !  I  well  remem- 
^'>  I  was  quite  fearful  of  crossing  his  path ; 
^d  at  length  we  all  found  ourselves  obliged  to 
forbear  the  tender  subject.  Is  it  not  much  the 
'•'"ie  thing  over  again  now  ?'* 

**  fint  he  was  a  boy  then  ;"  urged  his  sister^ 
•Piously. 

**  I  should  like  to  know  what  he  is  now !  '^ 

*^  Rosalie,  laughing;  "  at  all  events,  it  is 

'^^  to  look  so  grave  upon  the  matter,  when  we 

^^•^ve  some  fresh  symptoms.     At  present,  as 

^  appears  to  be  proceeding  much  in  the  old 

*y^  I  should  apprehend  the  old  result." 

^t'ancis  had  also  become  mysterious  as  to  his 
^^tions;  and  whether  he  intended  to  stay 
*^^re  he  was,  (the  Sunderlands  having  signified 

^^  hopes  that  he  should  do  so)  or  to  accom- 

^y  his  sisters  and  friends  on  their  tour, — pro- 
ving thence  across  the  ocean  to  the  island 


at  tliclr  heiylit,  lie  began  to  talk  in  a 
woild-cijiituuiiiiiig,  tiiglily-injured  stjio 
turning  to  town,  and  ramaifliog  there 

obambei-:^,  or  in  • street,  during  his 

absence ;  and  even  began  coDMdenng 
rangemc^nts  tbat  had  beat  bo  made 
convenic-iicc  during  liia  temporary  Boltb 
which,  though  aware  of  the  airy  nature 
proposed  sclieme,  he  addud  ri-ality  to  thi 
by  failing  not  to  recnember  his  favnuril 
forts ;  but  as  no  one  now  contradictL-d  hi 
Isabel  Eoon  began  laughing  outright 
lugubrious  picturing  of  these  hermit-Uko 
he  was  in  the  end  forced,  einte  of  hin 


THE    RULING    PASSION.  235 

^^  too  late,  he  condescended  to  intimate 

^   intention  of  proceeding  with   them ;    but 

^yond  this,  mystery  to  the  last  was  the  course 

^  intended  to  pursue ;  and  Dora's  misgivings 

^te  the  greater  as  this  state  of  things  was 

^^l  him  so  unusual.     Perhaps  she  had  been 

^le  to  attain  a  clearer  insight  into  the  course 

^  liis  Love  for  his  languishing  fair,  had  she  not 

^^n  something  distracted  by  her  own.     Yes ! 

^^    they  moved  away  from  the   noble-looking 

^Je,  and  its  gay  inmates,  in  company  with  the 

-Percys,  and  its  many  delectabilities  waned  from 

^eirview,  each  of  the  three  had  their  separate 

^nd  individual  regrets.     Dora  alone  knew  her 

^^^'^n ;  can  it  be  doubted  they  were  the  deepest, 

^^^OQgh  there  vras  hope  and  happiness  mixed 

^tli  ber  emotion  ;  yet  she  betrayed  less  than 

**^«fof  the  other  two.     Long — long  necessity 

■•«  taught  her  this  stern  lesson ;  and  while 

***Del*g  eyes  were  filled  with  tears,  which  soon 

^•rbrimmed  their  bright  cells,  (Piercie  waiving 

hia 

•w  energetic  adieux  the  while,  and   Francia 


wurds  loukiug  back,)  our  heroine  sat  n 
piili;  iniiocd,  but  with  a  siiii]e  tiiat 
endeavoured  to  collect  her  wandering 
in  order  to  re[)ly  to  some  of  Mrs.  Pert 
tiotia  respecting  the  journey),  il  wQ 
been  Mo  injustice  to  compare  to  the  « 
eret  worn  liy  ihiit  fair  carilinul  virtu« 
been  euliliiiiely  represented  as  conU 
her  W013I3  with  such  sweet  seronity. 

And  SeRon,  how  stood  he  the  whi 
their  parting, — should  lovers'  parliB 
lightly  passed  by?  Wo  must  confcs 
require  a  more  circumstantial  reckone. 
pretend  to  he,  to  have  Lskea  accouot 
■ichs  thp 
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^'^ndiog  poor,  and  meaning  less,  divested  of 

^tialdeep  magic  of  the  chords"  with  which 

^^y  should    ever    be    in    connection ; — such 

P^hes  are  vapid  and  lifeless  deprived  of  the 

^Is,  and  sighs,  and  tones,  and  pauses,  mor^ 

•*pressive  than  the  words   they  so  feelingly 

*"u«trate. 

We  will  own  he  was  guilty  of  some  oft- repeated 

^tttmon  places,  and  conjuring  to  his  aid  the 

^g-chartered  vocabulary  of  lovers, — called  the 

^^vens  to  witness  his  faith,  his  love,  and  his 

^Ostancy, — talked  of  the  sun,  the  moon,  earth 

^^  air,  while  even  the  planets  and  fixed  stars 

^^re  called  into    requisition,   to  explain   the 

^pth  and  extent,  and  unextinguishable  nature 

^  his  passion ;  that  spite  of  Dora's  deprecating 

^^^rds,  he   mentioned  a  thousand  impossible 

^iiigs  that   should  rather  happen,    than  he 

•^er  be  known  to  change  :  and  though  he  did 

^  promise  to  kill  dragons,  fight  giants,  affect 

^e  compass  by  his  sighs,  or  augment  rivers 

^^  his  tears,  he  made  it  clear  to  her  mind^ 


cvi'ii  uioiign  s[ie  siiouia  impose  tne 
snciJIicp,  uf  uliieh  the  present  partin 
liislanfc. 

Still  lliere  was  un  eariieEtntfls  and 
every  syllalile  of  Seftoti's,  which  banii 
seeniipg  extnivngaiice  in  what  he  utten 
which,  in  serious  truth,  and  conaideria 
a  lover,  about  to  pnrt  for  so  long  a  pel 
his  beloved,  he  was  unusually  free. 
quiet,  Bubdueil  p-udnesg  in  his  last  wa 
adieu — sunk  deeper  iiito  the  heart  of  D 
the  most  vivid  denionBtrations  of  despa 
have  done  ;  and  whcQ  she  recalled  iht 
JDij,  and  her  lover'*  profound  and  eerio 
ner,  she  could  not  avoid  contrasting  r 
disadvantage  nf  ilm  Imtm-  .triil.  »i.o  ...j 
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^e  the  year  that  was  to  separate  them  length- 

^^^  out  to  an   age,  and   impediments  more 

'''^Unnoantable,  far  to  spring  up,  she  should 

^^^er  mistrust  his  lasting  truth.     Had  he  not 

^*d  her  so ;  and  he  appeared  to  possess  an 

^Oally  unbounded    trust  in   her   unalterable 

^th.    For  Sefton  expressed  not  the  timorous 

^^obts  and  apprehensions  of  ordinary  lovers, 

^ho  not  doubting  their   mistress's  constancy, 

^^t  their  own  deserts,  have,  according  to  esta- 

^ushed  usage,    misgivings  about   meriting  so 

**^Uch. Reginald    Sefton   was    above    such 

fears. 

Thus  they  parted,  in  mutual  confidence  un- 
disturbed, amidst  their  one  grief;  by  a  doubt 
^f  each  other ;  they  parted  in  the  first  freshness 
^f  their  renewed  love,  though  how  they  might 
^**eet  was  yet  hidden  in  time's  dark  account ; — 
darkness  and  uncertainty  was  before  them, — 
[      they,  who  had  breathed  so  many  sighs  for  each 
other,  were,  now  that  they  had  regained  each 
other,  forced  to  content   themselves  with  the 


^ 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

"  Be  knew  the  nature  of  all  beasts,  plants,  fishes,  birds  ^ 
in  a  word,  he  was  omni pariah  dootus,  a  general  scholar, 
— a  great  student.** — Dbm ocritus  Jomoa. 


Pass  we  now  speedily  the  journey ings  and  ad- 
▼entores  of  our  touring  party,  whom  it  is  not 
our  intent  to  follow  stage  by  stage,  and  step  by 
ftep^  in  their  visits  to  old  halls  and  abbeys, 
ezploriiigs  of  old  fortresses,  and  minute  searches 
sfier  the  picturesque  in  their  own  much  unappre- 
ciated land,  passed  over  by  this  foreign  travel- 
iog  generation  with  such  regardless  contempt 
tod  ioattention. 


luiesfaiioiis  of  disgust  to  the  world — oi 
by  Cliuik's  de  Courcy  with  his  doga 
everlasting  gtin,  (not  that  Charles  ci 
thing  for  the  picturefiqwe),  but  that  h 
the  present  no  particular  friend  oa 
bestow  himself,  nnd  being  of  a  eocia) 
tioii,  he  had  thought  it  as  well  to  join  1 
though  had  he  not  promised  hirosel 
shooting,  or  sport  of  some  kind  or  o 
some  friends  on  the  way,  it  is  doubtfu 
he  would  have  so  far  honoured  them. 
intention  be  had  been  fully  gratified, 
to  return  to  his  Windermere  enterta 
entertainment,  after  the  rest  had  set  s 
Isle,  whose  paucity  in  wood  ami  prcs 
the  absence 
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^'  north,  he  was  in  the  greatest  anxiety  to 
^•^  all  the  party  forward  ;    while  Francis, 
^0  vras  ever  for  using  all  gently,  and  liked  to 
^7  and  look  about  him  wherever  he  happened 
^  be  located  for  the  time,  was  altogether  in 
^position  to  such  undue  haste.     In  this  view 
^Ostof  the  party  concurred  with  him,  although 
^t  with  the  same  degree  of  irritation  against 
^^  soggester  of  a  speedier  progress.     Frank^s 
Bloomy  mood  was  upon  him,  and  as  heretofore 
^  preserved  his  uncommunicative  mysterious- 
^^^88  as  he  had  never  done  previous  to  his  love 
fUsage  with  Caroline  Sunderland ;  but  as  he 
^  young  de  Courcy  were  always  as  fire  and 
^ater,  never  meeting  but  to  spar,  directly  or 
^iiectly,  he  now  chose  to  ascribe  all  to  his 
^>>^conquerable   disgust  at   the  empty-headed 
PKeedings  he  was  forced  to  witness ;   when 
«»bel  thought  fit  to  tax  him  with  the  long 
*«mtion  of  his  misanthropic  fit,  gently  hinting 
•was becoming  unendurable* 
^  now  behold  them>  after  gliding  along 


ciiaiutter  of  a  bruad  river;  feasting  t 
on  Llie  dreamy  repose  of  Grasmere,  at 
the  gruen  liivuriance  of  ite  lovely  tbIIi 
ia  by  verdant  mountains,  with  that 
islet  floating  on  it8  glassy  surface, 
peaceful  character  of  the  scene  sun 
remind! dl;  theui  of  the  garden  ol  aa  em 
shut  out  from  the  rest  of  tlie  world 
grassy  heights  so  softly  sweeping  to  I 
vale,  with  the  rich  fcrtihty  so  pcculjl 
fairy  region, — admiring  the  secluded] 
of  the  wooded  Thirlioere,  at  the  f<N 
lofty  Helbrelyn  — behold  them  uow 
down   the    glortoui)  Derwentwatei*    ^ 
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^uty  and  grandeur  as  that  they  were  now 
«^iiig  upon,  as  they  rounded  one  of  the  soft 
^^^  islets  of  the  Derwentwater's  beautiful 
^^o ;  and  it  seemed  to  them  as  though  each 

Bering  height,  every  projecting  crag,  and 
^^^^ded  knoU  was  added,  that  the  charmed  eye 
^feit  at  once  embrace  the  most  opposite  charms 

^^cr  varying  nature. 

^*  How  very  much  I  admire  the  effect  of  that 
^'^mblage  of  grim,  bare  mountain  pikes,  as 
*^y  call  them,  at  the  head  of  the  lake,"  re- 
•^^ked  Mr.  de  Courcy.  "  What  do  they  look 
'ke,Bosy?" 

**  lake   guardian    giants    that   sentinel   the 

^'Hdianted  land ! "  she  replied,  ^^  Do  they  not 

H^pear  to  be  rearing  their  lofty  crests  one  above 

^  other,  as  in  battalions,  displaying  openings 

woagh  which  fresh  ones  are  dimly  seen,  and 

(tTing  one  a  mysterious  idea  of  their  extent" 

'*  There's  a  poetical  idea,"  said  Mrs.  Percy, 

^Hilling  at  her  favourite's  fanciful  description, 

^^    ^hat  she  deemed  romantic  imagination, 


Rosalie,  "of those  beetling  crags,  rising 
by  gidc,  and  peering  over  one  another? 

"  Awful  and  mysterious,  as  they  1 
the  aWies  !  One  can  imagine  dangerou: 
tain  passes  leading  far — faraway  amoni 
wild  craggy  heights  into  dreary  fastnesi 
inaccessible ! " 

"  Tiiat's  a  good  notion,  Dora,  as  th 
tains  hereabouts  were  the  scene  of  dead 
formerly  bGtncen  the  borderers  and 
chieftains,  ivhen  all  this  was  part  of  S 
or  rather  uhen  the  Umita  of  the  two  ki 
were  so  exceedingly  doubtful,"  obset-Tei 
in  a  more  animated  tone  than  he  hat 
thought  fit  to  assume,  owing  to  this  rei 
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^^^  upon  such  an  assemblage  of  bare  moun- 
^  peaks^   changing  in  iheir  character  and 

^gestions  with  the  effect  of  sun  and  atmo- 

'^*^cre,   as   do   the  clouds  themselves, — now 

^^^mingthe  appearance  of  cloud-capt  towers, 

^lemn  temples, — ^now  of  glaciers,  when  anon 

^y  are  re-transformed  to  their  own  shapes  and 

'^^^ce,  appearing  but  pendant  crags,  or  forked 

^^^untains." 

*^  It  is  all  very  well  what  you  have  been  say- 

*^^,  Rosalie,'*  said  Frank,  as  they  were  wending 

^^ir  way  on  foot  by  a  broken  road,  hemmed  in 

^*^  all  sides  by  the  very  mountains  they  had 

•^en  contemplating, — some  standing  bare  and 

**one,  round  whose  bases  huge  fragments  were 

•^i^wn,  dissevered  by  the  tempest  from  their 

'^^etling  summits, — **  It's  all  very  well,  I  dare 

••►y,  and  very  good  in  its  way,   but  I  prefer 

^ct8  to  fiction,  or  mere  flights  of  fancy ;  and 

™^  historical  associations  of  this  part  of  the 

^OMMisttj  are  quite  enough  for  me  to  take  interest 

*i  f»hat  we  are  seeing,  without  anything  else.*' 


"  \\  iiy,  it  was  from  Shakespeare 
served  Mrs.  Percy,  who  had  been  tol 
leaning  upon  Rosalie's  arm,  and  wl 
stopped  to  recover  breath,  and  collect  he 
*'  aod  if  it  13  from  Shakespeare,  it  i 
good ;  and  it's  sure  to  be  well  i 
wlien  — " 

"  Oh,  jcs  !  "  interrupted  he,  "  all  vei 
no  doubt;  but  facts  are  facta,  and  far 
fiction,  of  which  I  never  could  see  thi 
that's  all  I  meant  to  say. 

"Ah!  yes!  so  I  have  heard  you 
before,"  said  Rosalie,  who  in  truth  hsi 
it  very  often,  "  yet  history,  carrying  tu 
mntplv  hart   a< 
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I  tm  liberal-minded  in  the  midst  of  my 

^  of  Frank's  prejudices  was  to  consider 

^Qtbors  of  imagination  as   greatly  over* 

^^;  one  of  his  most  consistent  predilections 

^^  in  favour  of  matter-of-fact  truth ;  he  was 

dieted  to  history  because  it  was  true;   he 

^^  Crabbe,  and  preferred  the  Dutch   and 

'^^nish  masters  to  all  others^    because  the 

'^th  and  individual  nature  of  their  respective 

^^traitures  came  home  to  his  experience ;  yet, 

'^ough  condemning  the  fanciful  high-flown,  he 

no  objection  to  exaggeration  in  a  contrary 

,  and  works  of  wit  and  humour  carried  to 

^^  extremest  bounds  of  the  burlesque   was 

^hMi  be  did   like  better  than  anything  else ; 

^i^  after  railing  at  romance  and  fiction,  it  was 

diQfing  to  note  him  chuckling  with  the  in- 

^''^■ttt  gusto  over  the  extravagancies  of  Butler 

•^  Thomas  Hood. 

''^^•Jilie  had  often  drawn  him  into  discussions 
^^^^    the  reasonableness    and  consistency  of 


wont  to  carry  on  in  a  manner  pecu 
own  ;  so  tliLil  she  could  not  now  forb 
bably  for  the  sake  of  inducing  such  ; 
tation,  and  in  allusion  to  bis  late  unsoc 
Tcnturing  to  say,  "  But  it  occurred  to 
you  have  not  seemed  so  highly  inti 
you  ought  to  have  been,  considering  t 
during  our  Tiaits,  so  diligently  paid, 
churches,  and  ruins,  so  rife  with  histt 
lection ;  or,  that  you  might  have  b 
communicative  of  yonr  inpressioni  ' 
have  seen  fit  to  be." 

Frank  made  ng  reply  to  this  donbtfl 
and  after  casting  at  Rosalie  one  glam 
piciouB  inquiry — it  naighl  be  of  repro 
tinued  for ; 
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^^uccd  thereby  to  meditate  on  those  blighted 
^pes  he  had  been  momentarily  tempted  to 
'^^et  At  all  events^  he  recovered  not  his 
Spirits  the  rest  of  the  day;  and  Rosalie  heartily 
^^gretted  the  luckless  result  of  her  experimen- 
^^ogf  particularly  its  effect  on  Dora^  whose 
^V8  for  the  desperation  she  had  foreseen^  as 
^oe  upshot  of  her  brother's  ill-placed  attach- 
ment were  not  yet  set  at  rest. 

Ab  they  were  returning  through  the  labyrinth 
^f  rocky  fragments  which  appeared  to  them  as 
^  forest  of  crags,  and  they  had  enchanted  their 
^3^  by  gazing  upon  the  king  of  the  lakes 
^•ider  every  varied  aspect  and  different  point 
^  view,  they  came  suddenly  upon  a  young 
**^,  who  from  his  employment  and  the  en- 
K»088ing  interest  with  which  he  pursued  it,  they 
**  once  guessed  to  be  geologically  disposed. 
*^  ^is  hand  he  wielded  a  small  hammer,  using 
^  chip  off  the  red  crag,  which  he  examined 
■Wj  evident  and  scientific  curiosity.  In  per- 
this  individual  was  slight  and  tall,  with 


not  huve  exceeded  five  or  six-and-twe 
were  uliufretlier  accordant  with  the  clia 
his  appearance  and  employment,  abo 
there  was  an  air  of  quiet  pre-occupat 
suggested  the  idea  of  one  who  had 
aumed  the  midnight  oil  in  the  purauit  c 
— a  quaint  individuality,  and  evident  c 
to  appearance,  and  a  gravity  beyond  I 
that  had  led  one  at  once  to  pronouQ< 
character — and  apparently  a  scientific 
ter.  He  was  m  truth  a  sort  of  pew 
tliough  neither  handsome  Dor  Btriki) 
interesting  from  a  certain  clevernesa  of 
eion,  and  th"  i^Ai,.;A..^iu..  —  i * 
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it,  upon  which  he  peered  through  his  eyes,  and 
curled  his  lip  with  a  gesture  of  contempt,  con- 
eluding,  as  was  his  wont,  the  youth  to  be  some 
innovating  amateur  dabbler  in  science.  Rosalie 
now  whispering  something  to  Mrs.  Percy,  she 
immediately  called  to  her  husband,  who  as  usual 
had  preceded  the  party  by  a  few  rapid  strides 
upon  first  discovering  the  geologizing  apparition* 

'^  My  dear,"  she  said,  as  he  suddenly  came 
to  a  halt  at  her  bidding, "  if  Miss  de  Courcy  and 
I  are  not  mistaken,  the  gentleman  hammering 
away  there,  is  your  young  friend  Mr.  Algernon 
Brooke,  at  least  it  looks  very  like  him,  only  you 
are  so  near-sighted,  you  never  know  any  one^ 
which  make  it  such  a  thousand  pities  you  dont 
wear  spectacles.     Is  it  not  he,  Mr.  de  Courcy  V* 

**  Why  it  does  look  something  like  him,  only 
I  never  saw  him  exactly  at  that  fun  before,, 
though  to  be  sure  the  occupation  makes  it  the 
more  probable ;  and  now  I  see  him  nearer,  yes,, 
it  must  be  he — " 

Mrs.  Percy  had  just  advised  their  walking 


his  eyes,  and  instantly  recognizing  the 
fonvaid,  in  confirmation  of  their  con_ 
the  ideiiiical  Mr.  Brooke  of  their  acquB 
After  gerieriil  greetings,  and  congratulai 
and  the  Professor  seemed  to  vie  with  oa< 
ia  their  expressions  of  mingled  surpi 
mutual  giatificatioQ  at  the  very  une 
meeting ;  Mr.  Percy  taking  it  all  to 
while  he  shortly  began  to  cjuestion  ht 
with  much  curiosity  as  to  the  eucceai 
scientific  rcsearchea. 

Mr.  Biijokc  informed  thcra  he  had  t 
set  out  un  a  solitary  excursion,  to  eip; 
beauties,  us  well  as  incidentally  sonte 
geological  formations  of  the  nnrlhcrnco 
and  jhad  arriv 
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their  stay  was  limited  to  a  few  days,  and  they 
had  arrived  but  the  previous  evening,  which  he 
considered  a  roost  fortuitous  combination  of 
circumstances ;  while  Professor  Percy's  being 
that  comprehensive  order  of  mind  that  embraces 
all  contingencies,  he  took  an  early  opportunity 
(Mr.  Brooke  being  in  conversation  with  the  de 
Courcys),  of  informing  Miss  Melville,  his  friend 
was  a  most  superior  young  man,  very  highly 
considered,  and  likely  to  make  a  figure  in  the 
world  by  means  of  his  talents  ;  looking  in  the 
mean  time  ^s  though  he  thought  she  might  do 
well  to  take  this  confidential  assurance  into 
•erious  consideration :  while  as  to  Rosalie, "^le 
and  Mr.  Brooke  having  been  some  time  ac- 
quainted, he  seemed  to  think  it  superfluous  to 
bestow  on  her  more  than  a  passing  hint  of  that 
she  had  hitherto  seemed  so  little  to  profit  by. 

Although  given  to  the  same  pursuits  and 
studies,  the  two  gentlemen  were  admirably 
good  friends,  which  probably  resulted  from 
the  opposite  development   of  character  their 


ciation  of  tlie  objecta  of  his  pursuit,  yet  f 
liarly  quiet  and  uaobtnuive  id  liw  muinen 

"A\iint  a  very  delightful  talented  pt 
your  friend  Mr.  Algernon  Brooke  seems  to 
said  Dora,  sometime  after  to  her  friend, 
and  Mr.  Percy  appear  exEictly  suited  to  | 
other." 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  think  they're  at  all  ell 
said  I.sabtl,"Mr.  Brooke  did  nothing  but  ai 
one,  while  it's  impossible  to  understand  < 
Air.  Percy  is  talking  about,  and  he  tiii 
frightens  one  with  his  strange  ways,  hia  fn 
and  contemptuous  looks.  Ob,  how  Piercie 
imitate  hiui  I  " 
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^  farning  '  every  man  the  wrong  side  out,' 
^Qperior  as  the  Professor  is ;  while,  for  Al- 
^^•^on  Brooke,  I  had  no  idea  he  was  so  uni- 
^•^y  clever  and  delightful  a  person." 

Oh!  he's  a  perfect  walking  enclyclopedia; 

^^Wiing  comes  amiss  to  him;  nothing  is  above, 

^neath,  or  beyond  his  capacity.    And  the 

*^«mtief  of  literature  and  science,  he  most 

^redly  understands  in  a  manner  totally  un* 

'^"^eamt  of  by  his  friend.  But  although  Algernon 

^  much  more  general,  he  is  immeasurably 


^Tassed  by  the  Professor  in  one  thing — in 
*^^Medge  of  the  world,  and  interest  in   the 

^^^cedings  of  his  friends  and  acquaintances, 
*^H!h  he  delights  to  take  under  his  especial 

^^^Uage — fancying  himself  astonishingly  acute 
*^in,  and  never,  amidst  his  abstrusest  re- 


es,  being  too  deeply  engrossed  to  busy 
^^^^If  in  their  concerns — Algernon  Brooke 
**S  one  of  his  especial  protegesy 

I  think  I  have  observed  this  curious  mix- 
^f  interest  in  the  world  and  its  trivialities^ 


Proll'S&ijiV,  and  altogetlier  very  condesc 
and  goofl-ualured." 

"  Vanity,  all  from  the  beginning  fo  th 
and  so  it  ever  has  been, — Algernon  B 
being  of  that  gentle  sort  that  ingTatiate 
into  popularity  ;  while  the  ProfcEsor's  ab 
supply,  taking  every  ghape,  commanc 
patronizes,  awes  and  insinuates  itself  inl 
by  turns.  The  forms  assumed  by  his  i 
are  multiform  as  Mr.  Brooltc'a  acquin 
which  are  so  unbounded,  that  they  mal 
acceptable  nherever  he  may  chance  to  b 
to  tell  you  ihe  truth,  I  never  could  likef 
who  are  ever  ready  to  play  the  agreeable 

"  And  what  may  be  said  of  one  so  i 
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surprising  suddenness,"  rejoined  Rosalie  ;  "ah! 
I  see  how  it  is.  It  was  not  for  nothing  you 
and  Mrs.  Percy  have  been  laying  your  heads 
together  all  the  evening — you  looking  so  con- 
vinced by  her  oratory  the  while.  I  know  she 
has  been  weaving  a  romance  for  your  edifica^ 
tion,  but  let  me  warn  you  ;  the  Percys  are  the 
most  determined  match-makers  on  earth — the 
only  point  in  which  they  do  resemble  one  ano- 
ther— only  they  are  such  egregious  blunderers^ 
that  their  machinations  are  not  so  dangerous  as 
they  might  be." 

"  You  are  suspiciously  acute,"  observed  DorOf 
smiling,  "  and  I  will  say  nothing  more  at  pre- 
sent on  the  much-contemned  theme ;  but  for 
the  Percys,  I  will  own  that  both  Isabel  and  my- 
self have  been  puzzled,  perhaps  amused,  at  the 
Professor's  incongruities ;  but  to  hear  you  speak 
of  good  single-hearted  Mrs.  Percy  as  a  '  match- 
maker,' has,  I  confess,  surprised  me  more  than 
all  the  rest" 

♦*  It  results,"  replied  Rosalie,  *'  in  a  great 


hilly  ruiiiaiitically." 

"  Yes!  slie  is  certainly  one  of  the  most  Ic 
women  that  can  be  imagined,"  said  Dora  ] 
with  her  seem  but  to  have  Boftenod  th. 
ward  giddiness  of  youth,  without  in  thi 
detracting  from  that  frashnesB  and  sim 
you  denomitiate  romance." 

"  And  you  cannot  guess  how  full  of  ro 
imaginings  she  is,  especially  on  her  fa' 
theme,  and  with  my  favourite  self  fi 
argument.  It  ia  strange  enough  thougl 
the  widely  dilTeiing  sentiments  of  thii 
opposite  pair  are  never  so  conspicuous  a 
this  one  sulject  of  their  joint  interes 
motto  of  one  being  all  for  love — the  otbei 
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^^D  iu  a  means  of  rendering  himself  eminent ; 
^11  her  ambition  is  centred  in  him,  who  is  all 
^^^mposity ; — she  is  all  candour  and  over  com- 
^^cativenesB,  while  he  has  a  singular  weak- 
in  favour  of  the  mysterious;  how  they 
e  together  I  never  could  make  out,  except 
^^^  each  was  overcome  by  that  in  the  other^ 


which  both  knew  themselves  to  be  totally 

^void/' 

The  next  morning  they  were  surprised,  upon 

■^^^  de  Courcy's  mentioning  the  Isle  of  Man  as 

^^iir  destination,  to  hear  Mr.  Brooke  declare 

^  had  long  had  a  great  fancy  for  investigating 

^Q  &mou8  lead  mines  of  that  curious  fragment 

England,  that  was  not  England  ;  whereupon 
^**.  Percy  looked  exceedingly  pleased,  and  cast 
^Poa  Rosalie  a  glance  she  intended  to  be  full  of 
^^oing ;  while  Mr.  de  Courcy  of  course  said, 
^hy  not  go  now  1 "  accompanying  them  on 
^^ir  voyage  thither ;  to  which  suggestion,  the 
J^^^th  looking  as  if  the  idea  had  rever  previ- 
^^^y  occurred   to  him,  gave   no  very   direct 


nature  and  peculiarities  of  the  oiines  in 
tion.  To  all  this,  Francis  becoming  8U 
aware  of  the  point  in  agitation,  viz,,  the 
bility  of  having  to  endure  an  addition) 
pagnon  de  voyage,  in  the  shape  of  ano 
the  lords  of  the  creation,  abruptly  sug 
be  thought  Mr.  Brooke  would  find  notl 
all  in  the  island  to  repay  the  trouble  i 
convenience  of  the  voyage;  whereat  Mra 
looking  rather  indignant,  requested  to 
"  Why  not  >.  "  and  appealed  to  her  husl 
refute  the  notion,  declaring  it  to  be  hi 
viction  from  all  she  had  heard  from  ft 
Miss  de  Com       ■'    ■  -■     -         -  *--  - 
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particular  care,  Francis,  not  to  speak  disparag- 
ingly of  the  isle  in  presence  of  my  sisters ;  it 
would  be  high  treason,  I  assure  you,  there." 

"  Oh ! "  said  poor  Francis,  after  a  little  con- 
uderation,  finding  himself  for  the  first  time  in 
his  life^  under  the  necessity  of  using  the  apolo- 
getic strain,  ^'  I'm  sure  it's  very  kind  of  you  all 
to  wish  me  to  go,  and  I  don't  doubt  but  I  shall 
en — that  is,"  he  added,  with  a  kind  of  groan, 
*^  it  will  be  very  pleasant,  all  of  us  going  there ; 
but  I  hope  for  all  that,  as  I  have  always  heard 
the  island  considered  a  barren  rock,  it  will  not 
be  indispensable  for  me  to  admire  it;  and,  I 
must  say,  it  occurred  to  me,  that  merely  for  the 
sake  of  what  the  place  contains  in  itself,  Mr. 
Brooke  would  not  find  it  worth  his  while  to  go 
there,  though  of  course  he  knows  best." 

"  Why,  I  can't  say  much  for  its  natural  beau- 
ties," said  Mr.  de  Courcy,  *^  though  Rosalie  would 
tell  you  otherwise." 

''  But  the  mines,  and  the  formation,  and  strata, 
and  that  sort  of  thing,"  gently  insinuated  Mrs« 
Percy. 


j-^  M^-uyiutu  lu  its  ranges  oi  misi- 

inount;iiri3  and  sea-girt  defiles;  its  wil 
and  clitls  of  black  marble  rising  up  per 
lurlj-  from  tiie  deep  green  sea,  here  fran 
and  bright  as  the  emerald.  Tlie  coui 
people  are  equally  singular  and  wild,  a 
gether  unlike  anything  ohc  scoaanywhei 

"  So  much  the  better,  my  dear,  ai 
regards  the  people,"  eaid  Mr.  de  Com 
one  requires  to  get  anything  done,  as  tht 
animal  in  creation  with  a  greater  disinc 
to  bestir  himself  than  an  indigenous  man 

"  That  h,  they  are  not  so  iavetera%j 
main  chance  as  the  inliabitnnts  of  n 
countries,  but    ' 


monH 
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**  To  be  sure  Dot,"  joined  in  Mr.  de  Courey, 
drily,  *'  they  magnanimously  leave  you  to  shift 
for  yourself,  though  they  see  you  ever  so  much 
in  need  of  them :  for  instance,  arrive  at  a  fish- 
ing village,  with  the  evident  intention  of  taking 
water,  the  fishermen  regard  you  with  an  incu- 
rious stare;  and  though  it  should  be  ever  so 
much  to  their  advantage,  are  some  time  making 
up  their  minds  whether  they  shall  trouble  them- 
selves so  far  as  to  accommodate  you/' 

"  But  Rosalie  describes  the  country  as  so  very 
picturesque,  that  I  should  think  our  friend  Mr. 
Brooke  would  find  it  very  well  worth  while 
taking  the  voyage,"  again  declared  Mrs.  Percy. 

"  Why,  I  should  not  imagine  the  picturesque 
outside  would  have  any  great  attraction  for  Mr. 
Brooke,  who  considers  the  interior  formation, 
the  nature  of  the  strata,  and  the  remnants  of 
earlier  worlds  therein  incrusted,  with  the  depths 
of  the  metal  shafts,  alone  worth  attending  to," 
said  Rosalie. 

"  Just  as  he  would  choose  a  wife,  not  for  the 

VOL.  II.  N 


"  And  very  wise,  too,"  joined  in  Mrs. 
cntcliiiig  at  the  idea,  "  a  clever,  intelligen 
paniuD,  always  lively  and  entertaining,  9 
nonsense  about  her,"  (here  she  glancei 
unconsciously  at  Rosalie),  "  yet  with  a  n 
stored  and  acquainted  with  nearly  everyth 
just " 

"  Why,  Kot  exactly  tliat."  interrupt! 
husband,  "  genius  and  acquirements  in  a 
are  very  well  if  kept  in  the  back  ground 
is,  not  obtruded ;  but  a  man  does  ac 
them  much  into  considerutiua  in  deter 
his  choice.  There  are  other  quahties 
important  and  valuable,  by  which  we  are  gi 

Here  he  looked  profound,  as  be  invana 
when  he  did  q 
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^^OD,  not  to  be  reached  by  immediate  con- 

^OB,  in  which  case  words  were  thrown  away 

^B  you;  or  that,  on  the  other  hand,    the 

^9}^  touched  upon  was  so  utterly  out  of  the 

^**ge  of  uninitiated  brains,  and  would  be  car- 

^^g  them  so  completely  out  of  their  depth, 

*^  it  was  lost  time  to  pursue  it. 

*'  Such  qualities,  for  instance,**  suggested  de 
^^urcy,  "  such  well  wearing  qualities  as  those 
'^^  which   Mrs.  Primrose  chose  her  wedding- 
8^^n,  and  was  herself  chosen  for." 

**  Aye,  but  in  these  days  there  are  two  sides 
^  the  c/ioicey**  exclaimed  Rosalie,  "  I  never  saw 
^^h  inveterate  lairds  of  Cockpen ;  how  can  you 
'^'^^w  it,  Mrs.  Percy  ! " 

Mr.  Percy  requested  to  know  the  meaning  of 
^  appellation,  "Laird   of  Cockpen,"  which 

^  de  Courcy  said  would  be  best  explained 
^  his  hearing  the  song  so  called,  and  Isabel 
^^ville  could  sing  it  without  music.     All,  of 

^^'ae,  expressed  their  desire  to  hear  the  song ; 
^^  after  a  little  pressing,  and  a  good  deal  of 

N  2 


(■lilted  laircl,  ill  the  contident  certainty  of 
f,' rate  fully  jicccpted  by  "  a  pennylesa  lass/ 
iu  bis  meeting  the  Tcry  reverse  fortune. 
sung  with  infinite  spirit,  giving  particula 
to  the  linep,  "  Wha  could  refuae  the  lain 
that!"  and  the  laird's  dumbfounded  escia 
as  he  rotle  tliron^h  the  glen.  "  Sure  sliu 
to  refuse  the  Laird  of  Cockpen  !"  All  n 
course  both  atiiiised  and  delighted ;  even  I 
smiled,  anil  approved  Uia  sister's  pcrfon 
declaring,'  in  allusion  to  the  finale,  thaM 
lesson  as  the  conceited  laird  was  taui^iq 
serve  most  men  right,  as  particularly 
present  claij  they  were  so  terrifically  corn 
and  he  should  just  like  to  see  some  o( 
served  so. 
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P^rfonnaoce,  declared^  with  more  warmth  than 
^  oe  occasion  seemed  to  warraQt,  that  with  regard 
the  matter,  such  things  were  very  well  in  a 
but  for  his  part  he  could  not  for  a  moment 
fine  the  possibility  of  such  an  occurrence 
-^kotually  taking  place  in  real  life ; — it  seemed  to 
an  absurd  improbability. 


"  Smooth  nins  tho  water  wbere  the  brook  ii 
And  ill  hia  simple  abews  he  haibour*  lieMon." 


Walking  together  tete-a-tete  in  a.  broad 
tiful  avenue  of  elm-trees,  were  two  gent! 
both  handsome,  both  young,  though  not  e 
in  youth's  first  hey-dey, — that  is,  you  woul 
taken  neither  of  thera  to  be  on  the  aunnyi 
fire-aod-tweotT,- 
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3  «ir^  tbcHigh  to  the  mlgar  observer  it  might 
^  appeared  otberirise.  Any  one  who  had 
ked  upon  them  with  a  discriminating  eye, 
aid  at  ODoe  ha^e  decided  that  in  their  inter- 
Tse  the  pinnacle  of  undisputed  superiority 
s  assigned  to  the  latter ;  for  it  has  been  truly 
If  that  in  dialogue  or  disputation  of  the 
sfest  nature  between  any  two  individuals, 
3  rarely  possible  but  that  one  should  mani- 
;  a  saperiorityy  which  the  other  as  surely 
'Cede& 

kTet,  althoQgfa  it  was  evident  his  companion 
igned  him  this  superior  part,  a  keen  observer 
Jie  interview  might  ere  long  have  experienced 

force  of  another  well-known  truth,  in  the 
«ptive  nature  of  first  impressions,  by  doubting 
ir  jnstness  in  the  present  case;  and  whether, 
'Jd  of  the  contrary  appearance  of  things,  the 
>By  careless,  yet  insinuating  Sir  Edmond  Tracy, 

he  it  was,  did  not  in  reality  possess  a  certain 
kVeoee  over  his  more  calm,  reserved  compa- 
■if  Sefton,  of  which  the  latter  was  perfectly 


tin;  liiicoursf,  in  which  he  had  previout 
the  priiiciiw!  part,  "  it  was  curious  your 
him  up  over  there." 

"  ]t  W113  certainly  the  first  liok  in  the  ( 
events  that,  have  so  strangely  come  U 
replied  Sefloii.  i 

Tracy  smiled,  saying,  "  I  look  upoik 
countering  you  both  ao  unexpectedly  ia ) 
at  tbut  dead  season  of  the  year,  as  a  mol 
tous  occurrence;  it  was  a  pleasant  thing 
and  ha.i  led  to  an  abundance  of  otlia 
must  uwu,  that  what  took  me  more  bj 
than  anything  else,  wae  coming  acros 
company  with  (b^t  d d  formal  ieUi 
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the  arch  unaooountability   of  little  de 
^ourcy,  Lillie  Melfille,   and  her  pretty  little 
)r,  and  all  that  old  set,  whom  I've  scarcely 
m  able  to  get  a  look  at  since  yourself.    The 
""^olTilles  were  a  nice  sort  of  quiet,  plain,  coun- 
£unily  in  their  way ;  but  ah,  what  a  change  !'* 
he,  looking  philosophical* 
SeftoD  sighed  his  assent. 
'^  I  almost  concluded,  from  all  I  heard,  that 
'^Ba  Lillie  had  gone  out  as  governess,  or  nur- 
'ry.maid,  or  something  of  the  kind,"  conti- 
^^d  Sir  Edmond,  "  but  I  now  find  she's  taken 
Something  worse." 
**  Worse  !  **  Sir  Edmond  Tracy  ! "  exclaimed 
^*^oo,  with  a  look  between  agony  and  anger, 
^^t  was  perfectly  indescribable. 

**  Why,    I   meant,"    said  Tri^cy,   carelessly, 
•^X^^aring  not  the  least  to  have  observed  Sefton's 
^^'^  and  manner,  '*  that  I  have  heard,  Lillie 


^^Irille  has  taken  to  literature,  writes  senti- 
^^tal  poetry  for  the  magazines,  and  that  sort 
tubing;  but  I  suppose  in  their  misfortunes. 


"  Ah  !"  by  the  bye,  my  dear  fellow, ' 
the  lady  an  old  flame  of  yours?"  exi 
Tracy,  as  if  Euddenly  struck  by  the 
recollection,  "  I  certainly  have  a  sort  of ' 
brance  of  your  haviug  been  amongst  t 
Ah ! "  and  again  he  shook  his  head,  "  ho 
a  change  since  that  time !  she  really 
wonderfully  tine  ^r1,  but  like  the  lady 
fairy  tale,  that  went  every  day  into  Urn 
without  finding  any  flower  to  her  liking,  < 
the  summer  pass  by  without  gatherin, 
must  now,  doubtless  regret  profiting  sc 
the  '  light  of  other  days ;'  but,"  added  hi 
a  pause^  looking  furtively  at  his  com 
"  did  it  not  Btrike  yon,  that  Clarendon  ? 
dined  to  be  bv 


THB   KULINO    PASSION.  275 

^•Well,  iiiy  dear  fellow,"  said  Sir  Edmond, 
•^^^^flferently,  **  I  dont  doubt  you  know  best; 
"*-    Only  go  by  the  suiface  of  things,  and  cannot 

e  credit  to  myself  for  seeing  far  into  them  ; 
B  not  the  genius  of  our  nation ;  but  ah !  now, 

be  sure^  what  was  I  about  to  say  with  regard 

Oarandon  ?" 

*'  That  you  were  in  doubt,  I  think,  upon 
^^fcotn  he  had  bestowed  his  heart — Miss  Sun- 
^^rland,  or  Miss  Melville;'*— replied  Sefton, 

**  Ah  !  to  be  sure,  now,  there's  a  man  to  be 

by  all  the  rest  of  us.     I  should  be  pretty 

^U  content  if  my  death,  burial,  and  wake,  and 

^  tbe  rest  of  it,  caused  as  much  commotion  as 

***   departure  without  leave;  amongst  the  wo- 

too;    and  with    your  formal,    indifferent 

^^try  people ;  if  they  had  been  Irish  now  ! — 

to  be  sure,   know  how  to  excuse  a  littfe 

^Miasm,  and  to  honour  it;  but  that  their 

It  composure  should  be  rufiBed,  I  confess, 

^^  surprised  me ;  therefore  I  conclude  him 


sdi  iuuu3Lruuaiy  lu  ue  euvicu 
Tracy  tlirew  an  expreswon  of  exultation 
tone,  a;  though  he  found  it  no  very  uni 
occurrence.  "  Yet  the  two  that  sight 
and  deplu)ud  the  least*  the  decamping 
ungrateful,  yet  highly-favoured  individu 
they  nhom,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  took  t 
ter  most  tu  lieart,  though  to  be  sure,  A 
looked  glmn,  and  — " 

"  I  thought,"  said  Sefton,  "  you  decL 

now,  you  never  penetrated  beneath  Uu 

ofthinij;e,  taking  them  upon  trust. "     i 
"  To  be  sure,  in  everything  except  * 

sex  is  concerned ;  we  Irishmen,  my  des 

have  an  inti 
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**o^rever,  there  are  some  I  have  understood  less 
^^As  others,  for  instance>  there  are  those  two 

_  • 

^^^•eparables.  Rosy  de  Courcy  and  Lillie  Met 
'^ille,  a  perfect  pair  however.'* 

Now  few  things  could  grate  more  harshly  on 
"^^e  over  sensitive  nerves  of  Reginald  Sefton, 
^^*Uui  such  a  comparison  between  the  lady  of  his 
lo^e  and  Rosalie.    It  happened,  as  it  often  does, 
^^  had  ever  regarded  with  an  almost  instinctive 
^^^ike,  one  who  in  her  turn,  had  never  looked 
^HH>n  him  vrith  any  favoring  eyes :  the  prejudice 
vV  saeh  it  were)  was  undoubtedly  mutual.    As  ^ 
^''^^i^girl,  he  had  held  in  particular  aversion  what 
'■^^    considered  her  brusquerie  and   abruptness, 
often  been  tempted  to  wish  her  and  her  half 
I,  yet  annoying  remarks  at  the  bottom  of 
^«^  sea.    Never  had  Dora  appeared  to  greater 
^^ Vantage  in  his  eyes  than  when  her  soft,  grace- 
ful   manners,  and  her  brilliancy,"  clouded  with 
^^ildness,"  were  contrasted  with  Rosalie's  cool, 
yet  m80U9iance ;  to  be  sure,   Rosalie,  (though 
^^^t  devoid  of  elegance  in  the  eyes  of  less  prer 


There  was  now,  he  felt,  a  sort  of  si 
analizaiioD  of  his  sentiments,  and  of 
highly  liistaateful,  and  an  aggraration  o 
pecuRaritios,  which  ratlier  increased  tb 
iaished  the  streDgth  of  his  former  aentini 


"Id 


my  opin 


"  he  began,  "there  e 


the  sligiitoat  resemblance  between  Mirai 
(laying  a  ptirtioular  stress  on  the  namei't 
pleased  by  bis  friend's  Irish  familiarity  i 
and  Miss  de  Courcy,  who  always  appeal 
abrupt,  self- conceited,  and  altogether, 
self-posscssed  enough  for  any  thing, 
that  repose  of  manner,  i^cb  »  i 
an  elegant  woman." 
"  And  the  c 
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V  I  was^  as  I  may  say,  and  for  a  long 
Vami  de  maison,  and  had  opportunity  of 
I  good  deal.'' 

now  iV  said  Sefton  drily  ;  in  this  con- 
is  companion's  only  interest  in  his  eyes, 
t  of  all  the  girls,"  again  began  Sir  Ed- 
in  the  diacursife  manner  peculiar  to  his 
'^giTe  me  Anastasia.  There's  a  fine 
.  girl  now;  she  deserves  to  have  been 
1  Ireland,  at  any  rate  not  in  England. 
a  decided  exception  to  the  mincing  for- 
s  and  CeiBtidious  pretences  so  peculiarly 
1,  and  oonspicious  in  her  own  family^  in 
lar;  free,  too^  from  all  that  deceptiveness 
s  woman's  natural  weapon.     Do  you  not 

0?" 

iss  Sunderland  !  I  should  have  imagined 
3  very  antipodes  to  any  man's  beau  ideal 
i  a  woman  should  be." 
^ell,  do  you  know,  she's  just  the  woman  I 
L  glory  in  having  in  love  with  me.  You, 
Bar  fellowj,  are,  we  all  know,  one  of  the 


be  loved  to  disinterested  distraction  by 
of  soul  and  feeling,  is  the  height  of  t 
tion !  That  that  lore  ihonld  be  too  g 
overpowcririf^f,  to  be  concealed;  toosdf-f 
and  devoted  for  the  interference  of  a 
thought;  how  flattering  an UDctionl  A\ 
we  can  never  feel  that  sort  of  certainty 
adored  for  ourselves  alone." 

"  No ! "  said  SeftoD,  interrogatirely 
"  No!"  he  continusd,  in  a  molancl 
"  Clarendon  Is  that  lucky  dog,  thoug 
grateluS,  and  what  is  worse,  a  monopoHi 
Oh,  Clarendon,  Clarendon !  how  I 
thee  !"  And  Sir  Edmond  knocked  his 
heroic  despair.  "  Ye&,  Sefton!  youu| 
can  never,  im 


THB   RVLINO    PASSION.     •  2^1 

last  parts  of  this  ebullition.  It  seemed 
range  to  hear  his  companion  deploring 
brtune,  that  which  but  a  short  time 
lad  looked  upon  as  beyond  his  wildest 
id  whom  he  well  remembered,  a  hand- 
lastingy  good-humoured  rattle,  with  a 
ht  as  his  purse;  but  he  was  now,  for 
ime  made  aware,  that  the  extra  weight 
^  together  with  the  additional  burden 
id  estate^  had  entailed  heaviness  on  the 

as  I  was  saying,"  he  continued^  '^  there's 
w  with  a  heart  that  can  love,  neither 
nor  estate; — that  has  actually,  in  the 
;  this  formal^  proprietous  generation, 
ity  of  soul  to  yield  to  its  natural  im- 
ind  showftthe  despises  those  everlasting 
d  rigid  ceremonies  of  polite  life,  as  the 
»,  for  which  you  all  live,  and  for  which 
many  of  you  would  df/f,"  he  concluded, 
y  satisfied  with  this  flourish. 
efton*s  lip  there  was  a  smile  of  contempt 


baronet  vvns  but  little  initiated ;  yet  h 
iiiiglit  be  truth  in  his  concluding  » 
tbeir  particular  truth  in  hie  own  caai 
not  Ilia  companion  borne  tbc  charM 
raoal  (iisctirsive  of  rattling  talkerSi: 
have  fancied  a  personal  application  {• 
he  did  not  think  it  worth  while  to  % 
than  ,1  brief  comment  in  opposition  b 
net's  niiimadTeraionB  on  the  custorat] 
nances  of  polite  life;  and  then  comU 
listen  to  Sir  Edmond's  further  rctaai 
result  of  his  observation  in  the  coli 
"  wirnpled,  whining,  purblind,  waywB 
the  senior-junior,  giant-dwarf  Daa  ' 
the  god  of  every  Irishman's  idolatry 
true  or  feign 


A  one,  glancing;  liitlier  ami  tliiiluM, 
and  downwards,  like  iTcd.  .'Sunderland, 
dnual  horror  of  an  impcudiDg  verdict, 

himself,  for  those  about  him,  lest  he, 
bould  hare  said,  or  done  aomcthing,  not 
anfonnable  to  his  precious  code.  Por- 
!  powers  of  liberty  and  lore !  and  talk - 
re,  you  don't  mean  to  say  really  you 

aware  that  Anastasia  was  over  head 
iQ  lore  with  Clarendon  ;  why,  it  was  as 
laylight,  in  a  very  little  time,  to  me ; — 
i,  those  things  seldom  escape  me ;  but 
t  were  a  love  quarrel,  or  pique  at  his 
log  with  IJllie  Melville,    that  occa- 


tiling ;  but  it  shews  there  is  feeling  in 
and  1  iionour  her  for  it.  ]  should,  I 
no  great  faith  in  the  love  of  a  girl  tl 
power  of  effectually  concealing  it." 

"  No?  "  again  interrogated  Sefton, 
you  said  just  now,  woman's  nataii 
was "  I 

"  Deception,  to  be  sure,  but  wheq 
inga  are  really  engaged,  devoted  hen 
it's  a.  weapon  they've  do  power  to  | 
very  different  thing  with  as  ;  it's  k\ 
which  we're  obliged  to  be  most  d 
ought  to  be.  Poor  things!  though  ^ 
sible  to  he  always  ao,"  and  he  groatle 
own  unguarded  delinquencies,  in  that  ( 
there's  LilHi 
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^ ' *'  he  stopped  short,  as  Sefton  turned 

^  suddenly  upon  him ;  but  in  apparent  dull- 
^  to  bis  meaning  look  and  manner,  he  con- 
'Qed^  without  noticing  either,  *^  to  suppose  she 
ktd  farorably  on  such  an  irresistible  dog  as 

tteodon,  particularly  now " 

Igain  he  paused,  as  expecting  remark  or 
iot  from  Sefton ;  but  as  none  was  offered,  he 
ed>  •'particularly  now,  when  there's  every 
ion  to  believe  the  lady  would  cast  a  favoring 

on  what  formerly  she  would  have  scorned, 
I  the  scomer's  proudest  disdain/* 

You  are  wrong,  you  — " 
lefton  subdued  with  an   effort  the  tone  of 
densed  anger  with  which  he  was  speaking,  as 
vas  reminded  of  the  careless,  inconsequent 
ire  of  the  voluble  Irishman,  and  the  univer- 

impunity  accorded  him ;  and  above  all,  he 
iembered  the  absurdity  of  noticing  his  incon- 
brate  remarks,  when  circumstances  rendered 
io  iiDpossible  he  should  claim  any  right  to 
^tthem.    His  anger  assumed  the  form  of 


he  aiUcd  : 

"  I  have  good  reason  to  imagine 
vilJe  hfuked  with  no  eucli  favour  npi 
dri-sK's  of  the  irresiBtible  Mr.  PbilipG 

•■  All!    Iiideedl"  .| 

A\A  tliii  most  inconsiderate  bdngSi 
(as  liL'  was  customarily  styled,  both  | 
and  tli;it  wurld)  seemed  lost  for  a  fil^ 
in  uicJilaliop,  when  he  rejoined:       (| 

"  if  vuu  are  credibly  informed,  '| 
anullu^r  thing  ;  still  that  does  not  olK 
awiiy  with  the  truth — the  general  U 
position,  the  result  of  much  observalil 
)ierience  uf  the  MX,  tubetuTe;  wb(n| 
there  may  be  some  other  admirer  oit 
you  have  nu  ' ' 
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leh  a  queer  slow  coach  as  the  brother 
vho  used  to  follow  her  about  like  a 
r? — a  rare  dance  she  led  him,  if  I'm 
cen.  Would  you  believe  it!  I  was 
mes  on  the  point  of  getting  into  a 
tb  Ursa  Majer/' 

scount  of  la  belle  Caroline?"  mecha* 
oanded  Sefton. 

a  charming  girl,  but  not  like  Anas- 
the  variety." 

urprise  me  !  It's  a  variety,  of  which 
who  should  marry  Miss  Sunderland, 
1  experience  enough,  and  to  his  cost, 
eatures  of  her  character  are  harsh, 
sd,  and  pranonce  to  a  degree — infi- 
ond  the  rules  of  high  breeding ; — her 
is  personal^  her  wit  ill-timed,  her 
*,  her  voice  void  of  that  most  excellent 
women — softness ;  her  arguments  and 
irged  without  tact,  and  with  a  decision 
ly  seen  equalled  in  Miss  de  Courcy, — 
character  in  a  woman  altogether  more 


snld  Ti'acy,  surprised ;  "  one  thing  yi 
tliougl], — lier  love  fervent  and  sincere 

"  As  her  hate  1" 

"  Her  liate!"  exclaimed  Tracy,  "thi 
ing  forcibly ;  to  know  so  much,  yoB 
had  some  opportunitieB  of  judging."  I 

Sefton  was  silent ;  and  then  eatd  I 
beaitfltion,  "  ObBervation  and  exp«^ 
must  allow "  I 

"All,  to  be  sure!  talking  of  V^ 
rupted  Tracy,  in  hia  own  apropo«i 
style,  "  in  all  my  obeervation  and  ^ 
ne?er  came  I  acrosB  a  roore  cbarminjfl 
than  the  younger  Melville — little  lt4 
not  thi!  sweetest  face  you  ever  saw?"' ' 
"  Not  the 
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lie  M  Miss  Tracy,  you  might  well  set  up 
connoisseur  of  feminine  beauty/' 
Is  it  my  sister?"  asked  and  replied  Sir 
md,  with  a  peculiar  expression  in  his  fine 
eyes.  *<  A  pretty  girl,  and  what  is  better, 
d  girl ;  but  a  simple,  simple  thing,  unversed 
)  way  of  fashion  and  the  world,  and  without 
idfantage  from  its  numerous  adjuncts, — 
simple  nature, — the  Dame  alone  has  been 
aeher.'* 

nd  the  most  efficient — the  only  efficient 
the  world." 

ideed !  you  surprise  me  ;  1  thought  your 
all  had  been — taught  graces,  fashionable 

ig,  high  breeding " 

l^hose  highest  perfection  is  to  resemble 

i;  what  then  so  perfect  as  the  reality  ! — 

80  distasteful  as  the  artistic  graces  you 

of!** 

)h!*'  said  Tracy,   shortly,  in  a  tone  of 

diBg  incredulity,  that  is  of  cordial  agree 

*•  u.  o 


•■  Isabel  Melville  i.  «  prelly  mieresuu 
presently  resumed  Sefton. 

"  A  je !  tot  in  that  opening  bud  tiler 

miie  ot  lovelier  bloom  than  anj  «e  b« 

leen  expanded— natural  graces-thai  ■ 

honour    to  the    choice   ol  an   empen 

sister  would  have  done  »ell  tu  have  \ 

hay,  while  the  sun  ahonc  singly  npo 

and  not  have  waited  till  the  liorstinj 

■uoh  a  flower  with  all  its  eclipsing  blan 

by  her  side.     Clarendon,"  added  h^J 

ing  on   that  mucb-enyicd  wight,  "3 

has  nothing,  I  imagine,  beyond  a  fail 

penon,  and  the  gift  ot  the  gab  to  i 

Ud  as  a  fitting  ?«>■«, ■  1>»'  •"""S''  * 

a  set-off  ag 
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Clarendon  being  a  wild,  uncertain,  whimsical 
dog,  encouragement  to  him  might  have  been  — " 

"  Once  for  all,  I  happen  to  know  for  a  cer- 
tmnty,  that  Miss  Melville  has  had  the  honour 
of  refusing  Mr.  Clarendon/'  burst  forth  Sefton, 
imperiously. 

'*  Is  it  an  offer?"  questioned  and  answered 
Tracy,  as  though  now  perfectly  vanquished, 
"  Well  then,  my  dear  fellow,  to  be  sure  as  no- 
body else  knows  it,  we  must  for  the  future 
regard  Mr.  Reginald  Sefton  as  the  depository  of 
all  things  connected  with  Miss  Dora  Melville." 

Sefton  knit  his  brows  with  vexation,  that  he 
thould  have  permitted  the  empty  conjecturing  of 
the  chartered  gossip  to  lead  him  on  to  allow  so 
much ;  he  had  rather  endured  the  colloquy  with 
the  nnacknowledged  anticipation  of  obtaining 
himself  some  enlightenment  from  the  tittle  tattle 
of  his  companion,  as  to  the  state  of  general 
ejnnion  with  regard  to  the  relative  position  of 
himself  and  Dora.  As  he  remembered  the  pe- 
««liar  nature  of  that  position,  her  strenuous 

o3 


ration  had  entailed  upon  him — t! 
forced  tu  utter  divers  dedaiuatoi 
calculated  to  explaia  away  the 
impression  to  which  hie  unusual  esc 
^ven  The;  thereby  to  dielruct  the 
muBt  ensuo  from  his  companion's  pi 
lag  out  his  conjectures  and  suppos 
edification  of  all  the  goseipB.  at  th 
of  scandal -ID  ongery  held  amongst 
lands  ^nd  their  cutvric. 

Sir  Edmond,  however,  v&a  as  ei 
of  the  disiotereiitcdncss  of  the  lad; 
aa  he  had  previously  heen  assured 
the  Jadj'    "  '  ' 
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easy  surmised,  ami  sagacious  conclusions  of  the 
volatile  baronet  could  be  effaced  from  the  mind 
of  Sefton.  The  substance  of  the  discourse  had 
already  escaped  him;  he  merely  remembered 
the  circumstance  of  Tracy  having  been  for  some 
time  past  amusing  himself  according  to  his  ordi- 
nary wont^  by  hazarding  his  observations  on 
passing  occurrences^  (the  sole  subject  for  the 
brains  and  tongues  of  gossips),  amongst  which, 
a  few  allusions  had  fastened  themselves  on  his 
memory,  with  an  unpleasing  tenacity  that  may 
easily  he  understood.  But  it  was  strange  enough, 
and  it  was  the  ordinary  result  of  such  colloquies 
between  himself  and  his  loquacious  friend,  that 
a  heavy  weight  was  superinduced  on  Sefton^s 
morbidly  sensitive  heart:  he  was  conscious  of  a 
deterioration  from  his  self-respect,  an  irritation 
against  himself,  the  world,  and  Sir  Edmond 
Tracy. 

What  were  the  remarks  of  such  a  superficial 
observer  ?  how  ought  they  to  affect  him  ?  were 
bis  wiser  reflections, — '^It  is  quite  impossible 


not,  that  in  the  way  of  whisper,  bin 
lion,  in  the  remotest  degree  affect. 
or  His.  The  passing  breath  of  the  u 
a  foul  blot  on  the  fairest  page  of  hi 
rumpled  rose-leaf  disturbed  its  oqi 
With  all  his  haughty  pretensions,  liiJ 
riotity,  he  was,  as  Tracy  had  hinted 
the  world,  and  its  thousand  contcl 
yes !  even  where  he  demised  ha  coi 
had. 

It  is  necessary,  in  order  to  accc 
rather  iocongruous  intimacy  betw 
and  the  baronet,  to  say  a  few  va^ 
past  history  of  Sir  Edmond  Tracy.  - 
Previous  to  his  coming  to  Londoi 
the  mon 
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^••if  jwmg    mma, — who  with   idle,   eipen- 

^  kabitd,  and  a  bare  Bofficieocy,  no  one  had 

••»  looked  to  see  anything  eke, — comparatims 

ifloeace;  and  instead  of  plain  Ned  Traey,  whose 

WrisBme  perioQ,  despite  bis  want  of  fortune, 

Wi  eenstitttted  him  a  nniversai  ftivourite  with 

the  fcirer  portion  of  creation,  and  an  object  of 

Mdi  silent  envy  amongst  the  darker,  caused 

hbi  to  re-appear  amidst  bis  former  associates ; 

Si  Edoond  Tracy,  of  Ruggleskelty,   County 

Csrk,  Bart ,  handsomer  than  ever,  and  as  gay 

*m)  geod-natured,  although  there  was  not  want* 

^9l  tinge  of  added  importance  in  bis  bearing, 

^  natural  consequence  of  the  combination  of 

vvdth  and  honours,  that  bad  centred  on  his 

Ihe  head,  in  bis  unexpected  accession  of  tith 

He  had  gone  over  to  Ireland  a  year  or  two 

^gio^  to  see  after  matters  upon  bearing  the  sud- 

iotelligence  of  his  cou^n  Harcourt  Tracy*a 

ioua  state,  consequent  on  various  disloca- 

produced  by  a  tumble  from  bis  traidem. 


unbroken  colts  still  ungentler. 

Poor  Harcourt  had  not  kept  him  Ion 
pense,— the  only  Buryiving  boq  of  old  1 
Tracy;  his  speedy  death  left  hia  1 
coumh  sole  and  uDdisputed  heir  to  the 
baronet,  who  in  his  turn  had  the  com 
not  to  keep  his  nephew  very  long  c 
mpendiug  honours.  With  them  cai 
it  waa  uot  to  be  expected  from  an  IrisI 
deteatiag  care,  and  with  a  horror  of 
whose  three  sons  had  grown  succei 
each  treading  in  the  steps  of  the  othe 
their  father  had  originally  led  the  wa 
should  have  enriched  the  estate  of  Ru| 
or  by  such  proceedings  have  left  tl 
title  and  <  '        ' 


THE    RULING    PASSION.  297 

each  terminated  much  in  the  same  manner  as 
Harcourt's, — was  none  of  the  steadiest,  even  for 
their  own  fast-going  nation.  There  were  heavy 
mortgages  of  course,  and  the  new  baronet  soon 
discovered  a  mass  of  cheatery,  waste,  and  mis- 
nanagement,  which  had  been  going  on  for  an 
incakulable  length  of  time,  under  the  regime  of 
the  extravagant  Sir  Hugh  and  his  sons,  who  had 
each  and  all  inherited  their  father's  unconquer- 
able aversion  to  business,  as  to  everything  on 
earth  involving  the  slightest  exercise  of  mind 
and  thought;  sooner  than  incur  which,  they 
would  see  the  duties  they  owed  to  themselves, 
to  the  world,  or  to  the  cause  of  friendship,  scat- 
tered to  the  four  winds  of  heaven ;  this  frame 
of  mind  being  set  off  by  a  proportionable  inten- 
sity of  purpose,  as  regarded  tlie  most  incredible 
exertions  of  body,  whose  safety  they  had  thought 
nothing  of  periling  at  a  moment's  warning,  on 
the  most  doubtful  chance  of  good  to  their  friends^ 
or  enjoyment  to  themselves. 

Q  d 


a  character  little  less  reckless  than 
now  surprised  every  \jody  by  a  ve 
course  of  proceeding ;  by  hia  speed 
of  a  hundred  abuses,  permitted  b]^ 
ceasor,  in  bia  close  examination  fifi 
Hugh's  entangled  affairs, — and  suspi 
other  knaveries  carried  on  by  hia  m 
rity,  in  order  to  make  aure  of  whii 
mined  to  seek  the  superior  legal  i 
he  made  up  hia  mind  was  to  be  1 
London.  The  new  Sir  Edraond  1 
BO  been  thrown  in  life,  as  to  have  le 
value  of  worldly  poasessions,  not 
always  btest  with  that  superfluit) 
men  utterly  unaware  of  the  inco 
beine  i 


»  had  fitted  Uib  to  undenitand  the  exact 
leof  tfaecaie. 

Ue  frsuduleot  stewards  and  raipaeijoas  under- 
r  tmnUed  beneath  the  eagle-eyed  investiga- 
I  of  the  new  baronet,  there  was  one  intensely 
Mted  in  all  he  did,  who  hailed  with  exulta* 
this  unlooked-for  Biaijs  of  mind  in  the  heir 
b  was  no  less  a  person  than  Sir  Edmond's 
er.  With  her  young  daughter  she  had 
reading  on  the  slenderest  of  incomes  in 
eighbourhood  of  Dublin,  in  such  enforced 
irity  as  was  greatly  in  opposition  to  the 
I  and  predilections  of  both.  At  Sir  Hugh's 
iity  his  brother's  widow  and  daughter  had 
invited  to  Ruggleskelty  after  the  death  of 
lat  remaining  son,  and  had  attended  him  in 
•I  illness — their  care  having  been  rewarded 
leb  legacies  as  he  had  power  to  assign  them. 
ig  now  with  admiring  reverence  the  worldly 
m  ef  her  son,  Mrs.  Tracy  soon  regarded 
I  a  greater  piece  of  good  fortune  for  herself 
Aughter,  than  that  which  had  preceded  it% 


deprived  of  the  aids  of  ornament,  ai 
the  ken  of  admiring  eyes,  or  such  as 
thy  and  available  for  the  hopes  of  the 
mother.     Accordingly,  upon  hearing 
determination,  she  began  a  long  prea 
hia  noble  prospect*,  her  own  merits  at 
and  the  hand  she  had  had  in  their  a<i 
in  the  world ;  all  of  which  ended  is  i 
to  remain  at  Ruggleskelly,  that  she* 
the  spot  to  watch  over  his  intereatt, ' 
his  instructions,  if  he  would  only  tal 
up  to  London  with  bim.     Tracy  list- 
arguments  in  silence  for  some  tial 
glance  fell  upon  his  sister,  who  at" 
end  of  the  room  was  enlightening 
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■^^8  words.  He  had  left  her  last  a  mere 
^di  she  was  now  seventeen,  and  as  be  gazed 
^  oer  DOW  downcast  glowing  face,  he  made  up 
■ttinuid  he  had  seen  few  that  would  not  suffer 
"f  comparison  with  his  wild  hoydenish  sister's. 

Mrs.  Tracy  knew  little  of  London  and  its  sea- 
'^^  London  was  Londontoher  at  any  season; 
*  wilderness  of  fine  lords  and  wealthy  com- 
Wooers,  ready  and  willing  to  be  made  captive  at 
•occ  by  a  new  and  pretty  face ;  and  for  her  son, 
^  could  confide  in  him — there  was  that  about 
"im  bespeaking  success  to  everything  he  took 
■B  band ;  and  from  the  moment  of  his  consent 

*  to  her  request,  regarding  the  matter  as  good  as 

*  ^ed,  she  gave  herself  little  further  concern 
*boitt  it,  if  it  were  not  to  speculate  upon  her 

*  imghter's  future  title  and  position  in  life.  Well 
'  *gbt  the  ezultiug  mother  feel  proud  of  her 
'  ^ldren*s  personal  gifts — a  radiantly-handsome 

F**'  they  were !  Edmond  Tracy  had  fewer  ami- 
**  qualities  than  the  world  gave  him  credit 
^i  but  he  had  always  been  fonder  of  his  lUSter 


unijili,  and  his  beamed  with  the  pr 
]ihil;iiithr(i[)y  of  being  abimt  to  concede 
had  decided  to  be  hi  every  way  eligible 
to  do,  tbey  asGurcdty  presented  a  e 
beautiful  picture,  and  the  inolher'a  I 
swell  with  esultatioti,  till  her  thuugh^ 
into  another  chaonul,  Buggeeted  hy  Uiq 
of  her  own  more  i]iflueDti»I  posltioDf. 
brilliant  event;  and  the  probability  it 
that  speedy  temptationa  would  he  o 
herself,  of  following  her  daughter's  exa 
The  result  of  this  bad  been,  tba1 
taken  his  sister  to  town,  where,  tin 
season  was  past,  be  judged  it  as  well  si 
accompany  him,  and  go  througb  tbe 
sigbt-seeic      '    '     '  ■     ii        ie  ^ 
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^  «ad  taken  Gertrude  shortly  after  their  arrival 
^  towDy  that  he  had  most  unexpectedly  spied 
^^Sanderland  and  Sefton,  who  in  their  turn 
*^  singled  out  his  very  attractive  sister   for 
^^t  admiring  notice ;  shortly  afterwards,  re- 
cognising her  companion  to  their  equal  surprise : 
^Utoal  recognition  followed.     Speedily  aware  of 
^e  attention  she  had  attracted  from  the  two 
^^stinguished-looking,  listless  young  men  in  the 
opposite  box,  Gertrude  was  not  a  liltle  gratified 
^  find  that  her  brother  numbered  them  amongst 
'^ia  acquaintance.     She  had  ever  since  her  ar- 
•^^al  been  at  the  greatest  loss  to  understand  his 
^dBurance,  that  the  metropolis  was  a  perfect 
Wilderness,  even   when  he  had  explained  that 
^c  absence  of  a  certain  set  of  people  residing 
*^  *  few  streets,  a  few  squares,  and  the  parks  of 
we  fitf  west,  created  the  depopulation  he  spoke 
^^  in  the  midst  of  crowds,  constituting  as  they 
^^  4ll  worthy  of  being  known  betwixt  the  air 
^  certain  nobilities;  even  then  she  found  it 

'Ult  to  believe  all  she  was  told,  and  had  just 


daimoJ  ac,ii.ai„t.nce,  »ho!e  altraclnen. 
eclipseJ  ll»t  o(  .11  the  rest,  in  her  e; 
ginning  q.mkly  10  P«'  &•"><'''"" 
Tracy!  desire  had  certainly  been,  for  I 
Mat,  to  remain  i»c»?;  especially  » 
qualntanccs  as  those,  "bow  P""'""  * 
o.ned,  V.1S  a  degree  above  the  gem 
,he  class  .ilfhom  be  had  formerly! 

in  his  to«n  life;  a  c'"'  '^'"^  "''S'''' 
a.tedthe  tog  end  ot  the  aristocraeyi 
handing  the  greater  pan  ot  its  poortj 
„  se.eral  of  its  lets  reputable  scions,  ( 
others  of  no  particnlar  class  or  eallinj 
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though  the  high  class  on  whose  borders  thej 
dwell  own  little  art  or  part  in  them.  Amongst 
this  unsubstantial  order,  (one  of  whose  peculi- 
arities it  is  to  sneer  at^  and  affect  to  hold  in 
scorn  the  moneyed  aristocracy)  Tracy's  former 
London  acquaintanceship  chiefly  lay. 

Not  having  exactly  made  up  his  mind  as  to 
his  future  proceedings,  he  had  taken  for  the 
present,  while  occupied  in  the  arrangement  of 
his  affairs,  but  a  small  lodging, — and  certainly, 
upon  the  whole,  felt  the  meeting  to  be  inconve- 
nient ;  but  quickly  calling  to  his  aid  the  moral 
intrepidity  (otherwise  Milesian  brass)  with  which 
be  was  amply  supplied^  he  decided  that  it  might 
all  be  for  the  best,  and  at  all  events  to  make 
the  best  of  it ;  endeavouring,  in  the  mean  time, 
to  restrain  the  exuberance  of  his  sister's  ecstasy 
at  all  the  love  passages  in  the  play,  and  bidding 
her  not  to  stare  about  her  between  the  acts. 

Accordingly,  as  they  were  making  their  way 
out,  they  were  speedily  joined  by  the  young  men, 
all  surprise  and  congratulations  at  their  friend's 


They  were  about  starling  lor  cunue 
ilr  suite,  lut  must  find  time  to  licar  tl 
t!ic  iie«-  baronet's  inhentaiicei>liip; 
purjtijse  tlicy  made  their  appearance  I 
iiv^  moruing.  Sir  £Omuml  explained 
]otlg:ing,  and  out  of  tlic  way  situation 
tiuiiing  its  cuiitiguil.y  to  tlic  dwelluif 
the  head  partner  in  the  firiu  of  Carii 
Shai^gs,  in  Bedford- aqua rci  whose. 
Carrington  had  bcvti  |;oud  enough  ' 
to  take  charge  of  hut  litlle  si^er.  vai 
al)  the  aightfi,  wbiUl  he  was  occu| 
graver  coacerii«  of  huBiucmt. 

"  And  there  arc  %u  few  oue  knoni 
at  tills  eeaaoii  of  tho  year,"  coutioue 
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teehnicSy  with  their  everlasting  whirligigs,  to 
mj  little  Gertrude,  to  whom  everything  is  so 
new,  that  Mrs.  Carrington  informs  me^  she  feels 
refreshed  in  her  turn,  though  scarcely  able  to 
keep  my  sister's  interjectional  enthusiasm  within 
bounds." 

Whether  the  two  travelled  gentlemen,  who  in 
their  transit  from  Indus  to  the  Pole,  had  found 
little  to  charm  them  on  the  score  cf  novelty, 
thought  they  were  likely  to  be  refreshed  likewise 
at  sight  of  anything  so  genuine  as  these  uncheck* 
ed  ebullitions,  or  whether  they  would  have  trou- 
bled their  philosophies  with  the  speculation,  had 
they  not  been  well  apprised  that  these  natural 
demonstrations  were  to  emanate  from  the  bright- 
est eyes  they  had  ever  seen,  illustrating  the 
most  animated  of  manners,  we  leave  to  the 
observant  in  such  matters  to  determine ;  certain 
it  is,  their  laudable  curiosity  once  gratified, 
they  were  led  still  further  to  pursue  their  specu- 
lations, and  still  remained  unsatisfied  till  they 
had  heard  the  naive  exclamations,  and  witnessed 


^'■f  „CM  of  power— a   dawn  that  promise 

progression  to  broad  daylight,  with 
Irish  girl,  in  all  points  connected  with 
ence  of  her  charms. 

Thus  it  was,  that  whila  Lady  Su 
placid  hrow  was  being  day  after  day  i 
with  displeasure,  and  her  brain  perpi 
•urriiiscs,  at  each  delay  to  the  arrival 
and  hie  friend,  the  two  superfine  genth 
foppish  Frederick  and  the  ultrd-refine 
were  lounging  miirning  after  morni 
drawing-room  of  the  aforesaid  Bedl 
mansion,  where  they  were  almost  b 
her  prohge  in  company  with  the  gc 
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^^tbg  in  sighs  at  the  dissolring  views ;  peering 

^  the  prettiness's  of  practical  science  at  the 

Polytechnic ;  or  speaking    soft  things  in   the 

^fcispering  gallery  of  St.  Paul's ; — the  best  of 

^  this  being,  that  the  brother  interpreted  it 

^1  in  his  national,  bon  hommie  style,  as  consi^ 

^'^vation  and  kindness  equally  to  himself  and 

'^U  sister;  appearing  particularly  gratified  that 

^hiIeAi>  engagements  prevented  him  from  so 

TOiDgj  they  should  trouble  themselves  to  play 

•^^dier  to  Gertrude  and  her  chaperon,  confer- 

'"'S'  the  advantage  of  their  superior  taste  upon 

^^  sight-seers,  and  never,  by  any  chance,  look- 

S  anticipatory  of  their  intentions. 

"^fore  tearing  themselves  away,  Sunderland 

^^d  it  necessary  to  say  as  they  parted,  how 

^^ply  he  regretted  his  mother  and  sisters  could 

^^  yet  have  made  the  acquaintance  of  Miss 

^^^y,  giving  Sir  Edmond  many  pressing  invi- 

^**on8  to  the  preserves  at  the  Hall,  his  sister 

^ttrude  having  left  the  previous  morning  with 

^^•.  Carrington,  whom  she  had  accompanied  to 

*^«bton. 


1   h:l 


shown    himself  raost    decid 


tractud.  If  Sunderland  bad  been  t! 
assidunii::,  Sufton  bad  looked  the  moat 
but  hiiw  v.-,ii  it  possible  tliey  could  i 
eucbhiitiiu'iits  conveyed  in  tfaoae  lool 
dowDL^LEl  and  demure,  now  upturned  and 
of  the  iLio^t  perfect  little  rcadyinsde 
that  (.'V'T  drew  brealb  in  the  laud  uf  1 
bearttii  aud  ?uu-brigbt  eje»["  or,  to  ap 
properly,  iiuw  could  tbcy  fail  to  carry 
interc.-tliig  obserTations  in  moral  ant 
philoEopby,  m  tharai'mgl)'  illustrated 
word  and  glance  at  ihe  fitirest  of  Enu 
^crs.     Su  the  profound  pair  found  it  ii 


upoD  tljC 


I  amouDt  of  < 


THE    RULING    PASSION.  311 

Seriously  they  deemed  their  deTotioDS  might, 
by  some  brothers,  have  been  considered  parti-- 
cular;  so  might  the  increasing  manifestations  of 
Gertrude's  preference  for  their  society.  Sending 
]ier  away  the  day  before  was  a  stroke  of  the 
brother's  policy,  that  things  might  not  wear  too 
alarming  appearance,  or  the  present  goodly  pro- 
mise be  destroyed  by  too  precipitate  a  crisis. 

Sir  Edmond  had  often  debated  with  his  friends 
the  respective  merits  of  a  house  at  Brighton  for 
the  ensuing  six  months^  where  there  certainly 
was  the  inducement  of  a  pack  of  hounds ;  i>r, 
the  advisability  of  renting  some  place  in  the 
country,  with  some  good  shooting  belonging  lo 
it,  and  the  extra  advantage  of  pleasant  neigh- 
bours; on  which  hint  Sunderland  had  exerted 
himself  to  make  some  inquiries^  and  having 
speedily  ascertained  that  Ripplestone,  in  their 
•wn  immediate  neighbourhood^  was  to  be  let 
for  a  few  seasons^  and  would  exactly  suit  bis 
friend  in  all  particulars,  had  induced  the  baronet 
lo  accompany  them  down  to  Shropshire,  and 


ine 


mJsttT),  (the  three  gentlemen  hav 
together  in  the  county  ot  ijhropsb 
inveetlgation  a  day  or  two  before 
Hall  had  been  graced  by  their  preset 
because  Frederick  had  always  an  a 
proceedings  ahoultl  be  so  envelope* 
impression  tllut  it  added  dignity  to 
bis  friend,  who  had  no  objection  to 
nient  of  sudden  aensations,  easily  g« 
humour  of  the  solemn  coxcomb.  ^ 
Such  was  the  state  of  things  »j 
worthy  trio,  which  made  it  imposaibK 
thoold  now  throw  oif  the  claims  ot , 
which,  during  the  brief  season  ot  tl 
sojourn,  '■•■'  '""•  •»  closclv  estal 
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^^des,  there  was  an  unbounded  deftrence  to 
^iion^s  opinions^ — ^a  confidence  in  his  perfect 
''^^^on  into  everything  that  was  correct  in 
^^,  and  the  proper  thing  to  be  done,  mani- 
^^ted  by  Tracy,  which  was  gratifying ;  and  quite 
^  different  thing  firom  the  monkey  imitations  of 
^e  riDy,  foppish  Frederick,  whose  whole  aim 
^^  to  appear  himself  everything  that  Reginald 
'^^^y  was,  and  in  whom  egotism  was  uppermost 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end.  Tracy's  open 
maimers  rendered  him  the  most  generally  po- 
pular of  all  the  Sunderland  Hall  guests ;  yet  he 
^^Sl  continued  to  single  out  Sefton^  making  him 
^e  chief  confidant  of  all  his  affairs:  in  fact, 
^■i^accountable  as  it  may  appear,  the  influence  of 
^^  baronet  was  hourly  heightened, — the  inti- 
**^  daily  strengthened.  Tracy  could  not  get 
^  ^out  the  advice  of  Sefton  in  any  matters 
connected  with,  or  requiring  taste, — such  for 
"*^ce,  as  the  picture  of  Gertrude;  which 
"*^^  been  in  progress  during  their  stay  in 
*^  Was  now  sent  down  to  Ripplestone ;  but 


points  relating  to  the  BrraiigeiD«i.»  ™^ 

liL.s  of  llii»  ne«  residence ;  and  M  for 

though  lie  religiou.lj  imwoe'l  '"=  '^ 

dured  the  impormmlies  and  familiar  pie 

„t  Sir  Edniond,  mth  laudable  selt-di 

.   sueh  homage  had  its  eff.ct.-C-hen  ha. 

and  he  was  beginning  to  feel,  it  not  t| 

inllncnce.  and  e.en  .inwittingly  to  ll 

Traey  himself  as  infallible  in  ««'  f"t 

The  baronet  bad  ureivcd  at  the  Hall 

that  morning,  tag  before  any  but  S. 

those  who  were  engaged  in  the  prep« 

his  departure  »ere  Btimng,-for.  from 

carriage  waiting,  aid  hi.  Wo  «"«» 

themseWes  about  it,  Tracy  coacludl 

e  1.—:—.  »l.« 

held  tiie  de 
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•y*  of  making  known  his  sister's  arrival  at 

'Very  first  opportunity,  having  a£Porded  Sefton 

'  first  intelligence,  whom  he  encountered  lin- 

1^  in  that  avenue  (not  that  he  might  be 

^ecDcd  from  the  too  potent  glare  of  the  sun, 

fcfer  the  sake  of  the  recollections  it  suggested 

his  last  interview  with  Dora),  while  waiting 

post  horses.     Tracy  had  done  his  indirect 

sable  to  dissuade  his  friend  from  keeping  his 

K>lution  ;  but,  besides  having  promised  to  join 

^  mother  at  Milan,  ere  the  winter,  affairs  of 

^  importance,  he  said,  would  call  him  to  Italy 

^^^  long ;  previously  to  which,  he  must  pay  a 

^^  to  Sefton  Priory,  and  was  now  on  his  way 

%  having  promised  on  his  return  to  spend  a 

days  at  the  Hall,  before  quitting  England 
no. 

I'^ow  as  the  mother  of  Seflon's  mother  was  an 
'laii,  who  had  married  an  Englishman  of  rank, 
^cy  doubted  not  the  affairs  he  spoke  of  re- 
^  to  his  Italian  property,  as  well  as  that  he 
*t,  doubtless,  have  some  disputed  legal  points 

p  2 


b. 


PI't'  i(.i]uesting  Seftoa  would,  in  case  ol  tin 

'iilUciiltics  arise,  take  care  to  inform 
tlieir  nature,  and  he  ebould  have  the  fu 
of  his  experiencef — he,  Tracy,  being  i 
lified  to  give  Iiia  opinion  on  matter 
kind, — hurriedly  pouring  these  friendl 
tions  into  his  ear  as  a  last  boviptft  d'ai 
"  Difficulties  !  "  cried  Seflon,  starti 
lis  bis  foot  was  on  the  carriage  step, 
ihiuking  of  Tracy's  experience  only  a 
to  the  particular  nibject  of  his  late  b 
which  is  Eaid  in  the  song  to  be  "  the 
nate  Irishman." 

"  Yes  I  my  dear  friend,  my  la 
ence  qualifiea  me  to  give  advice  oi 
of  thing:      ■  ■    '   ■  ■'       •-     - 
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what  his  friend  could  possibly  be  alluding  to : 
but  while  hesitating  — ,  before  he  saw  fit  to  re- 
mand the  dictum  "all  right,"  (just pronounced) 
for  the  purpose  of  asking  an  explanation  — ,  the 
post-boy  had  several  times  flourished  round  his 
whip,  and  was  posting  along  the  sweep  at  that 
brisk  celerity  of  pace  wherewith  post-boys 
know  well  to  commence  and  terminate  an  im- 
pression, and  to  edify  the  witnesses  of  their 
stage  exits  and  entrances  withal. 

Tracy's  last  injunction  was  that  his  friend 
should  write,  and  not  scruple  to  make  known 
any  species  of ''  botheration"  that  might  occur. 

"  His  experience!  my  difficulties!  any  that 
may  arise  !  in  Italy,  too  !  What  can  he  mean  ? 
Is  it  possible  that  he  suspects  ! — that  he  can 

have  any  means  of ,  by  the  heavens  above, 

I  am  fated  to  live  in  torture ! " 

Here  was  another  mystery  for  his  mind  to 
brood  upon,  eating  itself  away  on  suspicion ! 

"  So,  so,"  said  Mr.  Simon  Rocket  to  Mr. 
Thomas  Truflk,  Frederick's  superfine  valet,  his 


Truffle,  if  the  mastetB  has  done  aa  i 
cution  hereabouts  aa  the  meQ,  you 
have  remained  where  you  came  froo 
vantage.  Why,  there's  poor  Mrs.  F 
preparing  to  wear  a  weeping  wiB 
absence   of  that    ungrateful    chap 

unconcernly  behind  there  ;  and  U 
Tomkins,  it'a  what  I  calls  dowarig 

with   her.      Your  fiirrin   travelled 

have  a  great  deal  to  hanawcr  lor.      i 
If  Mr.  Frederick  and  Mr.  Seftoi 

going  on  at  the  sanae  pace  — " 
"  Why.   ™y  n^'i'i''''  """f  ^''**  ** 

friend,  I  don't  fancy  my  gentleman, 

put  out  the  whole  strength  of  their  ■ 

hare  «tt 


THE    RULING    PASSION.  319 

'Vhy,  now,  to  my  mind,  the  place  is  every 

y^  suited   for  courting,"   said  Mr.  Rocket, 

^^f  indignantly,  piqued  for  the  honour  of  the 

™^,  «*  look  at  our  shady  havenues,  look  at 

^'  spreading  trees  in  the  park,  and  look  at — " 

'Tme,   true^"  interrupted    his  companion 

^th  some  contempt,  "  but  where's  your  Hita- 

^•hatmouphere?  where's  your  sultry  moreen* 

^^y?  where*8  your  Hitalian  moon  and  stars? 

^^^  Lor*  bless  you,  where's  your  hair — *  breath- 

^^  of  love?*  as  the  poet  says.     Why,  they've 

^^^t  a  bridge  over  there,  that's  got  sich  a  name 

the  meetings  of  lovers,  that  it*s  called  *  the 

Ige  of  sighs  !'   Oh,  oh !  the  charming  bella 

*^«iiias ! " 

••  Well,"  said  Simon,  a  little  sulkily,  "  it's  a 

^^|>py  thing  for  them  that's  just  taken  their 

^^^piiture,  that  they're  so  soon  going  back  to 

^ilaly  agin ;  and  I  only  regrets  all  ar'nt  going 

&tck  agin  as  have  learnt  to  git  out  of  love  with 

(keir  own  country,  and  native  prodoose." 


charming,  so  languishmg,  so  tomn, 
cthcllo  v,io!  so  loting!"  here  he  lo 
voice  to  a  whisper ;  but  observing  (he 
of  the  red-eyed  Mrs.  Prampton,  lie 
aloud,  "  lota  of  charmers  with  black 
red  lips,  but  none  ao  partickler  as  tht 
over  here,  as  would  chain  a  mau  4 
oars  for  life,  and  prevent  him  think) 
others." 

Overcome  hy  the  touching  sublin 
sentiment,  and  taking  for  granted 
echo  of  her  departed  Mr.  Flats,  th 
voice  of  the  above-mentioned  damsel 
sobbing  as  she  departed,  to  indulg 
in  solitude,  snd  meditate  upon  th 
consolfttio      ~    ■    ■ ' 
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His  friend  looked  inexpressibly  delighted  at 
the  imputation.  Mr.  Simon  continued,  ''  I  must 
say,  after  all  you've  said  of  Mr.  Sefton's  powers 
of  fassination,  as  you  calls  them^  I've  not  ob- 
served he's  met  with  a  quarter  of  the  attentions 
from  the  ladies  as  Mr.  Clarendon ;  no !  though 
he'd  only  one  servant  to  valet  himself  and  his 
horse,  and  though  he  never  had  the  unkimmon 
adwantage  of  being  abroad ;  was'nt  he  always 
coining  and  going  with  both  those  pretty  soft 
spoken  Melville  young  ladies  !  and  wer'nt  Miss 
Tasy  and  Miss  Caroline,  as  one  may  say» 
fighting  for  him,  and  he  never  out  of  Old 
England." 

Coii,  Cosif  that's  all  very  well  as  far  as  it 
goes ;  but  it  shows  very  well,  yofi  hav'nt  been 
out  of  Old  England — ^poor  old  country !  and 
hav'nt  gained  insight  into  arffures  de  coor  by 
transpiring  in  the  land  of  love !  All  this  was  a 
little  too  open  and  above  board  to  be  serus. 
Mr.  Clarendon,  indeed !  the  tame  amante  mio 

p5 


||T'|F1  kii..w  what  1  know;  and  that  tnere 

sicli  a  one  as  he  for  arffara.  I  h 
arffare  myself  at  the  same  palan 
brought  ua  Into  ooafidence. 

Mr.  Rocket  shook  hia  head  la  a  pi 
that  threw  hia  accompliBbed  compar 
ecstasy  of  gratification. 

"  AbS  such  love-makings  as  tl 
misdoubt  you've  all  four  had  enou 
I  never  gives  my  altentiotia  to  such  fi 
doings;  and  for  the  proceedings  he 
think  I,  has  the  conadeulial  servan 
ham,  has  bad  good  opporlumli« 
and  1  say,  I've  seen  Mr.  Cluie 
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out  in  your  reckoning  about  the  palazzo^  I  caa 
tell  you." 

'^  Ha !  I've  oftea  heard  you  talk  of  the 
palazzo,  and  the  palazzo ;  but  never  heard  the 
rights  of  the  whole  of  that  story." 

"  Ah  ! "  sighed  Mr.  Truffle,  "  such  a  lovely 
little  donzella^  such  eyes !  such  lips !  such  a 
foot  and  figure !  when  condescending  to  dress 
herself  in  her  mistress's  dresses,  looking  like 
the  grandest  donna  of  them  all." 

"  Yes,  yes  !  I've  heard  all  about  the  donzella 
often  enough,  but  it's  about  Mr.  Sefton's  arffare, 
as  you  calls  it,  at  the  same  palazzo,  I  wants  to 
know  ?  " 

"  Ah,  perdonna!  pardon  me,"  said  the  trusty 
serving  man,  with  all  the  mystery  of  an  honour- 
able-minded valet,  knowing  nothing  of  the 
matter  in  question,  "  about  my  own  I'liile  petits 
arffares,  I  may  have  been  over  communicative 
to  so  old  a  nemico  mio  as  Mr.  Rocket ;  but 
when  I  am  distrusted  with  another  gentleman's 
confidence,  I  hope  I  know  how  to  abuse  it." 


tioii,   howarver,   teganung   i"*iuc 

know  tlien,  that  if  Mr.  Seftoahas  b 

into  any  arffarea  ds  eoor  here,  if 

present  il  miobens,  my  object's  youi 

Anastasia  Sunderland.    I  am  info 

tain  of  this.     Mifls  Tomkios  has  I 

pretty  histoiy  of  IiergetUng  pretty 

one  day  in  a  ride  to  meet  Mr.  Seft 

never  told  any  one  sbe  met  by 

accident,  on  purpose,  the  very  da; 

ing  here,  though  to  be  sure  we  Im 

ing  about  the  neighbourhood,  I 

when  Sefton  takei  it  into  his  heM 

mntare." 

"  A  what  ?  Mr.  traveller ;  hing 
and  I' 
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-Mir,  is  that  it !   welli  I  never  should  ! " 
^^^ijtted  Mr.  Rocket,  opening  his  eyes  wide, 
^*^  she  as  proud  as  Lucifer ! " 

Oh!  proud  or  humble,  it's  the  same  to 

himi», 

Well,  I  must  say,  your  forrin  expeerunce 
^  teach  yon  to  find  everything  out  that's  im- 
'^^^•eible.     Only  to  think  of  Miss  Tasy !  '* 
*'  Mind !  It's  all  confidenshal." 
**  Oh ! "  don't  be  afraid  of  me,  Mr.  Truffle ; 
^t  pray,  how  did  Miss  Tomkins  find  all  this 
^t?»»  added  Mr.  Simon,  somewhat  catechi- 
^^ly»  ^^ftcr  recovering  the  first  efiect  of  the 
^^^ishing  disclosure. 

^'  Why,  I  rather  aspect  the  fellow  who  attended 
^^^  Anastasy,  and  who  upon  the  rencontre  was 
"^t  to  a  distance  with  some  out  of  the  way 
'^^^Bftage,  mentioned  the  circumstance  to  her." 
*^  Ohl  he  plays  confidenshal  with  pretty 
*^*«  Tomkins?"  queried  the  astute  serving 

I  raather  fancy  he  has  the  howdacious 


[ 


natural  female  curiosiiy  wiui  o"  "•- 
lie    may   happen    to    pick    up   by    th 

»  Which  she,  by  way  of  iiooa,  grati 
tain  oilier  geiUlemai.  with,   who  has 
world,   with   the    hidealical   same 
view,"  remarked  Mr.  Rocket.  4 

«  Well,  i  will  say.  if  e-rer  a  maa 
seen  tbrr,n  parts  had  a  natural  penet 
made  the  best  of  it,  if«  Mr.  Rocke 
I  always  shall  Bay,"  rejoined  ths-^ 
valet ;  "  but  take  my  word  for  it^ 
1    1  trust  to  the  looks  of  thing*,  in  M 

J  ,7  mio  cor,  affairs  of  iha  lieart,  «tm 

rnet  certi 
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to  one  sooner  than  what  appears  likely  to  com- 
mon observations." 

"  Oh  dear,  Mr.  TruflSe,  you're  too  deep  a 
philosopher  for  me;  but  I'll  believe  it  all  better 
if  ever  Miss  Tasy  and  Mr.  Sefton  makes  a 
match  of  it." 

*'  As  to  that,"  answered  Mr.  Truffle,  looking 
profoundly  sapient,  ''  I  wont  undertake  to  say, 
for  '  certo,  certo/  but  when  there's  secresy  in 
the  way,  when  there's  mystery  and  assignations 
in  the  wind,  there's  something  in  it,  take  my 
word  ;  for  that's  the  proper  thing  in  Hitaly, 
and  that's  the  land  of  song — I  mean,  of  love  : 
and  if  Mr.  Sefton  ever  condescends  to  marry, 
par  excellance,  and  don't  marry  a  Dama,  but 
condescends  to  take  an  English  sposo  mio — an 
English  wife,  I  wont  say  but  that  wont  be  the 
case,  but  I  should  like  to  see  the  fair  one  of 
any  nation  as  ud  say  '  No,'  to  Mr.  Sefton. 

Hindeed  !  well,  he  must  be  a  cunning  un  !  al- 
ways looking  so  grand  and  grave,  as  if  no  such 
things  never  came  into  his  mind.     That  new 


smiles,  that  it's  natral  to  suppostJ 
hacceptable  to  the  ladies ;  but  Lor, 
gloomy  Mr.  Seilon  —  — " 

"  Lor  bless  you,  eoti,  cost,  that's 
the  women  likes,  they  like  to  be  ele 
likes  what  that  man  as  was  hang« 
'  Sublime  and  Beautiful.'  CheUo  n 
can  smile;  but  you  should  just  heat 

sigh!" 

"  It  did'nt  quite  put  out  the  g 

take  it." 

"  Lamps!"    proceeded   Mr.  Ti 

nantly,  "  an  HitaSian  moonlight  it 

and  Mr.  Flat  happened  to  incoatro, 

with  hii 
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what  are  they  to  Mr.  Sefton's  long  words^  as 
no  one  can  understand,  and  are  beautiful  to 
hear." 

"  Long  words !  why,  for  that  matter,  Mr. 
Doctor  Stewart  makes  use  of  long  words 
enough,  and  no  one  thinks  anything  parti ckler 
on  him." 

''  Mr.  Sefbon  taught  us  all  different,  as  I  was 
saying,"  continued  our  Italian  scholar,  heedless 
of  the  interruption,  '^  after  our  inconiro  with 
him,  my  gentleman  did'nt  disdain  to  smile  once 
in  twenty  times  as  often  as  he  did  before,  and 
sighed  two  to  one." 

And  the  long  words  ?" 
Why  ?  "  said  the  traveller,  a  degree  more 
enlightened  than  Dogberry,  (though  not  quite 
so  entertaining),  *'I  rather  suppose  that  comes 
by  practice.  What  I  say  is,  that  next  to  a  man's 
having  seen  the  world,  long  words  as  is  not  to 
be  understood  goes  farthest  with  the  women." 

'*  And  both  together  ?  "  queried  Simon. 

**  Why  I  raather  do  imaginate,"  said    his 


(C 


iC 


"  Titue'tl    show  itself,"   amendd 
philosophic  Mr.  Truffle,  but  it  may 

to  let  you  into  the  secret."' 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


*'  Twenty  to  one  he'll  come  to  speak  to  her  ; 
And  if  she  be  as  gentle  as  she's  fair, 
I  know  8he*8  his  ;  he  has  a  tongue  will  tame 
Tempests,  and  make  the  wild  rocks  wanton." 

Two  Noble  Kinsmbn. 


s 

Th  £  evening  of  our  touring  party's  last  day 
at  Keswick,  was  a  moonlight  evening,  and  the 
malchlesB  Derwentwater  reflected  its  bright* 
ness  till  every  islet  on  its  clear  bosom  seemed 
deeping  on  a  bed  of  silver,  and  canopied  by  a 
roof  thick  o'er  strewn  with  powdered  gems.    Of 


k 


i 


There  happened  to  be  a  ifite 
ewnlng  by  the  owner  of  the  estate 
geet  of  the  ielandB,  to  the  subatai 
of  the  country,  their  sunburnt  sons 
cheeked  daughters ;  and  the  boats 
and  fro  with  their  gay-hearted  freig 
with  tlifi  sounds  of  music,  and  the  1 
ing  from  the  ball-room,  had  a  \t 
sort  of  rustic  Venice-hke  effect, 
enchaoting;  and  Mrs.  Percy  wi 
lively  and  pleased,  her  favourite 
next  to  the  highly-esteemed  of  her 
scientific  Mr.  Algernon  Brooke,  v. 
her  content ;  and  Rosalie  did  hi 
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^^Wering  admiratioii  as  the  moonlight  would 
Penoit 

As  they  left  behind  them  the  sounds  of  revelry, 
^y  got  clear  of  the  many  vessels  floating 
^lOiiiidy  and  observed  but  one  boat  making  in 
^"^r  direction^  from  whose  oars  they  amused 
^^'^Qiselves  by  watching  the  silver  sparkles. 

**  Oh !  for  your  night  telescope,  Professor/' 
•••d  Mr.  Brooke.  How  vividly  does  each  con- 
^^dlation  stand  out,  with  that  I  really  think  we 

*«^ght  distinguish " 

"And  I  am  delighted  to  think  we*ve  no  im- 
l^'^&ients  of  art,  or  such  things  here/'  said  Miss 
^  Courcy,  "  Nothing  in  the  world  is  so  disen- 
^"^^Dg  on  a  dreamy  delicious  evening  like  this 
^  to  find   people  distracting  one  with   their 
'^ds  of  science ;  their  altitudes,  amplitudes 
^overwhelming  calculations;  and  then  pray- 
^  one  to  speer  and  poke  and  spy,  at  eminent 
^  of  one's  neck,  at  what  one  can  see  a  great 
esl  more  satisfactorily  with  one's  own  unaided 
ion. 


I1o«Ii«'b  nonsense  ;  and  thus  orget 
mai,  went  on  to  give  them  a  lectu 
astronomical  diacoveriea. 

■■  I  declare,"  observed  Rosalie  p 
Brooke's  never  content  tot  "hen  d 
pulling  things  to  pieces ;  the  hea 
niicoUy,  or  bouilucW  hoWnically." 
"Bouquets!  what  do  you  raeal 
Mrs.  Percy,  dcprecatingly. 

'■Why,  don't  you  remeniber 
you  had  gatlierod  me  a  lovely  bu». 
house  flo»en,  I  left  them  on  the 
table,  and  lo!  when  we  descendet 
they  were  all  palled  10  pieces— K 
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^^^S  dasBificationy  and   to  be  dissevered 
^^rcalices  for  the  purpose." 
^"^i  no  one  minds  her,"  said  Mrs.  Percy, 
*^  delight — half  reprovingly. 
Now,  why  not  endeavour,  Mr.  Brooke,"  said 
^lie, "  instead  of  a  scientific  investigation,  to 
yourself  in  a  reverie  at  once  poetic  and 
Wiosophic  upon  those  same  eternal  stars ;  how 
Wkfly,  yet  rebukingly  they  have  ever  looked 
Mopon  us  and  our  deeds  of  trifling  and  tyranny 
oe  beneath  their  holy  temperate  gaze,  despite 
lesson  they  convey  of  Heaven*s  constancy, 
the  fleetingness  of  our  muddy  passions ; 
locnlate  on  the  mysterious  space  they  mt)ve 
Uie  intense  inane/  spreading  away   into 
table  extension ;   or  fancy  them  countless 
s  rolling  about,  or  deep  fixed  in  the  great 
e,  holding  on  their  so  radiant  seeming 
%,  beings  no  better  or  brighter  than  our- 
though  they  look  meekly  innocent  of  the 
I    those    seeming    clear    globules    you 
^hers  tell  us  are  spheres  of  reptile  life." 


y 


you  know,  Rosy,  your  flpeculations 
too  much  for  me  as  the  ProfesBOt'i 
bewildering." 

Mr.  Brooke  now  began  an  endes 
clear  to  Miss  dc  Courcy's  mind  tti 
trom  deficient  in  the  poetic  aspira 
she  spoke,  aMuring  her  that 
romantic  at  times,  and  illustratine 
Ibrthwith  by  many  elaborate  si 
distant  music  and  the  calm  ni| 
ended  by  discovering  became  t] 
aweet  harmony.  "  Let  me  see," 
after  this  unuBual  flourish,  "I 
tinguish  two  clarionets,  a  bassot 
cellos,  two  violins,  and  a  double 
"01 
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^icilly  the  number  of  strings^  and  the 
^  of  brass  by  which  they  breathe  forth 
sweetness/' 

Qsremindedy  the  gentleman  again  began 
mngly  to  rack  his  brain  for  further  choice 
I  of  rhetoric^  but  had  not  got  much  further 
^' dying  hlU"  when  the  music  had  died 
D  the  distance,  making  the  gradual  silence 
leep  and  impressive.^ 
ok>  Rosy/'  said  Dora^  **  how  very  singular 
oat  should  still  continue  following  our 
Ah !  now  it  shoots  away.  What  a 
she  continued  shortly,  as  forgetful  of  the 
stance.  ''How  long,  how  immemorial 
luence  of  skies  like  this,  on  ancient  sage, 
ts  of  every  age,  on " 

lovers  and  madmen  too,  perchance,  aptly 

moonlings/'  put  in  Rosalie. 
>salie,  what  other  sight  has,  and  ever  has 
i  same  effect  upon  the  soul  as  this! — deep, 
^mable  as  the  holy  calm  with  which   it 

.  II.  Q 
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sinks  there— and  subduing,  as  I  am  sure  it  mns^  | 
every  mood,  the  most  adverse,  into  some  c 
cord  with  itself.  Yet  the  hopeful  must  pre^l 
dominate  in  us  on  such  a  night,  even  in  the  1 
midst  of  despondency.  Yes,  though  darltnes 
L'nviroa  us,  with  dread  impenetrability  beneathij 
deep  mystery  above, — There  glimmer  the  eternal  I 
chniigelessly  recurring  lights, — heaven's  beacoRk. J 
of  immortality,  which  the  light  witbiD  u»  t 
cognizes  and  reverea." 

Rosalie  silently  pressed  ber  friend's  arm,  8 
then  replied,  "  True,  but  to  fill  up  the  nightlivH 
glories,  are  the  influences  of  association — ttiK 
frame    of   mind    in    wliich  it  finds   us," 
lowering  her  voice,  she  re,-ieated,  "on  sacb  I 
night  did  young  Lorenzo  swear  he  loved   ha^ 
well,&c." 

"  Hark ! "  cried  Dora,  starting,  and  in 
that  was  in  dramatic  accord  with  Rosalie's  im^ 
pressive  whisper ;  "  Did  you  not  hear  that — tbld 
sound  ?" 

"  Yes,  and  we  are  out  of  hearing  of  the  musw 
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^^  ftte.  Whence  can  it  come — ^not  from  the 
^^^  Uiat  shot  away  just  now  ?** 

It  seems  as  if  some  one  were  serenading 
>   remarked  Mr.  de  Courcy ;  "  yes^  it's  a  song^ 
K«tenr 

^d every  one  did  listen;  then  the  song  which 
^med  to  proceed  but  from  a  short  distance  off, 
^  was  sung  in  a  deep^  manly  voice,  ceased  ; 
^^  an  intense  pause,  Mrs.  Percy  broke  the 
'^'^oce,  by  remarking  in  a  voice  scarcely  above 
'  ^  ^hisper>  that  she  fancied  she  had  heard  that 
•^  before^  if  not  the  voice." 

*' Quite  a  baritone/'  declared  Mr.  Brooke, 
^  the  singer,  whoever  he  happens  to  be,  has  a 
I    "^  Spanish  touch  on  the  guitar." 

**Do  you  happen  to  remember  the  air?" 
^•W  Mrs.  Percy  of  her  husband. 

^  No,  my  dear.  Nor  is  it  Ukely  I  should, 
tesidering  that  things  of  the  kind  never  arrest 
^  attention,  even  had  I  happened  to  have 
he^rd   it.      Classical  composition,   indeed,   of 


• — " 


q2 


"Exquisite!"  exclaimed  the  enr 

"Fine,  powerful  voice;"  critici: 
Brooke. 

"  Do  you  happen  to  remember  IJ 
Melville,"  again  inquired  the  ] 
Percy. 

Yes !  Dora  did  remember  air  a 
at  unce  recognized  the  voice ; — th 
it  a  liream  ! — it  aeemed  like  noth 
had  as  often  haunted  her  dreams, 
to  dream  in  her  waking  rememb^ 
must  acconnt  for  the  doubta  as  W 
.1 


"*=  '■IWloji. 


ichaoted 


ur 


'  remember  tj,^  _^        ^' 

^^  "'^^  under  tbel^  ""^'^  "  ««« 
""'  "-^  ^o*^  ^tooiJr  ^y^y^  sloping 
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can  bring  him  Iiere  ?     Ah  !  no  doubt  he  knowf 
of  our  being  hereabouts ; — perhaps  seeks  t 
advice  about  something  or  other.  If  indeed  it  bd  | 
really  he," 

"  Oh !  I  am  certain,  and  Lillie  is  so  too,  I  ft 
sure,"  said  Isabel. 

"  Which  way  did  the  sound  come  V  he  askedi* 
"  In  the  direction  of  that  little  islet." 
After  rowing  about  without  discoTering  thtitl 
object  of  their  search,  they  beg^tn  to  think  < 
returning.     Mrs,  Percy  audibly  occupying  I 
self,  meanwhile,  with  Burmises  on  the  startling^  I 
occurrence. 

"  An  incontestably  superior  man,"  remarked  I 
the  Professor.     "  I  was  dining  at  Sellon  Prioiy  J 
when  I  first  met  Mrs.  Percy — a  fine  old  p 
one  of  the  most  ancient  I  know.     Mrs.  Sefli 
was   a  remarkably  fine    woman  then,   i 
half  an  Italian,  and  too  much  given  to  ever 
thing  belonging  to  Italy  ;    my  friend  i 
however,  has  nothing  of  the  Italian  in  him  but 
his  foolish  singing.      If  it  were  really  he> 
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■ 

^^^t  not|  be  has  been  making  particular 
'^Uiries  for  me  at  the  inn*  I  remember  he  did 
^^  t&e  very  minutely  about  our  route." 

Wbel  persisted  it  was  Sefton*s  voioe  they  had 
^^^>  and  no  one'«  else. 

'*{f  he  had  the  least  notion  of  our  being  here,'' 
^^tiiHied  the  Professor,  ''I  know  he  would 
^t  miss  me  on  any  account.  Yes  I  he  has 
^^ys  looked  up  to  me  as  a  counsellor  to  be 
'^^ted^  and  I  dare  say  I  shall  find  there's 
'^^Qoething  of  tliat  sort" 

*^  He  has  certainly  chosen  a  strange  method 
'^making  himself  evident,  knowing,  as  he  must, 
f^Ur  contemptuous  appreciation  of  music,  Pro- 
^••or,"  urged  Bosalie. 

**A  little  more  precision  about  terms  would 
*Q  advantageous,  my  dear  Miss  Rosalie,"  re- 
Wed  the  Professor.  ^^  Musi^,  properly  so 
^lUedf  is  not  the  music  so  denominated  by  the 

dsloded  taste  of  the  present  day ;  but  I  believe 
4hr  can  comprehend  the  classic  composers." 

^  Fewy  indeed,"  murmured  his  friend  de- 


,„  talk  about  it ;  but  me  lo™..  ... 
,„an  became  apparently  forgetful  c 
else,  as  he  fell  i-to  a  series  of  h 
.peculations  as  to  the  pTobabl, 
Scfton'8  visit,  ceasing  not  to  dis 
gestures,  a.  by  his  »ords,  much  i 
mental  oogiution  upon  the  .object 
"  Strange,"  observed  Mrs.  Percj 
all  have  apF«'ol>«'i  ">  »""  "  ° 
darted  off  after  his  beautitul  .er 
I  remember  aU  about,  now  Isi 
minded  me." 

"  Yes '.  that  fine  morning,  and 
the  circumstances.     As  for  hi.. 
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^t  all  eveuts^"  said  Isabel,  quietlyi  *<  what 
^  ^t  the  ear  is  most  delightful.  ** 
^  Professor  deigned  no  comment  or  atten- 
^  to  this  silly  elucidation  of  the  affair,  and 
I  contiBQed  his  doubts  and  wonderments^ 
^ng  quite  fussy  and  anxious  about  it;  when, 
hey  reached  the  landixig-place,  a  boat  shot 
I  under  the  shade  of  some  willows  growing 

the  water,  and  a  gentleman  springing 
I  it,  gained  the  strand  immediately  before 
a. 

Mr.  Sefton!"  said  Mr.  Percy,  earnestly^ 
igh  with  more  of  formality  in  his  manner 
ddress  than  might  have  been  expected,  con- 
ring  their  close  and  peculiar  intimacy, 
l^fton  it  was,  who  after  a  short  greeting  to 
kf  and  a  rather  warmer  one  to  Mrs.  Percy 

Isabel,  briefly  explained  that  it  was  from 
katman  he  had  heard  they  were  on  the 
^  having  previously  inquired  for  them  at 
boteL  **  I  leave  England  to-morrow/'  he 
d,  glancing  towards  Dora,  *^  and  have  been 

Q  5 


"Ah!"  whispered  the  ProfeBSi 
"  he  knows  I  like  to  hear  him  coi 
an  Englishman— a  thorough-bred 
After  the  somewhat  chill  air  o 
row,  a  walk  by  the  pleasant  pal 
to  Friar's  Crag,  was  au^ested;  b 
— albeit  much  desirous  of  makin| 
allusions  to  S^fton's  serenading ; 
notwithstanding  that  the  hints  sh» 
had  been  backed  by  some  jocuI»r 
de  Courcy,  he  had  been  (to  tin 
of  her  curiosity)  perfectly  inac 
Percy  being  forced  to  confess  h( 
fatigued,  and  Dora  fearing  the  b 
the  idea  of  the  walk  was  bei 
when 
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^  ^d  eFerything  impressively,  which  was  more 
^^Mliariy  apparent,  when  he  informed  them  all, 
^^  Sefton  particularly,  that  he  should  rejoin 
^^*^^iii  as  speedily  as  possible. 

His  absence,  which  singularly  enough,  all 

"^  as  a  relief,  was   an    opportunity  which 

^^n  did  not  miss  profiting  by,  as  advancing 

^  ihe  side  of  Dora,  he  made  haste  to  address 

^^  without  preliminary, — "  Dora,"  he  began, 

**  I  leave  England  to-morrow  on  my  way  to 

'Wy;  did  you  think — could   you   believe,    I 

^idd  find  it  possible  to  quit  it  for  so  long, 

^'^Qt  seeing  you  once  before  I  go  ? — that  my 

^  impression,  ere  my  cruel  exile  might  be  of 

)^    Forced  to  adhere  to  that  promise  so  re- 

"^essly  wrung  from  me,  of  not  addressing 

yoo  by  letter,  with  no  means  of  apprising  you 

of  my  coming, — much  as  I  objected  to  taking 

IDO  by  surprise,  this  was  my  last — my  only 

hope  of  seeing  you ;  and  had  I  not  been  so 

hiettf  I  know  my  own  heart  too  well  to  believe 

J  fioold   have  existed  during  our  long,  long 


is  dearest  to  me  oq  earin. 
on  thi;  luke— your  boat  pointed  out 
upon  iIk;  expedient  of  the  song  ;- 
well  thought  of  V 

"  Most  kindly  !— most  t^\ous^ 

yet " 

'■  And  yet  what,  dearest?" 
"  Isabel  recognised  the  song,  an 
and  it  may  give  rise  to  suspicioin 
sioDB  ;  Mrs,  Percy  is  full  of  such,- 
Profesaor.  Oh,  Sefton!  you  abfj 
sought  me  again."  ( 

"  And  is  it  thus  you  greet  owl 
your  adieu  !— thus,  thus,— the  la 
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»^y8»   lengthened  out  by  the  weariness  of  sus- 

P^^ae  to  their  number  many  times  told ; — ^and 

^^  you  think  I  coold  incur  it  all  without  such 

*  JJa^eting? — without  hearing  from  your  lips, 

••  mine  now  repeat, — I  am  yours  for  ever,  come 

^hat  may, — I  can  never  go." 

'•Sefton!" 

^  Hither  have  I  traced  you  stage  by  stage, 

'^^  such  a  feverish  hope  of  seeing  you  thus, — 

Clearing  those  words  from  you, — that  oh  !  if 

^y  are  withheld,  and  on  the  eve  of  the  dreadful 

'^dration,  I  must  think  you  have  never  loved 

^.    I  feel ^ 

**0h,  Reginald !  *'  It  was  the  first  time  she  had 

^^  called  him,  and  a  greatful  pressure  of  the 

k^nd  was  the  reply,  as  he  felt  it  was  a  prelude  to 

^  words  he  bent  his  head  to  hear  ;   but  Dora 

iiieidy  repeated  her  former  assertion  of  the  utter 

lofitness  of  such  an  exchange  of  vows,  with  the 

mnote  uncertainty  of  their  fulfilment, — s^ain 

lepeating  that  he  was  free  and  unfettered  by  such 

vowi  in  her  eyes. 
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"  Bul  say  those  words,  Dora,"  he  intemi^ 
ber,  im  passionately,  "  absent  or  present,  I  have  ' 
sworn  them  to  you ;  i/ou  alone  are  unfettered 
now;  then  1  shall  feel  nothing — nothing  can 
separate  us ;  though  the  sea  roll,  and  every 
other  barrier  be  interposed  between  U8,  oar 
hearu  will  then  be  indissolubly  linked.  Oh  I 
delay  not ;  the  time  goes  ;  it  ia  as  though  my 
very  minutes  were  numbered ;  and  I  scarcely 
breathe  till  I  hear  those  words  that  are  to  be 
my  hope  and  my  life  during  my  exile;  or  by 
remaining  unspoken,  must  doom  me  to  misery 
when  I  am  gone  ;''  and  he  lowered  his  voice  to 
so  faint  a  whisper,  that  for  any  other  ears  save 
Dora's,  to  be  enlightened  by  ihem,'  wonld  be 
treason,  "  When  he  was  gone;"  poor  Dora! 
was  she  proof  against  such  argument  ?  Could  1 
£he  resist  such  an  appeal  ?  It  is  needless  to  say 
she  did  not.  And  again  we  must  suspect  that 
the  song  upon  the  water  might  have  prologued 
her  compliance  ;  the  word — "  misery,"  too,  as 
pronounced  by  her  lover,  seemed  to   soggent 
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li  imponderable  woe,— such  heavy  weighing 

',  that  she  had  never  lost  the  recollection 

it,  if  by  adhering  too  severely  on  her  first 

^^ci^tions,  she  should  so  have  embittered  the 

^^Bt    moments  in  which,  as  he  reminded  her 

^^^y  should  breathe  the  same  air.    He  was  on 

^^e  eve  of  his  departure;  could  she  refuse  him 

^^^    assurance  that   might  alone  lighten   his 

*^*^X>w  ?  She  might  have  felt  too  truly  that  she 

^d  advanced  too  far  to  stand  upon  the  mere 

^^terance  of  the  words, — besides,  driven  to 

^^pair  by  her  obduracy,   might  it  not  but 

^^^rd  his  going?    He  said  he  could  not  tear 

^^self  away  without  the  treasure  of  her  vows ; 

^^4   in  truth,  the  one  argument  was  strong 

^^ough  in  its  persuasiveness.     Oh,  tyrannic 

*^^^e !  who  that  had  any  lore  in  thy  myste- 

^U%  archives,  would  think  of  admitting  within 

^r  region  but  the  tip  of  thy  bow,  unless  they 

^4  ample  room  for  thy  whole  self  to  disport 

^^tge  I — why,  with  all  thy  humble,  innocent 

^^^,  soon  shall  they  find  they  have  admitted 


i 


biliues,  till  safely  loagea  wiu.  ™  -. 
philoBoplier.  Thoii  art  a  sorcerer 
assame  all  shapes  ;  bat  as  poets  ai 
have  rightly  Cgared,  preferest  the 
pect  of  uilancy,  as  beat  masking  tk 
spirit.  But  again,  despite  playfnl  g 
implonng  looks,  »e  declare  that  he 
and  as  socb,  endures  not  being  tri 
with  whom  we  should  never  capital 
Enchanter,  who  hath  spells  hefor. 
wise  reservations  give  way;  therefor 
within  whose  heart's  garden,  floweri 
own  hue,  and  not  sculptured  imitat 
—think,  not  to  temporise  with  the 
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fuUy  persuaded,  in  the  loss  sustained  by  his  so 
lately  regained  friend,  needed  such  atonement. 
No  more  whispered  words  between  the  lovers — 
no  hope  of  such ! — Dora  had  heard  the  last  of 
those  melting  tones,  the  Professor  being  the 
ogre  that  had  put  such  enchantments  to  flight. 
Now,  Professor  Percy  accounted  himself  the 
acutest  man  on  earth  in  most  things,  particu- 
larly as  regarded  insight  into  character  and 
motives,  more  especially  where  delicacy  of  ob- 
servation was  involved, — such,  for  instance,  as 
should  be  required  to  detect  where  the  intrusion 
of  a  third  party  was  acceptable,  or  the  reverse* 
Yet  was  he,  in  fact,  the  most  outrageously 
innocent  blunderer  in  such  matters  the  world 
ever  saw ;  and  often  when  his  love  romance 
admiring  wife  was  feasting  her  fancy  upon  some 
incipient  flirtation,  or  romantically  interesting 
herself  in  a  case  of  serious  love-making,  often 
had  he  been  known  to  plant  his  elephantine 
foot  in  the  midst,  and  like  the  unwary  home- 
returning  clod,  obtruding  on  the  revels  of  the 


moonlight  tripping  t-lves,  put  to  flight  many  *"■ 
glimpse  of  fairy  land. 

Pursuing  liia  vocation  after  this  fashion,  be 
left  Sefton  no  inteival  of  queBtioiiiag  upon  the 
subject  of  liis  former,  and  projected  tT&vels, 
seasoning  the  same  with  divers  admonitory  hints 
and  advices,  which  were  rather  surprising,  as  of 
unusual  occurrence  to  him  they  were  addreased 
to ;  but  when  in  the  course  of  the  desultory 
conversation  that  followed,  Seflon  let  ^1)  foTf 
Dora's  edification,  some  hints  of  the  forced* 
march  he  had  made,  in  order,  as  it  plainly 
appeared,  to  reach  Keswick  in  time  for  the 
meeting,  Mr.  Percy's  exultation  became  great, 
takiug  it,  as  he  actually  did,  all  to  himself;  aiull<l 
thouoh,  to  say  the  truth,  his  version  of  the 
intimacy — of  the  reverential  esteem  of  his 
younger  friend  for  him,  and  of  his  own  part  of 
monitor,  confidant,  and  adviser,  edifying  though 
it  surely  was — was  mther  founded  upon  the 
Professor's  notion  of  what  things  should  have 
been  between   himself  and   the  acconpUfifaed' 
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r  Sefton  Priory,  than  what  they  actaally 
et  DOW  the  confidential  tone  he  assumed 
Sefton  80  confounded  him,  that  his 
id  bewildered  air,  added  to  his  previous 
oDf  was  the  cause  of  the  Professor's 
the  fruits  of  his  self-deception ;  and,  at 
Bj  of  his  concluding  that  his  friend's 
ood  in  need  of  such  counsel,  of  which 
mined  he  should  evermore  have  the 
efit.  And  Sefton  received  so  many 
id  allusions  to  this  effect,  that  though 
hile  perplexed  and  bored,  he  became 
f  struck  with  the  opportunity  such  an 
anceship  offered  of  hearing  all  that 

0  the  lady  of  his  love,  from  one  who 

1  to  be  so  near  a  friend,  and  who  also, 
idued  with  the  faculty  of  mystifying 
Dg,  never  suspected  a  real  mystery. 
,  Sefton  was  thus  induced  to  lend  so 
g  an  ear  to  Mr*  Percy's  corresponding 
ions,  that  in  the  end,  that  gentleman, 
ave  said,  realised  his  self-deception,  as 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

"  Thus  shall  memory  oft  in  dreams  sublime 
Take  a  glimpse  of  the  days  that  are  over, 
Thus  nghing  look  through  the  waves  of  time 
And  HiB  long  &ded  glories  they  cover.** 

MOOBB. 


Behold  our  touring  party  after  having  journey- 
ad  orer  the  Cuml^n  mountains  and  along  their 
precipitous  ridges,  at  some  risk,  and  still  more 
to  the  terror  of  Mrs*  Percy , — behold  them  after 
gazing  down  upon  the  peaceful  world-secluded 
Battermere,  and  rowing  on  the  craggy  romantic 
Crammocky  arrived  at  the  dingy,  dull,  dirty  sea- 


II 


to  Francis's  scarcely  repressed  ( 
the  restless  and  volatile  Charles,  ^ 
remaining;  with  his  friends  in  the  t 
had  fondly  imagined  he  would,  see 
bestowing  hia  unwelcome  society 
Francis  fplt  perfectly  convinced  it 
ditated  plan  for  bis  special  annoy 
And  now  they  are  launched  on  I 
changing  element,  after  a  thousai 
Mrs.  Percy,  who  shuddered  as  sin 
heaving,  swelling,  murky  deep,  th( 
Francis  declared  gave  him  "  qu€ 
allhuugh  Bome  of  the  party,  pre 
"smooth  as  a  duck-pond;"  whi 
murmured  to  herself  as  she  gazi 
cedioff 
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eensations  particularly  delightful ;  scarcely  one 
of  the  party  being  of  that  enviable  very  few^  that 
provokingly  favored  minority  so  inimitably  touch- 
ed upon  by  the  most  eloquent  depictor  of  our 
every-day  feelings^  and  sensations^  fancies  and 
sentiments  of  modem  times  in  his  *'  voyage  out/' 
the  imitated  yet  inimitable  Dickens. 

The  portentous  undulation  soon  became  a 
heavy  swell,  increasing  to  an  intensity  of  which 
those  who  had  taken  upon  themselves  the  en- 
couragement of  the  timorous  and  the  doubtful, 
by  speaking  with  the  most  admired  indifference 
of  the  state  of  the  deep,  and  even  gone  the  length 
of  supporting  their  good  intentions  by  the  fiction 
of  the  duck-pond,  were  the  first  to  feel  the 
effects. 

To  describe  these  sensations,  (even  were  we 
so  disposed)  were  all  superfluous :  to  those  who 
have  experienced  them,  they  must  for  ever  hold 
a  place  in  memory's  least  agreeable  eell^  to  be 
awakened  by  reminiscence ;  such  as  had  assailed 
the  sensitive  nerves  of  Mrs.  Percy  and  Francis, 


As  to  those  who  know  nothiDg 
no  description  could  succeed  ir 
them.  The  party  were  eventual] 
hy  Mr.  Brooke,  on  mining  veins  i 
addition  to  their  party,  Francii 
become  gradually  more  reconciled 
their  new  compaffnon  de  voyage  t 
dissimilar  to  the  generality  of  th( 
the  present  day ;  under  which  1 
nearly  all  contcmporaneoUB  yout 
including  the  hopefiil  son  and 
friend,  Mr.  de  Courcy,  who, 
Sunderland,  were  generally  bron 
him  as  pet  specimens  in  their  difl 
Mr 
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^^  Would  hnre  led  an  nneDlightened  judge  to 

"Appose  that  far  weightier  interests  than  those 

^  ^tience  were  enclosed  within  their  metallic 

^^1)8;  bnt  then,  other  important  avocations 

I'^^ed,  Mr.  Brooke,  being  a  junior  partner  in  a 

'^'taotilis  house,  and  devoted  to  business  as  well 

^  ^ence — or  rather  his  business  was  science, 

^  he  made  a  science  of  his  business:   on  the 

^er  hand  there  was  a  saying,  '^no  opportunity 

^^  the  present,"  and  the  present  was  so  good  a 

^^  that  enfin  science  triumphed,  and  our  party 

^^  the  gainer  by  the  accession  of  Mr.  Brooke's 

^'^tertaining  society  during  their  voyage,  (for 

^l^ieh,  alas  !  inauspicious  circumstances  rendered 

^^not  much  the  better,)  and  haply  during 

^^  stay  in  the  Islands. 

fhe  voyage,  however--one  of  the  roughest  of 
^  Wween,  and  about  our  islands,  of  the  same 
'itaiiee — like  all  other  things, whether  agreeable 
*  otherwise,  came  to  an  end ;  the  good  steam- 
i%  '*  The  Island  Queen,"  with  its  steam  and 
jb  smoke — its  everlasting  paddles  whirling  and 

VOL.  II.  R 


arrive  at  its  aemmauon, — me  y^* 
Douglas,  with  iU  tower  of  refug 
girt  rock,  and  tlie  little  town  of 
its  pier  and  light-houee,  ncstV 
mountainous  ridge,  form'mg  tl 
montcry  of  the  Bay,  and  gradual 
as  it  stretchea  into  the  sea,  iU  pt 
by  another  light-houBe. 

But  not  BO  well  appreciated, 
have  been  by  our  party,  werft; 
many  other  picturesque  obje^ 
features  of  the  scene,  after  tbe^ 
stormy  passage ;  and  the  wa« 
the  cheerfuUighU  and  bright- 
all,  the  hearty  welcome  of  th»| 
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^^  de  Coiiroey%  had  of  counie,  done  nothbg 
^  the  last  few  hoars  but  look  out  like  sisters 
^^^  and  Patiina  from  the  highest  point  of  their 
Iwdlbgy  haying  entertiuned  some  anxiety  for 
l^QirsaTe  arrifal. 

Hr.  Brooke  had  betaken  himself  to  the 
^thol  Castle  Hdtelf  rather  to  the  outrage  of 
keir  fisir  hostess's  hospitality^  who  would  at 
Bast  fSeun  have  seen  all  and  every  one  of  the 
'^tty  at  their  hospitable  board.  This  was  spread 
^  a  handsome,  amply  curtained  dining-room, 
Kimg  with  old  pictures,  and  partaken  of,  to  the 
^^oerted  music  of  the  sweeping  wind,  and  the 
'^MMig  surge  which  washed  and  beat  against 
^  rocks,  forming  the  base  of  their  garden. 

The  banquet  disposed  of,  (although  not  with 
*^  ample  justice  as  it  might  have  been,)  the 
^Uer  of  the  ladies  of  the  mansion.  Miss  Margaret 
^  Courcy,  began  questioning  her  brother  as  to 
illMything  that  was  new  and  useful,  in  invention 
m  discovery, — in  practical  science  or  otherwise, 
last  she  had  seen  him.     Miss  Margaret, 

b2 


rclahiliig  a  certain  jouthfuliiesB  of 
maimer,  that  made  the  differeni 
greater,  questioned  Roaalie  aod  M 
to  their  jonmey  with  equal  esrnes 
particularly  upon  alt  the  aattqu 
come  across  their  path,  aboui  whic 
principally  to  interest  bcrsetf;  t 
moie  recent  than  the  Elizabethan 
po3seG9  any  permaoeut  charm  i 
made  pavticular  inquiries  ou  the 
various  Roman  and  Siixon  coi 
ancient  relics  lately  diecuvered  dui 
TatioDtt  in  the  mid^tofthe  metr 
-various,  iiiiaute>  aad  difficult  qi 
niece,  ^  ^  t\B  dates,  reiena.  &c 
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^  Opiiuo%  the  only  discoveries  made  in  the 
K^^  metropolis  worth  attending  to.  She 
^^teied  with  deep  attention  when  they  spoke 
^  old  hallsy  cathedrals^  and  ruins ;  shuddering 
^^  OMBgled  horror  and  indignation  when  they 
''^^ooiuited  the  various  barbaric  white-washings, 
^t^iioealiiig  the  sculptured  ornaments  of  many  a 
C^oU  tomb;  and  the  plasterings  over,  on  the 
^dls  of  old  cathedrals,  of  many  an  ancient 
PitDting,  which  recent  alterations  had  brought 
te  light ;  this  intelligence  seeming  something  to 
console  her,  as  the  approaching  prevalence  of  a 
Wter  feeling,  and  a  respect  for  those  venerable 
^ODuments  of  other  times,  they  were  now 
V^Oeeediog  to  divest  of  their  sacrilegious  deface- 


MiiB  Phillis,  indeed,  had  a  passion  for  every - 

t^  ancient,  and  adored  every  scrap,  stock,  or 

^toiiei  that  had  the  slightest  reference  to  days 

bag  gone  bye;  Miss  Margaret  being  of  a  very 

^ypositemind. 

^mteSl  you  what,''  said  Mr.  de  Courcyi  in 


nious,  I  don't  doubt,  and  rery  «« 
aeero  already  to  understand  mor 
than  I,  poor  ignoramus,  do;  and 
inform  you,  that  if  I  am  not 
fiiend  Mr.  Brooke,  who  accorapa: 
will  be  the  very  man  for  you  ;  he 
make  liimaeK  immediately  codtc 
the  new  inventions,  and  wiU,  I  at 
to  perfection  everything  relating 
«  You  quite  delight  me,  my 
said  Margaret,  "  what  a  valua' 
society !— and  ah !  how  wonderful 
the  facilities  and  advantages  of 
The  principal  thing  that  makes  i 
80  cut  off  from  communication 
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K^UioB%  and  so  astounding  to  the  intellect 
^  triuQipha  of  modern  science, — and  withal,  so 
^^7  important  to  our  every-day  comfort  and 

What  are  a  few  musty  books, 
records  of  gone-by,  worn-out  ages — 
''^  the  semi-barbarous  doings  of  kings,  queens, 
itenb  and  knights  !     What  the  fading  relics  of 

^  Come,  come,  you  have  been  very  eloquent, 
^  dear  Margaret,  upon  your  favourite  theme ; 
^  not  infringe  upon  Phillis's  for  the  purpose  of 
^ying  it  down.** 

**I  meant  only  to  assert  the  superiority  of 
■Q  age  in  which  we  have  the  good  fortune  to 
^%  with  all  the  enligtenments  of  modern  dis- 
*%ery  to  the  barbarous  days  of  old." 

*I1ie  haranguing  vein  of  Miss  Margaret  had 
^^!t8ted  all  other  discussions;  and  de  Courcy 
"Nenlng  the  eyes  of  the  gentle  Phillis  kindling 
Hh  enthunasm,  as  preparing  for  a  defence  of 
^  own  peculiar  opinions ;  and  foreseeing  an 
'^mnentanonj  thougtit  it  high  time  to  break  in 
^P^  it,  out  of  compassion  to  the  tired  looks  of 


discuesing  the  modern  merits  oi 
beds  than  anything  else,  after  1 
their  voyage,  and  you  will  find  t 
and  better  able  to  describe  or 
morrow ;  ao  if  you  will  allow  me, 
bell  for  the  bed  candles,  and  ia% 
maid,  and  your  inestimable  MrU 
Upon  this  hint  the  hospilaUa 
activity,  and  all  anxiety,  for  the 
roent  of  their  fairer  guests ;  an 
upon  accompanying  them  to  t 
domiciles,  to  see  that  the  Enial 
all  their  arrangements  were  adde 
faction;  and  (giving  no  furtb 
eitber  ancients  or  modems)  f 
empl 
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^;  aad,  as  Miss  Margaret  made  a  point  of 
litatiiig  what  she  so  eloquently  preachedy 
^was  no  lack  of  every  domestic  agremen 
t  latest  modem  ingenuity  bad  deyised  for 
i  accommodation. 

Bone  of  these  fikTourite  patent  machines  of 
Ibb  Margaret's  might  sometimes  be  found  of 
VB  trouble  and  inoonyenience  in  answering 
» destined  purposes^  than  the  old  ones,  which 
!j  superseded ;  but  then  they  were  so  inge- 
NS,  that  to  a  mechanical  mind,  it  was  suffi- 
nt  enjoyment  to  watch  their  operations. 
The  substitution  of  German  stoves  for  sea* 
il  Ires  within  the  ample  grates^  which  their 
Uyhioned  mansicm  boasted  of,  had  been  one 
tile  things  so  seriously  resisted  by  Phillis^ 
It  Margaret  had  at  length  given  up  the 
iati  though  scarcely  before]  the  younger  sister 
iasding  the  privation  of  the  good  old-fash- 
■d»  inqiiring  blaze^  wherewith  so  many  remi- 
Mwea  seemed  connected)  called  in  her  bro- 
K  to  her  assistance,  whose  representations. 


and  old  age,  had  the  ettect  ot  ] 
threatened  innovation. 

Upon  the  present  occaBioo,  ftl 
who  lingered  with  her  stranger 
moments  to  see  that  all  was  right 
was  doing  the  same  kind  office  by 
not  help  regretting  to  Dora,  thi 
as  well  as  the  whole  house,  wer 
by  hot  air.  i 

"  For  my  part,"  she  said,  "II 
e»l  horror  of  the  cold  weatlier  ; 
freezes  the  mental  faculties,  bu 
effect  OB  the  physical,  Uiat  by  bi 
continually  of  one's  identity,  it  i 
sible  to  abetract  the  mind  as  one 

Doi        "    '  '     "'^   ""- 
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winter  eveniDgs,  such  a  cheering  blaze  as  they 
were  now  contemplating. 

"  I  declare,"  answered  Miss  de  Courcy,  **  you 
are  exactly  of  the  same  mind  as  Phillis.  I  have 
always  thought  her  great  objection  to  the  im- 
proved system  of  hot  air-pipes  was,  the  imagi- 
nary one  of  being  no  longer  able  (to  the  waste 
of  a  whole  half  hour  of  time — valuable  time — 
together)  to  set  watching  that  same  flickering 
blaze,  and  (while  the  winds  and  waves  are  howl- 
ing and  raging  round  our  tenement)  figuring 
towers,  and  castles,  and  knight-errants,  for 
aught  I  know,  in  the  glowing  embers  beneath  : 
but  Phillis  is  so  romantic,  as  perhaps  by  this 
time  you  have  discovered,  and  I  suspect  my 
niece,  Rosalie,  takes  after  her." 

**  Miss  Phillis  seems  particularly  fond  of  anti- 
quities," remarked  Isabel,  <^  and  has  been  so 
kind  as  to  promise  to  shew  us  her  cabinet  of 
curiosities  to-morrow." 

*'  Aye,  Phillis  is  a  very  clever  girl,  I  assure 
you ;  and  it  you  are  given  to  such  things,  has 


be  found  half  so  good  a  Uicerone 
there  are  our  mines  — " 

Dora  replied,  she  had  heard  i 
them. 

"  I  should  think,  we  had,"  cxo 
"  Mr.  Brooke  wae  for  ever  pr 
them,  and  about  strataBcation, 
metals,  and  all  that ;  and  sheveed 
iug  experimenls  !  Rosalie  says, 
wonder  but  he  ejtpects  to  discoT 
pher'e  stone  ooe  of  these  days." 

"  Ah!  who  can  telt  what  mot 
may  not  attain  to!"  said  their  hoi 
with  admiration  at  mention  of 
spirit ;  "  and  what  a  delightful 
bet  V 


TBB    RULING    PA88ION.  373 

^  our  heroine  laid  her  head  upon  her  pillow, 
^^^th  the  roof  of  strangers^  after  the  fatigues 
*^Q  excitements  of  the  day,  and  the  new  scenes 
^people  it  had  introduced  to  her,  her  first 
^d  last  thoughts  were  still  of  one  from  whom 
^  oottld  not  help  feeling  now  more  than  ever 
^^ided.    The  night  was  still  boisterous ;  and  to 
'^oia's  ear,  the  fury  of  the  blast  and  the  billows 
^^emed  still  augmenting,  though  both  the  sisters 
'the  Isle  had  pronounced  the  wind  to  be  fall- 
^  declaring  that  they  scarcely  heard  it.     As 
he  listened  to  the  uproar,  she  began  to  specu- 
*te  wkere  he  might  be,  to  be  by  any  possibility 
^«cted  by  it      She  knew  he  was  on  the  eve  of 
^Hnming  to  Italy,  where,  he  had  informed  her^ 
^■gent  affairs  claimed  his  presence,  and  where 
^^  affection,  to  a  valetudinarian  mother,  would 
^l^tam  him  for  some  time,  Mrs.  Sefton  having 
Vg  been  convinced  she  never  should  survive  a 
winter  away  from  the  air  of  her  mother's  native 
cboate,  or  deprived  of  the  supporting  presence 
of  ber  only  son.     Might  he  not  now  be  on  his 
iflsaage  to  the  Continent — upon  his  filial  mis. 


lllg:— wui>c,   BiiiuHo  w. 0--   — - 

seen,  with  the  many  coloured  erenl 
few  weeks,  bo  rife  in  interest  to  li< 
foreseen  in  their  result,  that  she  c 
realise  tliern.  Bare  as  phantoms  c 
passed  in  review  before  her,  as  the  I 
deep-toned    orchestral  accoropanic 
Now  there  came  all  the  Sunde 
Id  their  conduct  towards  her,  {wit 
tion  of  Sir  Williftm.)  And  we  own 
time,  for  Dora  had   never  even 
fact  to  herself— there  had  been 
of  a  less  agreeable  nature  than  th 
been ;  yet  so  ellght,  so  uulangible 
shaded,  were  these  stings  and  ar 
\jred  l>Iiti>rnpsH.   that  it   was  sea 
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^^  forgiven,  and  was  now  almost  forgotton, — 
^d  ibe  had  reason  to  look  upon  poor  Anastasia 
^^^^  with  compassion  than  reproach.    Then  she 
^^HH^t  of  her  happy^  light  hearted  sister,  to  exult 
^  the  remembrance  that  she  was  exempted  from 
^shafts  of  mal«ce,  or  proof  against  them ;  of  her 
^iKy^rard  brother^  whose  gradual  approaches  to 
^OQiethmg  like  his  usual  equanimity  she  still 
^>Udied  with  anxiety.      Then   she   persuaded 
"^^nelf  she  had  done  injury  by  these  last  twos 
^Iioie  interests  and  happiness  she  had  so  solemnly 
Promised  to  prefer  to  everything  else  on  earth 
(Ao»  solemnly  was  ever  present  to  her  mind)  by 
^■lowing  herself  to  listen  to   Sefton — towards 
^ni,  ill-judged  and  fruitless,  and  in  all  pro- 
Itiliility  never  to  be  realised.      Then  she  tor- 
dotted  herself  with  the  idea  of  the  clandestine 
^^ttore  of  the  affair ;  and  of  what  Francis  and 
Uabd  would  think,  should  they  every  become 
leqiuuQted  with  it ;  and  then  she  thought  of 
iiaialie,  and  the  nature  of  her  inexplicable,  un- 
Msonable  misgivings,  which  she  dismissed  from 
feer  thoughts  as  speedily  as  she  might. 
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Even  Clarendon  wa3  remembered,  and  all  htrj 
ardent  protestations,— probably,   by   this  time,  ' 
devoted  at  some  other  shrine ;  though   Rosalie,  "1 
with  her  very  slender  means  of  judging,  held'  ] 
otherwiBc.      Where    had    he   disappeared   to?'! 
and  wherefore  had  lie  exiled  himself  from  those  I 
gay   balls  of  revelry,    where  he   was   held  so 
highly  by  all,  and  in  a  still  dearer  light  by  one, 
who — but  there  was  a  curious  mystery  attached   ' 
to  that  history  she  could  not  fathom,  and  wht 
she  could  not  conceive  her  eccentric  admirer  Itf 
have  been  altogether  blameless,  although  Rosalie  ] 
did ; — strange,  that  she,  no  way  given  to  sucli  J 
sudden  fancies,  especially  so  conferred,  should  1 
have   conceived   no   singular  an  interest  about  I 
him :    strange,  too,  that   Reginald  had   never   ' 
noted  Clarendon's  i^hangeTul  demeanor  towards 
hersulf, — bis  fitful  mooda  of  sudden  devotion  aad    < 
sudden  petulance ;  but  Reginald  was  too  noble  1 
and  high  minded — too  sincerely  devoted,  to  gire  I 
any  ear  to  such  trivialities;- above  faarbouHn^  | 
doubts,  or  heeding  the  ecceatiicities  of  om  i 
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^^  ue  looked  upon  as  little  other  than  a  wild 

^^1  the  labyrinthine  maze  of  thought  had 
^*wcted  her  shortly  to  where  she  had  set  off — 
^contemplation  of  the  manifold  virtues^  the 
^^Ueness,  the  unexampled  love  and  constancy, 
N  the  thousand  perfections  (setting  him  apart 
^  all  the  rest  of  mankind)  of  Reginald 
^n. 

Thinking  of  him,  with  the  tempest  sighing 
■elf  to  rest  around  her,  she  fell  asleep, — her 
iek  coming  fancies,  in  connection  with  the 
iioert  without,  resolving  themselves  into  a 
Md,  in  which  she  saw  Sefton,  alone  in  a 
tk,  tempest  tost  between  the  rocks  Scilla  and 
fanybdis ;  these  presently  assuming  their  fabled 
ttm  of  beguiling  syrens,  while  she  and  Isabel, 
1  a  process  simple  enough  in  our  dreams, 
nered  above  his  head,  endeavouring  to  support 
i  sftve  him.  Soon,  the  bark  that  had  appeared 
irm  and  stable,  was  dashed  to  pieces  by  the 
ijiog  current ;  while,  as  he  strove  alone  with 

Oh,  II-  8 
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tbe  waves,  each  of  the  eyreo  oysipba,  wEc 
another  of  those  simple  processes,  was  now  a 
nymph, — now  a  rock, — stretched  out  her  arms  to 
receire  him ;  and  she  found  herself  endued  with 
less  and  less  power  to  rescue  him,  as  he  wms 
beguiled  by  their  nearer  aid;    now  driven  1 
wardf  one — now  towards  the  sister  roclc.   Gra 
ally  he  was  sinking  into  the  whirlpool*  bot 
down    against    one   of  the   fell    sisters,   wfaei 
catching  sight  of  the  guardian  pmr  above, 
made  a  desperate  effort  to  gain  her  outstretc 
hand,  but  in  mistake  caught  hold  of  Isa 
who  playfully  let  it  go.   In  ui  agony  of  opprebt 
sioQ  she  precipitated  herself  after  him ;   all  thtt 
followed  was  confusion  and  hurly  burly,  while 
strange  noises  assailed  her  ears ;   but*  above  a 
these,  the  dashing  of  the  waves,  tbe  i 
noise  of  the  tempest,  the  wailing  of  tbe  ^ 
and  the   cries  around   her,  she   beard,   as  j 
triumph,  the  loud,  mocking  laugh  of  i 
Sunderland ! 
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*'  Tis  an  oM  maxim  tn  the  Khonls 
Thtt  vanity'ii  the  fo*x\  of  fuuls ; 

Yet  now  an'l  ibvn  yoii  mm  uf  vv  it 
Will  cunrk'Acenrl  to  take  a  bit. 


S\\  jtr. 


**  '  Poor  Race  of  Men  ! ' "    said  the  pit>  in^  >pii  it ; 

■*  Dearly  ye  pay  for  your  primal  fall ; 
Some  lIuwerefM  of  Fj\en  ye  still  inherit, 

Snt  cIm:  trail  of  the  9er|>ent  \t  uver  them  all.' 
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^  But  manhood  ii  melted  into  courtesies,  teIout  into  compli* 
ment,  and  men  are  only  turned  into  tongue,  and  trim  ones 
too ;  be  is  now  as  Taliant  as  Hercules,  that  only  tells  a  lac 
and  swears  by  iu**— BIoch  Aso  about  NoraiNa. 

^  It  is  not  her  beauty^  as  mere  beauty,"  said 
RoBalie,  in  reply  to  her  £ayourite  aunt  Philllis's 
expressed  admiration  of  her  friend  Dora ;  "  nor 
ber  finely-moulded  features,  though,  I  was  su^e, 
jou  would  not  think,  in  this,  my  description, 
bod  been  overwrought.  It  is  that  almost 
seraphic    cast    of    countenance    we    generally 

▼OL.  111.  B 
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associate   with    iofancy  alone,  or   with 
purer  still,  blended   with  such   brightness  i 
intelligence    of    expression    when    called 
animation,     which    so     exactly     describes     betl 
nature.     It  is  all  sweetness,  without  the  least  I 
tincture  of  that  insipidity,  so  ordinarily  ch&ra^ 
terizing   what  the    world  denominates,    '  sweet  J 


"Still,  dear  Rosalie,"  replied ber aunt,  "iherfij 
is  that  in  the  heavy  lid  of  her  soft  blue  eyS) 
that — that — somehow  makes  me  sigh  when  I 
look  upon  her.  I  know  her  early  youth  hai 
been  one  of  trial  «nd  sudden  adversity, ^st ill  i| 
may  be  a  fancy " 

"  A  romantic  one,  1  ««!  tore,  Or  It'Wtfutd  a 
be  one  of  my  Aonty's,"  rejofned  Honalie, 

"  1  cannot  divest  roy  mind  of  the  idea  t 
continued  the  fair  spinster,  "that  that  charat 
terized  by  poets,  as  the  greiltest  to  our  simpi 
«ex,  has  been  amongst  the  number  of  hcrti 

'\Je  n'ea  doute  pas,  that  is,  that  your  suspidol 
iead  you  that  way,  my  romantic  Auiit}'|- 


tnk   RULING    rABSlON.  3 

ifaonld  tbejf  otherwiae  ? ''  said  her  neice,  lookiDg 
at  her  affectionately.  ''  But  you  know  my  con- 
dution,  gathered  from  experience — ^your  own 
experience  too,  amongst  others/'  she  added,  with 
%  flash  of  indignation,  **  that  it  is  our  greatest 
weakness — our  greatest  woe !" 

*'  And  yet,  our  highest  weal,  too,  as  you  will 
confess  some  day,  I  trust,"  and  aunt  Phillis 
aigbed  and  smiled. 

Rosalie  was  about  to  interrupt  her  with  more 
indtgnaot  asseverations,  and  her  oft-repeated 
■aiprisei  that  her  aunt,  of  all  human  beiogSi 
ahoold  so  advise,  when  the  amiable  spinster 
MQiiiiued. 

**  I  was  going  to  observe  upon  the  melancholy 
cast  in  Dora  Melville's  beautiful  features,  which 
lo  -Bie,  Rosalie^  is  so  touching.  Everything 
astremely  lovely  is  so, — is  it  not?  And  may 
Heaven  grant  my  forebodings  be  mere  fancies ; 
hot,  aa  I  gazed  upon  her,  when  her  eyes  were 
downcast,  I  was  reminded  of  Byron's  lines,  and 

b2 


are  ever  imaginatWe,  my  ow 

your   present  fancies   pruve 

tnitli.      But  I   cannot  wond 

natural— too  natural,  for  you 

"There  are  countenance*; 

seems  to  anticipate  their  ow) 

-  You    read  their    fatea  in 

Strafford  and   the  first  CW 

member,  Rosy,  the  incidm- 

life,  of  the  lady  who  prognoi 

a  child,  that  she  was  not  1 

her  colour  came  and  went » 

••  For   Heaven's   sake,  I 

,uch  gloomy  stories.     You 

I  tell  you.  apply  retrospft 
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m§  1  suspectedy"  she  vaidy  **  the  leading  principle 
of  her  life  has  been  that,  which  with  ue,  must 
ever  prove  its  bane  or  its  blessing." 

'^  Not  so!"  exclaimed  Rosalie.  "  With  Dora, 
[  should  say,  love  has  been  but  an  episode  in  the 
iliaogiDg  scene  of  her  life." 

Again  annt  Phillis  shosk  her  head. 

'*  Yet,  it  is  strange  ! "  continued  her  niece, 
'  But  there  are  points  in  the  history  of  it,  that 
pmehow  remind  me  of  another  love-tale,"  said 
lie*  in  a  subdued  voice,  ''at  whose  details,  I 
AYO     been    wont    to    swell    with    indignation 

Phillis  de  Courcy  was  silent,  and  drew  her 
icath  quicker,  and  Rosalie  continued. 

^  Heaven  avert  that  it  should  in  its  course 
psemble  jour  history,  aunt ;  but  when  the  heart 
I  deeply^  fondly  wedded  to  its  hopes,  we 
pqp>Kle  lest  they  should  be  rudely  crushed; 
■en,  though  there  should  yet  be  no  hinderance 
gi  ^leii*  fiilfiloieAt,  Hour  much  more  so,  when 
the    first — from  their  very  dawn  doubts 


„™.  not  hope  further  e»ligkle. 

now  iaiagine 

"  More  Ihan  the  truth,  I  " 
joo  are  not  innpt  so  to  do.  Bn 
Mil  you,  'hat  it  ha.  oecurrea 
.hoold  like  Dora  to  hear  Iroo 
the  storj,  that  in  former  day.  1 

.bed  so  n>anj-»"J  «»"  " 

well  as "  I 

>.  Commiseration,"  finishrf 
once  more  shook  her  gentle  b 
'■  It  is  an  old  history,  but  if  it 
again,  a.  warning,  or  •* 
premise  that  it  isayet  older! 
fail  in  their  effect;  one  of  1 
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Too  true,"  responded  Rosalie.  ^'  All  vital 
^^^^bs  are  too  true  for  every-day  use ;  but  mind, 
^'^^*'  is  not  to  know  that  you  unfold  the  history 


^^    your  past  life  at  my   instigation,    for  her 

^•Pecial  benefit;  she  already  guesses  my  un- 

*P^a]Eabk|  dislike  to— to  her  grand  and  gloomy 

^Qorer/'  amended  Rosalie,  just  stopping  in  time, 

^fore  the  utterance  of  the  detested  name. 

Ah  I  Roay*  now  I  suspect  another  of  your 

P'^jildioeeA*'  said  PhUIis,  depreeatingly.     *^  You 

^^  erer  wont  to  take  up  your  notions  violently 

""^^waya  in  extremes.    I  own^  that  in  my  in- 

^^^<ioe    there  may  have  been  enough  to  raise 

Your  iz^igoatioviy  but  not    to  justify    such  a 

^^ttepiog  clause — such  general  condemnations. 

^  no !  though  in  my  own  case^  I  may  havti 

^^ea  over  credulous,  I   hope  I  have  acquired 

^^^  philosophy  with  my  years  than  to  make  a 

^le  instance  a  rule ;  and  should  I  have  been 

^  origiQ  of  such  a  prejudice  in  you,  I  shoul4 

^  myself  uahappy,  indeed.    The  truth/'  she 

^^4  with  a  sigh,   ''mid  I  know   you   love 


Ro«y ; — 

.,01,  i„,.!  ,„  .»1,  o».  .0..  0"' M 
A  wrtlMi  lift  t>»«  f")"*°  •*" ' 
0I,.1»«!  ..f.»l.  •«•"■«"" 
Mot«  h»p!«.  still,  who  ne"t  Wi  " 

U  vra«  a  brilliant  morning  a 
a„dtagdiiitleysll.laniiga»i 
cbaiigeii  ekmenl,  whose  nj«te' 
la,  glowing  liki'  mol'™  6°''' '' 
brigbt  gaze. 

-How  beautiful!"  exoliumt 
hcl,  as  they  walked  out  upon 
mented  te1Tal»  quite  overhai 
and  then  proceeded  through  tl 
with  the  faireBt  autumn  Sower 
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^  |ihcid  leacame  gently  splashiog,  in  chryBtal 
^«^$  against  their  green,  water-worn  bases. 
*^hat  a  perfect  combination  of  sylvan  and  ma- 
-  %oenery,  and  their  opposite  beauties !  How 
*^^  and  how  delightful  to  see  such  flowers 
oidtivation  along  this  wild  sea-shore  !'' 
^e  commendation  of  their  island  and  their 
"leii  equally  pleased  both  the  fair  mistresses 
be  domain. 

^hile  Miss  Margaret  was  preparing  break- 
Dora  expressed  her  admiration   (to  the 
ht  of  Miss  Phillis  in  particular)  of  the  old 
res  that  hung  around,  many  of  which  were 
r.  portraits,  by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  Hopner, 
we,,  and  Romney.      ^*  Do  you    not  feel 
**  Dora  said,  "  in  the  pos&ession  of  such 
ul   old  portraits,   by  such   distinguished 

sh  we  had  them  of  a  more  ancient  date," 
Phillis,  **  It  would,  I  own,  be  a  gra- 
ding, while  looking  at  their  '  counterfeit 
nt'  of  this  or  that  ancestor  or  ances> 

£   5 


a  Vandycke,  or  eyen  a  Verelst." 

"  Are  you  not  rery  firad  of  pic 
Courcy?"  asked  lubel. 

"  As  an  ornamental  art;"  Misi 
plied,  with  indifferent  superiority, 
the  rest  of  such  thio^  arc  wd 
'  Fine  Arts.'" 

"  Why,  Margaret,  you  are  ui 
ing  had  ancestors— so  to  speak 
preaervea  their  lineaments,"  crie 

"  That  ia  a  limited,  and  indiv 
case,  Charles.  Of  the  Fine  A 
would  ask  Cui  Bono  f  Thoy  m 
a  theme  for  the  so  styled  diileta 


(ifalt^  rejoined  her  sister;! "  such  as  may  be  embo* 
die4  in  the  Fine  Arts.  She  wiU  aot  peroeive  ^he 
possible  ^xpaosioa  of  the  general  mind — thereby 
abstracted  from  its  Qecefssairy  every-day  cares, 
and  eialted  into  feeling  itself  capable  of  appre- 
ciating the  appeal  to  its  higher  faculties— the 
appeal  being  made  through  the  medium  of  the 
most  accessible  of  the  senses^  She  will  not 
allow  that  it  is  indispensable  for  a  civilised 
nation  to  have  its  tastes  so  raised  and  recreated^ 
but  would  in  tioie,  I  think,  have  us  all  reduced 
to  mere  mechanical  machines/' 

^'  Oh !  we  all  know  she  is  an  ultra  utilita- 
rian>''  exclaimed  Mr.  de  Courcy,  wickedly,  bent 
on  crying  havoc  to  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war,  or 
rather  the  arrows  of  argument ;  ^^  hut  with  re-^ 
gard  to  all  these  same  Fine  Arts,  yuu  must  own, 
Margaret,  the  ancients  have  the  advantage  there 
over  the  moderns  ;  the  art  of  painting,  particu^ 
larly  was  carried  to  a  perfection  we  now  look 
upon  as  bopeless,  in  those  very  ages  you  repro<- 
t)ate  as  dark  and  barbarous ;  was  it  not  ?  " 


IIT 


auperaiitioD,  mereiorei  u  was  ai 
The  very  fact,  of  ita  higher  peri 
dvilized  tlmeB.  ia  an  answer  to  PI 
theory.  Was  not  the  gcuius  of  Ra 
Carracci,  as  well  aa  that  of  a  1 
painters,  coosecrated  almost  excl 
service  of  the  monks  ? — was  it  ii 
the  delineation  of  saints  and  m 
wholly  ?  While  interminable  mor 
into  nearly  every  picture,  (picturei 
most  disgraceful  profanation)  for  1 
enhancing  the  superstitious  revt 
people,  and  begetting  fresh  idolat 
for  the  enlightening  effects  of  the 

times !    In  our  own  days ,"  4 

didM ■     ^ 


THB   R'ULING    PA4SIOK.  13 

fcrother,  by  lendiag  his  support,  first  to  one, 
then  to  the  other  side  of  the  argument,  quietly 
urging  her  eloquence  on. 

After  breakfast,  de  Courcy  quite  indemnified 
his  sisters  by  producing,  to  their  almost  child-^ 
like  delight,  some  ofierings  for  them  both, 
suitable  to  their  varying  tastes  ; — for  Margaret, 
a  complete  daguerotype  apparatus,  an  electro^ 
type,  and  various  other  scientific  instruments; 
for  Phillis,  he  brought  a  beautiful  set  of  line 
engravings,  from  Raphael  and  Michael  Angelo, 
and  a  rare  old  book  or  two. 

"  See,"  said  Phillis,  in  her  exuberant  satisfac- 
tion, glowing  with  estasy,  as  she  contemplated 
these  transcripts  of  the  glorious  models  of  the 
sublime  school ;  *'  see,  Margaret^  here  is  science 
worthily  bestowed,  as  a  handmaid  to  Divine  Art.'* 

"  Here,"  said  Margaret,  "  is  science  out- 
doing and  displacing  art ;"  and  she,  in  triumph^ 
displayed  her  daguerotype  portraits  of  her 
brother  and  Rosalie,  '^  out^doing  her  in  her  owa 
sphere  I " 


14 
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Phillis,  BOon  turned  from  these  specitoeas  j 
distaste.     "True  specimens   of  science!" 
she.      "  Dull    material  ! — Where    is   the 
Where  the  animation,  (and  she  looked   at  tb) 
nrigiDalj)   that  art,  properly  ao   colledi   woi)I||l 
have  given?" 

In  the  course  of  the  day,  Phillis  began  hapiqj 
they  should  ha?e  many  such  beautiful  days,  i 
order  that  they  might  lionize  their  visiters  to  a 
the  rem arkabili lies  of  the  ii^land. 

"The  penchant,"  continued  Margaret,  smil- 
ing, "  Phillis  and  Rosalie  have  for  groping  about 
old  ruins,  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  tluDgs 
to  be  met  with,  you  will  find,  Mies  Melville.     \   , 
do  not  knov  whether  yon  are  af  the  same  mind}  ■ 
but  for   my  part,    when    I    see    them   almcH 
worshipping    some  nearly    defaced    shrine, 
monument  of  old    superstition, — when    1    heal 
them  rave  about  portcullises,  drawbridges,  i 
loopholes,    whence    the    'seething    pitch,    i 
molten  lead,'  erst   greeted  the   sconces  of  t 
luckless  besiegers;   and  I  look    upon  the  ont 
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formidable  appliances,  oSeosive,  defensiYC}  and 
destructive^  in  those  crumbling  remnants  of 
barbarous  ages,  I  wonder  at  their  taste.  The 
only  satisfaction  I  find^  (and  it  is  a  great  one, 
truly,)  being  that,  of  thanking  my  good  destiny 
that  I  was  not  born  in  those  benighted  times, 
when  the  energies  of  science,  such  as  they  were, 
were  solely  devoted  to  purposes  of  destruction, 
but  reserved  to  appreciate,  in  some  degree,  the 
opening  wonders  of  Modern  discovery.'' 

^^  But  surely,"  said  Francis,  now,  for  the  first 
time  (in  his  surprise  at  this  avowal,  and  peculiar 
feature  in  Miss  Margaret's  creed  of  opinions) 
taking  heed,  or  interest  in  the  discussion; 
^^  surely,  as  historical  monuments,  and  con- 
sidered in  connection  with  the  historical  events 
with  which  they  are  associated,  such  old  fast- 
nesses, though  in  ruins,  possess  the  greatest 
interest  to  the  historian  and  antiquary." 

Miss  Phillis  took  upon  herself,  de  suite,  the 
task  of  explanation.  "  My,  dear  Margaret," 
•be  quickly  begun,  *'  in  the  peculiarity  of  her 
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notione,  counts  as  nothing,  the  instruction  wc  of 
tlie  present  acquire  from  the  experience  of  the 
past ;  nor  understands  the  magic  interest  excited 
by  the  irallant  exploits  of  the  noble  and  th» 
biare  in  the  days  of  old,  which  she  looks  upon, 
unexceptionahly,  as  barbarous.  She  allowti  noi 
that  the  grander  features  in  their  history  (in  the 
midst  of  surrounding  darknese)  elevate  theit 
[irocedlng'S  in  many,  many  instances,  so  far  aboTV  . 
ihe  pigmy,  mediocre  doings,  of  our  rnorepluii-  j 
sailing  days." 

'■  And  a  good  thing  too,  that  she  cannot  be 
brought  to  confess  all  this,  my  dear  PhUlia.  it 
strikes  me,"  said  her  brother,  "  Should  you  botb 
agree  to  coincide  in  your  opinions,  vbat,  in 
Heaven's  name,  would  become  of  you  both  la 
this  isolated  rock!  1  cannot  imagine,  without  so 
inexhaustible  a  theme  for  argumentation  I  De- 
pend upon  it,  it  has  been  the  preservation  of  jroa  I 
both." 

"  What    is    history?"     presently    contiDoed  J 
Margaret,  aller  a  moment's  pause.     "  Whalt  b 
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a  tegion  of  such  oft  trodden  ground,  that  scarce 
mnything  remains  to  reward  the  pains  of  fresh 
research — an  account  of  times,  whose  false 
principles  hare  already  been  over  and  over  again 
exposed  by  laudable  historiographers,  from  the 
rains  of  which,  the  better  principles  of  modern 
polity  bare  arisen ;  which,  teaching  the  laws  of 
■etf-piesenration,  and  the  barbarousness  of  ag<* 
gvesaon,  resolfes  itself  into  the  glorious  system 
of  the  Balance  of  Power,  the  triumph  of  modem 
legislators,  who  have  already  profited  by  all 
the  benefit  derivable  from  the  accounts  of 
antique  times.    Let  them  rest  in  peace!" 

**  Linked  widi  their  atom  of  virtue,  and  their 
thooaand  crimes,  you  would  say,"  cried  Rosalie. 

^  Your  aunt  Margaret  has  too  much  reverence 
for  the  Tenerable  dust  of  ages,  to  meddle  with, 
or  disturb  it,"  remarked  Mr.  de  Courcy» 
langhing. 

*'  How  different,"  continued  the  eldest  sister, 
with  augmenting  eloquence ;  ^*  how  different  is 
H  with  the  progress  of  modem  science,  whose 


IS 


every-day  increasinf:  devt'lopments  are  so  gratify»T 
ing  to  liuman  intelligence.  Tbe  Fioe  Arts  bar*  J 
long  ago  acquired  all  tbe  perfection  of  wiiidbtl 
they  are  capable.  History,  with  its  endlet 
jara  and  strifes,  and  the  otber  branobes  < 
literature,  can  furnish  little  in  the  fiald  < 
discovery  to  the  most  arduous  researcher ;  aoA^fl 
that  little  usually  wrapt  iu  darlcaesa  and  un^J 
certainty.  But  the  demonstrations  of  Setencfr^ 
are  clear  and  incontrovertible  as  the  sun  at  noon^  I 
day,  or  as  the  most  undoubted  proofs  can  makw.fl 
tliem.  How  endless  the  undiscovered  woDdeim>*J 
with  which  it  teems !  liow  astounding  thi 
advantages  and  widely  dispersed  conveaiencM  I 
they  multiply  !  It  is  the  province  of  tb*fl 
antifjuary  to  be  ever  groping  amidst  the  i 
past; — that  of  the  enli<;btened  man  of  8d«noi 
to  be  continually  on  the  advance,  making  onfll 
discovery  the  foundation  of  another," 

"  What  you  say  ia  undeniable,"  Phillis  v 
beginning,  but  Margaret's  torrent  of  etoc]ueocri 
was  not  to  be  stayed,  and  she  coatiiku^L 
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*^  Nothing  but  satisfaction  can  follaw  its 
pursuit,  whether  of  natural  or  practical  science ; 
00  weariness^  or  heart-sickness^  as  it  deals  not 
with  human  passions,  fears,  or  disquiets — so  no 
bitterness  and  distaste  result  from  fresh  in- 
vestigations. Not  only  does  increasing  informal 
tion  repay  increasing  industry,  but  by  a  con-t 
tinual  research,  and  knowledge  of  former 
discoYeries  and  combinations,  the  mind  is 
enabled  to  grasp  at  new  truth,  conceive  other 
combinations,  which  by  well-known  tests,  may 
easily  be  reduced  into  absolute  certainty.  And 
oh !  to  conceive  the  pure^  unalloyed  satisfaction, 
the  unspeakable  triumph  of  such  a  result  to  our 
labours,  from  the  first  glimmering  of  the  truth 
upon  the  mind,  to  the  realization  and  full 
perfection  of  the  original  conception !  Why. 
the  unmitigated  study  of  a  whole  life  would  be 
cheaply  rewarded  by  such  a  moment  of  triumph, 
for  which  alone  one  would  seem  to  have  becA 
bom/* 

Miss  Margaret  stopped  to  taka  breath,  an4 


■,'u 


her  brother  remarked  that  it  was  evuleni  sbe 
and  their  fellow  voyager,  Mr.  Brooke,  wem 
iimde  for  each  other,  though,  to  be  sure,  he  had 
nut  quite  her  enthusinsni. 

■'  The  purposes  of  practical  science,  in  which  i 
we  moderns  so  particularly  excel.  It  U  urged,  ■ 
are  mure  of  a  useful  character  than  either  a  . 
sublime  or  beautiful,  and  we  glory  in  the  fact," 
continued  the  lady.  "  But  ia  not  scioDcc  the 
means  of  concentrating  and  bringing  togethec 
all  the  opposite  productions  of  every  different 
dlmate,  expediting  cointnunication  all  overtha. 
world ;  besides  bringing  master  minds  into 
contact.  The  delights  of  literary  iurestigBtion  , 
— the  beauties  of  poetry,  painting,  and  sculpture, 
arc  now,  as  ever,  confined  to  the  few;  hut> 
tlie  benefits  of  science,  as  pursued  in  modsra 
times,  reach  every  place,  and  every  raukt ' 
bringing  comfort,  and  happiness,  and  rcsouTcest ' 
to  thousands  upon  thousands, — facilities, 
heard  of  amongst  the  highest  in  those  favourilft)| 
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Ages  of  the  past ;    my  sister  and  Rosalie  are 
wont  to  demonstratei '  the  good  old  times.*" 

"  The  benefits  you  have  dilated  upon  are  of  a 
more  sensible  kind,  I  grant***  rephed  Phillis ; 
"bat  luxury  will  not  foster  the  higher  virtues; 
the  multiplication  of  mechanical  and  other 
ecmtriTances  for  our  conyenience  is  no  proof 
of  the  existence  of  the  grander  order  of 
-genius** 

**  No !  *'  said  Rosalict  **  You  must  own^  that 
ID  those  days  you  sneer  at,  aunt  Margaret*  there 
were  gigantic  geniuses,  of  strength  to  work 
golden  mines  of  original  thought,  for  the  en- 
lightenment of  future  generations,  of  which, 
these  our  modem  are  but  diluted  modifications/* 

**  Think  of  Chaucer,  and  Spencer,  with  Shak- 
•peare  and  the  Elizabethan  dramatists;  and 
Bacon  and  Bishop  Fuller, — even  Herrick  and 
that  glorious  host  of  minor  poets, — when  will 
their  hke  ever  be  known  again?"  chimed  in 

Phillis. 

'^  Not  in  these  dull  times,'*  sighed  Rosalie. 
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"  Talent  was  indeed  rife  in  the  middle  BgCB,"  \ 
rejoined  aunt  Phillis,  "  besides  our  own.  In  Italjf  J 
there  was  the  epic  grandeur  of  Dame;  and-] 
there  was  the  great  master  of  the  sublime  ; — beiJ 
who  in  his  single  self  carried  to  their  utmcMti  | 
perfection,  each  aod  all  of  the  Fine  Arts, 
great  and  good  Michael  Aogelo  !  and  there  wu  J 
Raphael." 

"  The  genius  of  these  worthies  does  cot  howevw  | 
appear  to  have  done  luucb  to  raise  the  standardr  I 
mentally,  or  morally  speaking,  of  their  own  con 
try,"  objected  Mr.  de  Courcy. 

"  Exactly,"  cried  Margaret  in  triuniph,  wbj 
her  brother  began  to  raUe  himself  wonderfully  in  \ 
her  opinion,  "  what  you  eay  is  most  true.  Tbess  ■  | 
famous  painters  placed  themselves  at  the  head  of'  i 
a  school  of  painting.  But  what  else?  The  ' 
general  enlightenment  their  genius  diaBcminated,  i 
was,  undoubtedly,  as  limited  us  that  of  tha  f^lM*'! 
Arts  (aptly  so  termed)  will  ever  be  found  to  be."  J 

"  You  mu:-t  confess,  Phillis,  that  Margsi 
got  you  there,"  repeated  the  brother,  "ibfih 
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fee  of  Italy  both  in  the  middle  ages  and  ttie 
BNtaty  where  they  flourished  so  magnificently, 
m  nol,  I  think,  apeak  up  for  your  doctrine  of 
atnelieirating  effects  of  the  sublime  and 
Mifnl,  in  die  Fine  Arts.  Painting  and  Fo^frj 
iviriied  in  their  highest  perfection  there  in 

^our  fiivourite  art  too,  so  vaunted  by  that 
r^Mie  high  priest  of  the  grand  sublime^-^—your 
■Affile  Sir  Joshua,  has  been,  you  allow^  more 
^essftiUy  Gultiyated  in  the  two  more  corrupted 
9a  of  Italy  and  France,  4han  in  our  more 
%1  Bngiand.  That,  too,  is  adverse  to  you^ 
^ry,"  joined  in  Miss  Margaret,  who  began 
tteA  Tcry  highly  indeed  of  her  brother's 
^MHualion. 

*- 1  confess  and  know  that  in  the  olden  time, 
9F^  call  it,  by  which  I  mean  the  middle 
^  'Tomantic  ages,  first  feelings  were  in  the 
^Mbnti  generating  much  individual  tyranny 
^  liarbarity  in  high  places ;  yet,  I  cannot  but 
^fc,  iliat  in  the  present  day,  the  total  absence 


former  times,  aad  much  m< 
conducteJ)  paramount  id  our 
ings;  the  almoBt  unexceptionei 
disinterested  motive,  the  self 
the  slightest  appearance  of  a 
(so  called)  polite  society,  wit 
heartleBiucse,  forming  that  ui 
intense  BcIGshriess,  couspicuo 
hoasted  advaucenieut  —  1  cai 
this  fully  count erbalances  iLi 
ages. 

"Ah!"  ejaculated  bcr  ni 
rested  principles  of  cbiralroui 
Where's  the  man  to  be  foi 
that  should   risk  aught,  bM 
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those  days,  as  encouragements  to  ^*  masculine 
selfishness.'' 

**  The  characteristic  vice  of  the  day,"  observed 
^  Courcy,  **  is^  as  you  say,  Pbillisi  a  cold,  unde- 
'^iHiturtratiTe  selfishness^ — a  case-hardened  reserve 
te  our  fellow-beings, — a  selfish  fear  ofcompro- 
'''uiiig  ourselves  by  any  display  of  kindnefss  to- 
^aitls  them, — and  a  false,  contemptible  shame 
^^  manifesting  anything  approaching  to  feeling, 
^^miration,  and  enthusiasm  ;  when  a  little  sym* 
l^^^hy,  a  little  commendation,  might  gladden  all 
^^"'^''  around  us ;  the  only  thing  to  be  said  is, 


^^t  the  opposite  extreme  of  overmuch  profes- 
^^**i  is  the  worst,  and  generally  falls  shorter  of 
*e  mark." 

**  Yet,  I  do  think,'*  cried  Rosalie,  presently, 
that  I  know  one  exception  to  the  rule,  who  does 
^^  acoro  to  confess  enthusiasm  of  sentiment,  or 
"ect  to  despise  everything,  however  worthy  in 
'^If,  unacknowledged  as  such  in  the  established 
^•^  ot  *  the  (self-styled)  world.*     Did  not  you, 
**lUe,  know  such  an  exception  ?" 
Vol.  III.  c 


»6  THt    RULING     PASSIOF, 

"Man}',  1  trust,"  unswered  her  fnend,  ratiifr 

ivasiyely." 

Mr,  de  Courcy  remarked,  that  one  was  » 
Liiiicli  iDure  suspicious  coufcaiiiuii  than  many,  and 
It  was  a  mutter  he  thought  he  should  ini^uire 


"  I  doubt  not,  Charles,"  said  Margarvt,  tjiule 
conviuced  of  the  sagacity  of  her  discoiury;  "  I 
•luubt  not,  my  neice  alludua  to  your  friend,  Mr 
Brooke.  We  all  are  aware  of  the  fact,  tbat  > 
man  of  hie  nuble  ardour  tor  edeutilic  research, 
and  abstract  pursuits,  would  he  fnr  from  at 
dome  in  the  frivolous  insipid  circles  of  the  ^rest'-' 
wcr'd." 

Itosalie  smiled,  not  thai  she  did  not  agree  Iq 
th'j  truth  of  the  last  uttered  philippic  of  her 
aiml'i,  but  she  could  not  avoid  being  amused 
at.  the  piece  of  penetration  manifested  in  her 
very  Datura!  surmise  that  had  prefaced  it; 
penetration  induced  peculiarly  hy  the  tialure  of  i 
tho&e  pursuits  her  aunt  was  ever  engojjud  in. 
Fhillis,   and  her   bruthei    too,    BOuWd  M  I 
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demonstration  of  the  slightly  radical  tendency, 

which,  it  must  be  owned,  pervaded  all  Miss 

Margaret's  opinions ;  and  it  will  generally   be 

observed  to  accompany  an  overweening  predis- 

pontioQ  for  all  novel  inventions,  and  incredible 

diflcOTeries ;  a  most  easy  and  enormous  faith  in 

whidi    is  universally    associated  with  a  cur- 

reqponding  amount  o^   increduhty    respecting 

thiDgs  old,  and  revered  by  the  faith   of  ages. 

Upon  all  these,  it  is  an  undeviating  custom  of 

this  liberal-minded  and  enlightened  order,   to 

look  with  distrust,  or  indifference,  while  it  will 

take    up    one    extraordinary     invention    after 

anotbeTy  with    a  perseverance    astonishing    to 

heboid, — merely  because  they  have  the  fact  of 

flieir  Dovelty  to  recommend  them. 

IV'e  have  done  wrong,  perhaps,  to  compare 
instant,  the  worthy  Miss  Margaret  with 
sceptics ;  but  that  she  had  imbibed  some 
^  tbe  dogmas  and  characteristics  of  the  class 
^^  li«.ve  been  setting  forth,  it  is  impossible  to 
j^Qy  -     though  she    had    not  arrived   at  that 

c  2 
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degree  of  enlightenment,  whicli,  in  ita  t 
ment,  bas  the  effect  of  a  darkness,  more  cym 
r;'an  than  thatengendered  by  the  most  unbounded 
superstitious  enthusiasm.  Thus,  Margaret  hftd 
perfect  faith  ir  the  science  of  Phrenology,  whicbu-^ 
her  aister  rejected,  on  account  of  what  she  c 
siUcred  its  material  tendency ;  nas  addicted  tol 
Animal  Magnetism,  and  Homoeopathy,  and  bad 
scij;ed  with  avidity  upon  the  syttcm  of  the 
Hydropatbic  cure,  as  well  aa  every  other  cure 
that  appeared  backed  by  a  plausible  theory, 
and  recommended  by  its  improbability.  To  use 
lior  own  e}:pressian,  abe  was  above  prejiidiiies, 
which  consisted  with  ber,  as  with  moat  other 
people,  who  give  out  the  like,  ia  a  bouncUesB 
faith  respecting  everything  that  tallied  with  her 
invn  particular  set  of  doctrines  and  opiniona; 
tliat  is,  sbe  held  a  magnifying  glass  towards  «11 
till'  new-fangled  wcndera  of  the  age,  turning  il 
inverted  side  in  almost  every  other  (lirectiu 
pstrticulariy  when  it  came  athwart,  what  i 
deemed  the  fruUIees  speculatioDs  of  aatittqai 
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research,  or  of  abstract  and  metaphysical  in- 
quiry.   The  latter,  she  would  say,  were  specula- 
tions, well  enough  fitted  for  the  dreaming  schools 
of  antique  philosophy ;  but  it  was  the  privileged 
character  of  the  present  age,  to  be  ever  pro- 
gressing— working  the  intellectual  mine,  instead 
of  fruitlessly  dogmatizing  and  disputing  on  the 
nature    of    its  phenomena,   which    she    called 
looking  backward  instead  of  forward ;  turning 
the  mental  eye  inwards  upon  itself,  instead  of 
using  it  in  active  observation  and  inquiry,  and 
often  over-looking  the  real  business  of  life  in 
idle  dreams. 

The  differences  of  opinion  between  the  two 
sisters  were,  in  fact,  as  nicely  distinguished,  as 
were  of  old  the  disputes  between  the  Nominalist 
and  Realist  schools  of  the  middle  ages.  We 
cannot  attempt  more  than  a  general  description; 
but  the  foregoing  is  a  specimen  of  the  argutreiits 
they  led  to,  their  mirth*loving  brother  ever  de- 
lighting in  encouraging  such  disputation,  good- 
humouredly  laughing,  as  well  at  the   material 
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tendency  and  utilltarianLsm   of   his   eldflr,    u 
at  the  romantic  idealiam,   and  poetic  tastes  of 
his   younger  sister.      The  latter   had   hitherto 
offered  the  most  fruitful  theme  for  his  sportive 
vein  :    but  he  now  very  shortly  declared,  with 
regard  to  his  sister  Margaret,  that  her  notions 
had  become  so    exaggerated  since  he  last  saw 
her,  as  to  be  more  wildly  chimerical  in  their 
nature  than  some  of  Pbillis's  Utopian  schemea; 
and  that  she  was  more  credulously  alive  to  tbea 
marvellous  in  her  conceptions  of  the  capabiliUnl 
of  the  modems,  than  was  her  romanUc  sister  in  ] 
her  faith  about  things  relating  to  her  favourite 
regions  of  the  past. 

They  hoth,  of  course,  equally  disclaimed  ant! 
thing  like  prejudice  ;  though,  as  will  have  h 
seen,    Margaret    not    only    estimated    tliiaf 
exclusively    as   they    assorted    with    her    ov] 
peculiar  ideas,  but  unwittingly  ascribed  the 
same  notioas  to  others,  as  had  just  happeoi 
in  her  sapient  conclusion,  that  her  n 
exception  to  the  degeneracy  of  the  sge,  miut  b 
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^  ^  found  in  tb'^  person  of  their  scientific 
^'^end,  Algernon  Brooke^  which  was  another 
why  they  all  smiled  at  so  characteristic 
interpretation  of  Rosalie's  somewhat  startling 
''^•^ertion. 

*•  I  nrbst  confess,  whoever  it  may  be.  Rosy 
^a«  iBade  rather  a  singular  disclosure/'  said  her 
'•^her,  in  reply  to  tliis;  **but  most  of  us,  I 
^•Jiey,  the  least  romantic,  think  they  liad  once 
'^^sd,  have  found,  or  shall  find,  a  glorious 
*^oeption  -to  all  such  rules,  CYcn  sliould  they 
*^^,  generally,  so  cynical  a  faith  * 

S^hHlis  «ghed  deeply,  and  Dora^s  face  was 
^^  suffused  with  an  extra  tint;  but  Rosalie 
^^^^e  with  perfect  unconcern  all  the  glances 
^^^V'^ected  upon  her,  while  she  repeated,  in  a  low 
*'^ice,  to  her  firiend  something  apparently  apro- 
(^  to  the  last  sentaoaent  of  her  father^  and 
l^^obaUy  to  aunt  Pbillis's  consequent  sigh,  as 
^'ota  seemed  to  look,  with  added  interest,  upon 
^^  elegant-minded  spinster. 

Very  soon  after^  Mr.  de  Courey  proposed 
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walking  down  with  his  elder  aister  to  Uia  c 
(loniom  of  the  Duke^  of  Athol,  desceodants  of ' 
the  aDcicnt  kings  of  MaD,  to  whose  so 
magDiGceut  castle^  with  its  baronial  hall,  now 
like  many  another  old  castle,  and  even  (as  id  the 
case  of  Nouenwerth)  venerable,  tiine-staioed 
monastery,  converted  into  an  hotel,  their  predse 
friend,  Mr.  Brooke,  bad  betaken  himself  on  tha 
first  evening  of  their  arrival.  The  brother  and 
sister  sallied  forth  together  for  the  expresc  pur- 
pose of  beating  up  his  quarters,  and  personally 
tendering  their  hopes  of  seeing  him  that  eveniog 
at  their  social  hoard, — Margaret,  all  elation  at 
the  prospect  of  her  introduction  to  so  congenial 
an  acquaintance ;  whether  her  aoticipatioDs 
were  gratified  we  shall,  perhaps,  see  hereafter- 
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CHAPTER  11. 

^Contempt  bis  seornfiil  perspective  did  lend  me, 
Which  warped  the  line  of  every  other  &vor ; 
Scom'd  a  fair  color,  or  expressed  it  stolen, 
Extended,  or  contracted  all  proportions 
To  a  most  hideous  object.'* — Shakesfeare. 


We  have  already,  incidentally  spoken  our 
mind  on  the  subject  of  the  distortions  produced 
in  every  calling,  society^  or  relation  of  life  by 
the  demon — Envy ; — the  smallest,  and  the  great- 
est, the  most  baleful,  of  all  the  passions, — with 
its  forerunner,  and  companion,  and  universal 
moving  spring — Vanity.     It  is  that  which,  before 
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the  fouudadons  of  the  earth  were  laid,  worked  its 
way  into  the  bhssful  abodes  of  angels  and  arch- 
angels ;  and  was  His  overthrow  who  "  brought 
death  into  the  world,  and  all  our  woe."  Envy, 
the  author  of  the  Author  of  ev^l, — that  which 
hurled  Satan  from  Paradise  to  PandemoniiiiD, — 
has  since  contributed  more  largely  than  any  other 
passion  to  work  a  similar  change  in  the  human 
breust ;  when  it  has  once  eaten  its  way  therein, 
there  is  scarce  any  cure  for  it,  and  no  consolatioQ 
but  that  of  fiends.  The  greater,  the  happier, 
the  more  beautiful  becomes  the  object  of  entry  ; 
tlte  greater  the  reproach,  and  the  woe  it  begets 
in  the  bosom  of  the  envier,  the  more  does  it 
aggravate  and  increase  the  inverse  sentiments 
in  hii  breast. 

It  sets  up  an  image  of  mixed  hatred,  and 
adoration  for  its  constant  obsorvance,  which 
adverse  feelings  impelling  different  ways,  leave 
no  rest  to  the  tortured  soul.  Hate  may  tuni 
to  love,  or  relieve  itself  in  contempt;  anger 
expend  iiself    in    indignation  ; — Envy    aloDCf 
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jaundiced  vision,  ''grows  by  what  it 
on;'' — ^there  is  no  balm  for  it  in  the 
r^pathies  of  others  ;  they  are  generally  ar- 
against  it,  naturally  enlisted  in  the 
of  all  it  bates. — Where  is  the  oommunity 
fc^igb,  or  lowy  private,  or  public  life,  into 
<<^h  it  has  not  worked  its  way?  Emulation , 
^usy,  petty  ambition,  the  whole  train  of 
^Modifications,  creeps,  somehow  or  other,  into 
^  or  hovel  equally, — making  fair,  foul,  and 
^i^ting,  the  fair  face  of  truth ; — ^introducing 
Le  secret  heart-burnings  beneath  the  bland 
^les  of  good  breeding  into  the  one,  and  more 
*^9  though  perhaps  less  bitter  contention, 
^  ^e  other. 

^^ch  was  the  inmate  poor  Anastasia  Sunder- 
^^  had  admitted  into  her  breast,  to  rankle  in 
"^  fitiitful  soil  of  a  violent,  ungoverned  tempe  r 
^^  ^d  to  the  ills  of  unrequited  love. 

^ere  was  some  aptness  in  the  comparison 
''^^ie  had  once  instituted  between  herself  and 
^  unhappy   girl ;     they    both    possessed   a 


worthy  of  either,  causing  them 
antipathies  in  common;  but 
reader  must  have  perceived 
parison  could  be  carried  no  fi 
well  aware  that  the  habiu  of  no 
upon  their  similar  perceptioQS,  \ 
as  light  from  darkoess,  in  tbi 
generated  in  the  bosom  of  the  gl 
and  those  that  rankled  andu 
heart's  core  of  the  bitter-spirite 
The  self-forgetting  Tirtues  of 
which  Rosalie  almost  worshippe 
upon  Anastasia ;  she  saw,  and 
lovely,  and  love-inspii-iug  qui 
well,-  "•"'  *^"'  "ff-'-f  """"  •! 
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^y  being  who  bad  erer  moved  her  heart  to 
^^'^dttiiesSj — him,    whose    gay   humour,  and 
'P^'Uii^  turn  of  thought,  had  ever  seemed  as 
*^  *•  ttlfer  lining"  to  the  heavy  clouds  of  her 
^ywaidmood;  whose  happy,  healthy  tone  of 
^'^'^  had  been  as  the  gentle  dew  on  the  arid 
^Und  of  bar's,  whose  preference  she  had  been 
^^iced   to  believe,   was  previously  bestowed 
^^Pom^  herself,  and  in  whose  tones  she  had  then 
'^^^  tenderness.     There  was  madness  in  the 
'^'^niscence  of  it  all.    She  deemed  herself  the 
^*^5Um  of  deceit,  and  truly  she  was  so ; — ^but  the 
^*^Ccit  was  in  her  own  heart,  and  in  her  mis- 
J^giBg  parent,  who  had  fostered  the  delusion ; 
^"Hi   for  the  peace,   and  pacification  of  the 
P^a«ii^  moment,  had  coaxed  and  cajoled,  and 
Persuaded  her  hapless  child  into  the  belief  of 
^^t,  to  the  truth  of  which  (so  far  as  it  was  to. 
^^^tioem  her  future   peace)   she   had  scarcely 
C^^ea  a  second  thought 

80  blinded  was  Anastasia's  mental  vision  by 
^^^^  by  jealousy,  and  love,  that,  although 
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the  contrary  had  been  all  but  provedi  and  n 
evident  to  her  senses,  she  could  not  bring  her- 1 
self  to  believe  but  that  Dorothy  reciprocated  thtti  J 
feeling  she  hated  to  think  she  had  ii»pired  ; 
in  fact,  persuade  herself  that  it  was  in  tlKbJ 
power  of  mortal  woman  to  look  coldly  upon  tlutl 
love  of  Philip  ClarenduR.  Love  is  an 
reasonable  thin^r ;  and  the  unfortunate  Anas> 
tasia,  ever  violent  and  unreasonable,  was  io  , 
love,  and  consequently  doubly  unreasonable. 

It  was  one  raorniog,  a  short  time  after  thei 
AlelviUes  had   quitted    Sunderland   Park,   shoj 
was    sitting    apart,   brooding    over    the 
subject  that  filled  her  thoughts,  namely,  e 
object  and  event  connected    with  ClarendoQfl 
while   Caroline  and   Miss  Delany,   at  a   litUal 
distance  off,  were  keeping  up  a  kind  of  con* 
versation     between     themselves,     which     liu 
lasted  some  time,  consisting  of  a  series  of  mild 
taunts   and    gentle   repartees,    upiin    the   oal£ 
present  moving    theme   for    discussion — His 
Arabella    Mahon's    late    departure    from    tlu 
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Ba11»  and  the  decencies  and  the  proprieties  of 
life  at  the  same  timet  by  accepting  the  over- 
^^^^^8  of  the  Bradiug  family  to  domicile  herself 
^  '^w  days  beneath  their  roof;   of  which  dis- 
course, which  was  of  a  somewhat  spiritless 
^^^Cfiptiony  we  must  own,  Anastasia  had  heard 
*c^rce  a  single  word.    Strange  enough,  Miss 
'^-^Uny    had    lately    taken    upon    herself    to 
^^^ulpate,  or  rather  to  soften  over  this  unex- 
•uipi^  step  of  the  fair  Arabella's  for  some 
*^^«on,   or  caprice    or  other,   known  only  to 
"^t«elf,  to  the  surprise  of  every  one,  and  to  the 
Pellicular  indignation  of  Caroline.     Gentle  as 
^^1^  the  natures  of  these  two  young  ladies, 
**^^  averse  to  exertion,  or  emotion :  the  slightly 
^"^tending  strain  resulting  from  the  opposing 
^^^'^  they  took  of  the  question  in  agitation, 
'^Kht  have  increased  to  a  height  that  would 
^▼e  disturbed  Anastasia's  reverie,  had  it  not 
^H  interrupted  by  the  announcement  of  Miss 
**deliue  Brading. 
^ow  be   it  known,  that  this  philosophical 
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young'  lady,  upon  wliom  coldness  und  distant 
demeanour  were  thrown  away,  and  who  was  io- 
iicceasible  to  repulse,  was  gradually  establishing 
herself  upon  a  footing  of  great  intiuiucy  at  tht 
Hall.     She   had  been    at    first  endured  as  9 
curious,   gossipping   specimen    of   the  human 
race ;  then  tolerated  as  tlie  invariable  bearer  of] 
news,  and  reporter  of  piquante  pieces   of  in- 
telligence, while  uow,   her   visits   were  hailed 
u'ith  something  approaching  to  an  appearance 
of  animation,  in  the  inert  Caroline  especiallT^ 
who  saw  in  her  the  channel  whence  many 
piece  of  aninialing  scandal  made  its  wuy  to  tl 
Hall,  the  universal  collector  of  every  interestii 
anecdote,  and   the   unceremonious  detailer 
every  scrap  of  secret  history,  to  be  gathered 
the  busy  village  and  neighbourhood  of  Dingsly  ; 
whose  hvely  records,  and  intricate  plottinge  and 
countcrplottings,  found  so  beneficial  inamuaii 
the  ennui  of  Caroline's  insipid  existence,  wei 
almost  unknown   in  the  comparslivcly  stately 
precincts  of  Sunderland  Park,  standing  as   it 
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^  ^onej  and  uamatched  in  its  glory  for  many 

'"'^y  miles  round.    This  had  been  especially 

"^  ease  since  the  family  had  taken  to  the 

^^nal  London  visitings,  which  had  been  found 

^'^ceiflary  ever  since    the   young  ladies   had 

^iBeiged  into  life ;  had  filled  the  house  with  their 

Pj  London  acquaintances ;  and  had  assumed 

^  great  wcrldj  style  of  life^  and  manners, 

wUch  had   struck    additional  awe    into    the 

l^Mits  of  their   humbler  neighbours,    given 

a  dieck  to  many  former  intimacies,  and  frozen 

^  stream  of  familiar  country  gossipry,  which 

^^  formeriy  ezistedy  but  was  now  cordially 

•ficdved  by  Sir  William  only,  still,  as  ever, 

'vvoted  to  country  matters,  and  delighted  to  be 

oa  terms  of  familiar  intercourse  with  his  country 

^hbours,  whom  he  still  insisted  upon  receiv- 

^  mid  entertaining  as  formerly,  though    he 

*^  not  manage  it  so  often  as  he  could  have 

^'i^.    This  state  of  things  was  all  very  fine, 

^  lometimes  a  Uttle  dull,  to  which  Caroline 

^^^  Miss  Madeline's  lively  chat,  an  agreeable 
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variety  ;  and  as  she  oould  listen,  or  not.  as  thel 
mood  took  her,  she  was  very  well  satisfied  with  J 
the  hour's  entertainment  thus  attained,  without  J 
uny  exertion  of  her  own, 

"  It  seems  an  age  since  I  bare  seen  you  all,** 
were  nearly  the  first  words  of  the  little  lady  as 
she  ihi-ew  herself  on  an  oltoman,  with  more  of 
the   air  of  an  amie  intime  than  she  had  jel  I 
seen   (it  to   assume.      "  I  have   not  seen  yoQ  -i 
since  dear  Arabella   consented  to  tear  here 
away  from  this  delightful  society,  and  give  n 
a  few  days  of  her  company  at  Valambrosa. 
have  been  taking  a  peep  at  the  rustic  temple,  i 
papa  is  erecting  one  of  same  kind." 

"  Well,  Miss  Madeline,"  said  Miss  Delann 
"  when  is  it  all  to  be  >.    When  ia  Bella  to  becc 
Mrs.  Richard  Brading  ?" 

"  When!  my  dear  MiasDelany, — I'm  surffS 
can't  say  when  !     It's  rather  a  difficult  thing  i 
to   form    any  calculations  upon   my   brotberi 
proceedings.     You  havn't  the   least  notion  i 
Dick  and  his  Qirtations  ;    the  extent  to  whid 
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^  carries  them  is  really  beyond  any  one's 
^^ception ;"  and  after  a  little  time,  Madelinei 
^diacoaraged  by  either  of  her  auditors^  went 
^  to  give  them  much  the  same  account  of  her 
''''^^Hher'B  affairei  de  coeur^  as  that  with  which 
"^^  had  favoured  Rosalie  on  a  former  occasion, 
^lUightening  their  astonished  minds  by  the 
^tail  of  the  many  fair  ones  who  had  received 
^  attentions  aQd  pointed  assiduities  with 
^bounded  complacency;  such  attentions  as 
*^Uld  only  have  ended  with  an  offer  of  his 
^^^tkd  and  heart,  had  not  some  other  fair  one 
Kteerally  stepped  in  to  attract,  and  distract 
i^is  inconstant  heart.  'Mt  has  been  the 
^tae  of  our  coming  to  a  split  with  many 
^milies.  I  am  sure,  she  must  be  something 
^^>y  particular^  and  very  out  of  the  way  and 
^Qtiderfuly  who  at  length  fixes  his  wandering 
^^oice,"  she  concluded. 
*^  Wonderful  indeed !"  exclaimed  MissDelany. 

••  What  a  singular  propensity ! "  lisped  Ca^ 
rtline. 
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"  But  not  SO  singular  ag  his  coming  off  wi 
impunity,"  said  Misa  Dclany,  indignantly. 

"  But  the  secret  of  his  success  is  more  noyi 
terious  still,"  said  Caroline,  incredulously- 
'*  Well,  it  really  cannot  be  justified," 
the  hero's  sister,  deprecatingly ; "  but  be  t 
been  naturally  desirous  of  settling  ever  siad 
his  coming  of  age, — the  coming  into  three  « 
four  thousand  a  year  depending  upon  it,  is  i 
slight  inducement,  you  know ;  and  I  suppot 
his  mind  gets  harassed  between  this  anxiel 
and  the  fear  ofbeing^;>o  precipitate.  " 

On  being  asked  for  an  explanation  of  thes 
dark  hints  of  her  brother's  afwirfy  to  settle, 
she  termed  it,  she  proceeded  to  disclose  with  \ 
tliat  openness  of  disposition  natural  to  her, 
just  as  she  would  have  spoken  of  the  most 
secret  concerns  of  all,  or  any  of  her  friends,  had 
they  happened  to  have  been  consigned  to  hei" 
custody,  the  following  piece  of  family  history, 
— something  elucidatory  of  the  eccentric  ] 
cecdings  of  Mr.  Richard  Brading,  who  it  fl 


TBE   RUL150    PASSION.  43 

i^^x^»  besides  being  undoubted   heir  to  the 
umasaed  thousands  of  his  father,  would  come 
^^ly  into  a  fortune  bequeathed  to  him  under  a 
^'ious  proviso,   by  an  odd  grand«uncle,  the 
wother  of  his  paternal  grandfather,  who  had 
^7  died  just  before  their  coming  to  reside  in 
m  CQiiHty  of  S   ■      ;  and  who,  having  himself 
'^MiDed  a  bachelor  to  the  end  of  the  chapter, 
"^d  Qever  ceased  to  bewail  the  same  during  the 
w  twenty  years  of  his  life,  had  become  such 
^advocate  for  early  marriage,  that  he  bad  left 
It  m  his  will,  that  his  favourite  grand-nephew 
*"Ould  only  come  into  possession  of  his  fortune 
•■  tte  Jay  he  married, — provided,  of  course,  it 
^  not  against  the  consent  of  his  parents. 

Kow  his  father  was  for  a  Hch  wife,  while  liis 
*^er  always  secretly  advocated  the  choice  of 
^  ^ionable  bride ;  with  which  ambition  she 
;  "^  tather  firied  her  son,  who  to  say  the  truth, 
^  certainly  become  a  little  distracted  in  his 
^^  between  the  opposite  claims  forced  on  his 
^^tion,  by  his  father's  predilections,  and  hid 


mother's  tastes;  ami  what  with  his  tma  tgl^ 
gious  conceit,  and  bhindering  vanity,  wid  the 
young   ladies  theniselves,    who   suHering    his 
bearish  atteations,  riiii;ht  have  taught  biui,  thftt 
"  Mauinon  wins  his  wuy,  where  seraphs  might 
despair," — though    evijii    had    he    guessed  as 
much,  it  is  Dot  at  all  ci;rtain  that  the  lesson 
would  have  profited  him ;  for  having  a  9ttiunctl4 
conviction   that   t/iat   he    did   possess,   and  ufJ 
which   none  could  deny   him    the  posaessio 
was  the  Great  and  only  Good  of  life;  he  I 
been   quite   content,    even   had   the  aospieioi 
crossed  his  mind,  that  his  success   waa  nhs 
able  to  what  he  had  learnt  to  consider  an  iote 
gral  part  of  himself. 

Now,  although  this  wa»  the  first  intimatioil 
of  the  nature  and  amount  of  Mr.  Richard 
Brading'a  wealth,  that  had  penetrated  to  tfai 
ears  of  any  of  the  Sunderland  funiily,  it  i 
be  as  well  here  to  confess,  that  the  reports  c 
hia  reputed  fortune,  to  which  Mi^it  Delany  bad 
not  been  deaf,  bad  assuredly  intluBnc«d  Imriv 
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^lified  view  she  had  lately  taken  of  hef 
^Arabella's  condact;  and  this  disclosure 
^  singular  testamentary  proviso  attached 
M  of  it,  (which  Madeline  went  throu<^h 
eremony  of  assuring  them  was  vitally  con'-^ 
Stl)  did  not  lessen  the  mildness  of  her 
id  versions^  when  the  subject  was  next 
•od  between  Caroline  and  herself.  How 
re  inaccessible  to  the  insinuations  of  the 
ow  thief/'  we  must  all  be  aware !  as  it 
its  way  into  the  moth-like  senses  of  even 
ise  and  the  good  of  the  human  race^ — 
r  caught  by  glare."  But  all  this  is  too 
ion  to  need  comment ;  and  yet  the  effects 
iced  by  Madeline's  announcement  were  a 
startling,  could  she  have  seen  them,  and 
ssed  even  the  worldly  wise  little  lady's 
bright  anticipations, — the  transmogrifying 
•  ascribed  to  the  yellow  ore  by  the  Athe- 
Timon  were  exemplified  :  yet  Caroline 
felt  more  than  ever  convinced  that  poor 
Bfahon  was  "  making  a  fool  of  herself;" 


tiiii  of  (to  her)  unmeaning 
voluble  li|M  of  iMisB  Madelii 
one  sentence  containing  an  i 
if  the  joung  lady's,  to  the 
spondence  with  Rosalie  de 
niained  in  the  vague  hope 
thing  that  might  interest  her, 
party  in  despair. 

'■  Miss  Sunderland  opppars 
supercilious  than  ever,"  the 
Madeline,  "  pray  is  your  sif 
morning?"  she  excliiinied  aloi 
•  Really,  I  didot  osk  her  tl 
plwd  Caroline;  "I  fancy  she 
dtaiippoiWed   about   the   olav 
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^^  toot  thrown  OTer,  my  dear  Miss  Caroline," 
>^id  Miss  Madeline ;  '*  Mr.  Clarendon  might 
h^ve  been  a  rery  fine  actor,  and  all  that,  but 
^^  could'nt  see  why  his  loss  should  have  been 

« 

^'^^inediable ;  and  talking  of  actors,  you  did 
^^U  to  enlist  my  friend  Rosalie  de  Courcy  into 
yotar  corps ;  she  is  an  actor !  if  you  had  seen 
^^t"  that  very  morning  that  it  was  first  pro- 
P^^^ed !  Never  talk  of  actresses  I  but  I  forgot, 
'  ^qst  not  say  a  word  about  that. 

*^  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Caroline  and 
^^  Delany  together. 

^  Ah !  it  was  a  very  mysterious  business ;  I 
'^^er  could  exactly  understand  it  myself^  al- 

"^Ough  I  was  present  when  Mr.  Clarendon 9 

^%  dear  me,  how  fooUsh  I  have  been,  after  my 
'^^  sol — 9  wiy  promise  not  to  say  anything 
'^HKit  it.  I  dare  not  tell  you,"  stammered  Made- 
^^,  startled  into  conscientiousness  by  the  sur- 
V^^  occasioned  by  the  sudden  apparition  of 
^^Uitama  standing  in  the  doorway  of  the  ad- 

IK^niiig  room,  in  an  attitude  of  fixed  attention, 
▼OL.  111.  D 
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— impreestve  from  its  very  eamestnesSf — whie 
however,  she  speedily  changed  inlo  one  of  l 
less  uDConcern,  as  she  ntilked   across  into  tb< 
and  took  up  a  book. 

"  You  really  must  ask  me  iiothini:  iRorc  about 
it,"  murmured  the  unwary  chatterer, 
'.ilinoat  Tor  the  first  lime  in  her  lire)  a  sltgbl 
i<>uch  of  something  like  confusion,  from  « 
nhe  quickly  recovered,  as  the  other  two  youa| 
liidies  manifested  hut  little  curiosity  about  ti 
"mysterious  busitie^^"  at  all ;  probably  b 
iheir  minds  were  running  upon  other  i 
)>erhap8  (as  it  nas  a  peculiar  way  of  Mia 
Madeline's,  to  which  they  had  already  becotua 
accustomed)  that  of  checking  herself  just  before 
i-oming  to  the  pith  of  a  story,  as  reminded, 
ere  it  was  too  late,  ofthe  coufidential  manner 
in  which  such  revelations  had  been  received  {._ 
thoutrh  as  she  ordinarilv  wftived  other  cod^ 
delations  in  their  favour,  and  aflttr  a  little  I 
play, commonly  proceeded  to  reveal  the  o 
they  might  perchauce  have  withstood  abjf  i 
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^rrogatories,  as  the  shortest  way  of  arriving  at 

•^  secret  commonication.    Be  this  as  it  might, 

^is  thne  Madeline  did  resist  the  temptation 

for  the  present,  the  solemn  secret  dying  on  her 

^P*i  as  with  a  slight  effort  she  resamed  in  her 

^Qal  strain,  "  Oh !  where  was  I  ?    oh !  about 

'^^^  Clarendon,  and  his  part  \  well^  I  do  not 

*•»  with  due  deference   of  course    to  Miss 

Anastasia,  why  his  loss  could  not  have  been 

"^de  up !    AVhy,  there*6  Richard  himself  as- 

^^tfA  me  he  would  have  done  the  character, — 

•"Hi  I  can  tell  you,  he  can  do  pretty  nearly  any- 

*»«»g  he  likes. 

Aaastasia  uttered  a  short  indignant  laugh 
^^  her  book  ;  but  whether  at  its  contents,  or 
^^  own  late  proposition,  Madeline  waf  at  a 
^  to  determine.  Miss  Delany  smiled^  pro- 
^oly  because  she  thought  that  with  such  a 
'^•tratum  of  conceit^  so  fostered  by  the 
***'ation  of  family  and  friends,  it  would  be 
'^•'ing  easy  to  act  upon  the  overweening  pro- 
P^stty,  by  turning  it  against  its  possessor,  and 

d2 


5'I 


psssittn. 


I'urcing  hill)  to   do   "  pretty    nearly  Bnytiiing" 
ihiit  should  be  didaled  thereby — thus  aiigar' 
hiii  (vell  for  the  success  of  her  clever  frii 
Carohne    said.   "Can   he?"    loore   thougtil 
lidly  than  usual,  but  without  any  of  that 
teiiipt  at  the  suggtstion,   the  siiggesler  would 
iitsLiiictivety  have  looked  for,  had  she  made  il 
a  short  time  eince. 

With  all  her  silly  triBlng,  and  hermarvelloiu 
iitonutioiii  Miss  Madeline  had  a  peculiar  kii 
of  tact,  or  worldly  instinct,  that  taught  hw 
many  things  cleverer  people  overlook,  and 
nobler  luinda  rarely  profit  by  ;  at  all  events,  Btic 
'ouhl  perceive  the  eifect  tlie  disclosure  of  her 
brollier's  poeseEsions  and  expectations  had  pn^ 
<luced.  Fler  perceptions  were  far  from  ijuick, 
or  lieen,  yet  when  she  had  made  up  her  mil 
v\h!itta  do,  she  seldom  failed  in  her  object 
thtreCore  she  acquired  that  which  is eo ueceMsry 
to  success,  and  almost  success  itself — Confidence 
— rnviable  young  lady  ! — totally  ignorant  of  all 
llioBc  iucoavenient  sensatione  knowu  undar  tin 
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Ubof  shyneBfl,  sensitiveness,  mauvai$e  konie 
•5  she  was  seldoni  daunted^  and  never 
Mhed.  With  no  imagination  to  distract  her 
Vgkts  fron  the  point  in  riew  apon  matter 
■gtt  to  the  purpose,  she  always  set  to  work 
HI  anytkiog  she  undertook,  in  a  tnatter*of- 
t  basinefti-like  way  commendable  to  behold, 
iberately  persevering  till  she  had  gained  her 
1 :  rarely  excited,  (save  and  except  when  her 
H  love-matters  were  in  hand,)  and  never  in 
inny ;  she  was  the  tortoise  in  the  fable,  ''slow 
I  steady,  **  but  sure ;  having  once  decided 
m  the  expediency  of  working  her  way  any- 
are,  and  to  anything,  as  the  lithodomi  or 
iag  sheU4uffa}  when  its  perforating  process 
aooe  begun:  or  she  might  be  nK)re  aptly 
Spared  to  that  implement  wherewith  we  see 
"peDters  bore  through  wood  ; — a  sharper  in- 
Itooit  might  effect  a  speedier  incision,  but 
iliape  make  splinters,  and  come  out  ever  so 
^fiotti  the  desired  point,  instead  of  progres- 
>K  straight  through  to  the  opposite  side. 


54 


LING     PASBIOK. 


Now,  like  her  mother,  (who  we  have  seen» 
carried  the  propensity  to  a  very  exalted  pitch) 
.she  had  a  great  idea  of  taking  upward  flights, 
A6  regarded  their  sphere  of  life;  and  havii^  a| 
anc«  made  up  her  mind  to  establish  the  inti- 
macy nith  the  inmates  of  the  Hall,  so  auspi- 
ciously begun,  which  else,  as  she  rightly  feared, 
'•  might  have  died  a  natural  death;  "we  now  sea 
iier  yet  j^ersevering  in  the  object  she  bad  de- 
termined to  achieve.  The  foolish  pride  o£  others 
might  have  stood  in  their  way,  their  patience 
been  exhausted,  and  their  desire  to  concilUte 
and  keep  up  the  acquaintance  have  wUhen4 
beneath  the  superciliousneea  that  had  been 
found  so  efficient  in  checking  such  advances 
in  other  instances ;  suffice  it,  that  it  was  other- 
wise with  Miss  Madeline  ;  never  was  she  known 
to  heed  the  like  trifling  impediments,  or  b« 
hindered  from  her  object,  whether  it 
mouse  or  a  mountain  that  opposed  itself; 
meteor,  or  a  moth,  that  offered  its 
claims  to  her  attention. 
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**!»  conversation,  now    rather  flagging,   as 

^^ch  of  the  ladies  (Madeline  excepted)  seemed 

''^ore    occupied  in   her  own   reflections,    than 

^odiiced  to    commanfcate    them ;    that   young 

^^y  shortly  rose  to  take  her  leave,  as  she  said 

^e  was  spending  the  day  with  some  Dingsly 

friends,  who  were  expecting  her  return,  having 

^^  usual  taken  that  opportunity  of  paying  her 

'^^•pects  at  the  Hall.     Now,  so  very  chatty  and 

Kvely  wa^  Madeline  Brading,  so  obliging  and 

S^-humoured,  that   her   visits    were  always 

^dcome,  and  she  was  for  ever  being  asked  out 

^  spend  days  with  her  numerous  very  dear 

^nds ;  and  in  this  manner  it  was  she  gained 

*^f  insight,  or,   perchance,  suspicions  (which 

^^  nearly  as  well)  into  the  state  of  their  affairs, 

^•pecially  of  the  state  of  their  hearts,  if  those 

appendages    happened    yet    to   be    at    their 

*n>08al. 

^e  was  greatly  surprised  at  Anastasia's 
•'^^denly  offering  to  accompany  her  as  far  as 
^  ^trance  of  the  lane  that  led  out  from  the 
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park,  as  she  said  she  intended  walking  oat,  and 
she  would  take  that  opportunity  of  shewing 
her,  and  explaining  all  about  the  rustic  tetnplei 
Mr.  Brading,  she  had  beard  her  say,  so  much 
wished  to  learn  Bomethiog  about. 

Caroline  said  the  same  idea  had  occurred  to 
lier ;  she  was  upon  the  point  of  offering  to 
make  the  tour  of  the  said  temple  with  Miss 
Madeline,  not  with  standing  that  the  distance 
was  great  i  and  hereupon  the  very  ali^teat 
altercation  took  place  between  the  usters  on 
the  subject  of  the  ciceroneship. 

Poor  Madeline,  it  wss  almost  too  much  for 
her;  already  elated  by  her  foregone  euccesa 
with  the  Sunderlands,  here  nas  the  most 
refractory  of  the  family  all  at  once  propitiated, 
j  n  the  most  unforseen  way  imaginable ;  and  now, 
there  was  even  a  sort  of  dispute  for  precedency 
going  on,  in  her  favour,  between  the  two  young 
ladies  ;  it  was  beyond  everything .'  and  yet  it 
was  nothing  to  what  she  felt  when  Aaasteua 
stopped  shoit,  all  at  once,  and  sud,  "yoaaMO. 
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^  4iiregtrd   distance  in   conferring  pleasure 

^Pon  yomr  friends,  Miss  Brading ;   perhaps  you 

^^  bestow  a  day  upon  us  to-morrow,  and  you 

^'^  then  have  time  to  take  a  sketch  of  the 

"^^Ws*  or  whatever  you  like — say,  is  it  to  be  ?" 

Visions  of  various  kinds  flitted   across  the 

yonng  lady's  brain.     We  have  said,  Madeline *s 

l^Ioeophy  was  great,    and   her  imagination 

^*^^1 ;  that  ist  she  indulged  not  in  any  useless 

^%hts  of  fancy :  yet,  for  an  instant — but  one 

'"'^^e  did  allow  her  mind  to  run  riot  in  those 

Electable  regions,  as   she  remembered   what 

**^  had  elicited  from  Caroline  shortly  since,  viz., 

^^  a  certain  Mr.  Chancy  was  expected  by  the 

^^uiderlands  on  the  morrow ;   to  whose  heart, 

^^  have  seen,  she  had  some  time  ago  made  up 

^'  mind   to  lay  systematic  siege,  or  as  she 

Pithily  phrased  it,    to    make    ''a   dead  set," 

^^h  it  was  to  be  vegr^etted,  she  had  found 

^^r  opportunities  than  could  have  been  wished 

^piosecttting  the  resolve.   She  made,  however, 

^show  of  reluctance,  or  unnecessary  delay  in 
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embracing  the  proposal,  as  a  less  direct  | 
mi^lit  have  done.     Although,  as  she  afterwards  • 
informed  her  friends,  the  Monktona,  at  Dingsly, 
she  accepted  the  invitation  more  for  the  sake  of 
ohliging  her  friends,  Anaatasia  and   CarDliae. 
than  for  anything  she  cared  about  fiirtherir^  tbe 
progress  of  the  temple  ;  the  progress  of  nhieh 
she  was,  on  the  contrary,  rather  anxious  should 
be  delayed  as  long  as  possible,  greatly  fearing 
her  papa,  who  was  beginning  to  grow  very  tired 
of    the    country,    would    henceforth    become 
desperate,  as, — all  his  alterations  and  impron 
mentSjOnce  completed,  and  nothing  else  to  do,- 
there  was   no  knowing  what  would   ensue  }■ 
perhaps   his   carrying   them  all  back  again 
London, 

"  Which  would  be  a  thousand  pities^  my  dd 
Mrs,  Monkton,"  continued  our  liltie  friend, 
her  most  confidential  tone,  "  as  we  are  { 
on  such  pleasant,  friendly  terms  with  the  t 
agreeable  families  in  this  very  congenial  e 
bourhood." 
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^  Mrs.  Monkton  thought — so  Miss  Monk- 

^^  declared,  while  the  two  junior  Mr.  Monk- 

^^  never  heard  of  such  a  thing !    and  Mr. 

^'^orge  Monkton,  in  particular,  found  himself 

forced  to  gt?e  it,  as  his  opinion,  that  such  con* 

^^ct  would  be  neither  more  nor  less  than  Cruel 

^>Hl  Barbarous !  to  which  Mr.  William*  not  to 

^  outdone,  subjoined,  in  a  very  decided  tone  of 

^^ce,  that  *^  the  loss  would  be  a  general  one ;" 

^^t  his  brother  murmured  in  a  softer  key,  some- 

^^g  about  it's  being  stiJl  more  particularly 

^H  ;   insomuch,  that  had  not  the  immediate 

Ptt>spect  of  again  meeting  Mr.  James  Chancy 

^^terposed  itself,  there  is  no  answering  for  how 

^^  heart  might  have  been  affected  by  the  cross 

^'^  of  complimentary  speeches.      As   it  was, 

^^Wever»  her  manner  was  so  perfectly  easy  and 

^^'HHMistrained,  and  her  spirits  so  elate,  that  she 

^aa  more  animated  and  amusing  than  ever,  and 

'  *^P^ted  so  many  funny  things,  less  general 

^^  particular^  (which  made  them   the  more 

f^^uante,)   and  gave    utterance    to  so  many 


60 


THE    SUL1NC    FASSIOM. 


naive  sentiments  upon  mci>  and  things,  wfaicb^ 
(aa  she  always  said  whatever  came  into  her  i 
disregardful  of  aught  but  the  present  momenl 
without  forethought  or  concern  for  anybody,  i 
anything  else)  she  found  no  difficulty  in  doingSi 
that  she  really  made  herself  quite  fascinaUngM 
and  came  to  be  considered  quite  witty  by  i 
the  Monktons:  and  Mr.  George  Monktoa,  who 
had  been  some  time  thinking  of  playiog  vp  to. 
the  young  lady's  furtune,  thought,  after  i 
tliat  the  "duinpy  little  girl"  had  really  win 
thing  agreeable  about  her. 

During  all  this  pleasant  and  flattering  si 
things,  Anastasia  Sunderland, — who  was  lookiag 
forward  with  a  restless  impatience,  tbe  elated 
one  little  suspected  or  dreamed  of,  for  her  v 
on  the  morrow,  and  who  had,  with  the  great« 
difficulty,   reined   in    her   buruiog  cariosity 
learn  tlie  explanation  of  those  few  enigmatioi 
words  she  had  accidently  overheard ;  or  becaiu 
her  ears  were  so  acutely  alive  to  the  name  tl 
little  lady  bad  carelessly  mentioped ; — Amm 
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M  of  mind  was  fiar  less  enviable.  Well  bad 
been  for  her,  with  her  bringing-up  and 
loired  habits  of  mind,  had  she  possessed  the 
ppy  complacency,  and  the  comfortable  conceit 
Madeline,  or  her  sister  Caroline.  Not,  for 
t  instant,  between  the  time  of  Madeline's  de- 
tore  and  her  coming  the  following  day,  did 
B  cease  torturing  her  mind  with  conjectures 
to  the  probable  nature  of  the  profound  secret 
^hich  Clarendon  so  evidently  figured.  Rosalie 
Courcy,  too,  was  concerned  in  the  mystery, 
latever  it  might  be, — that  was  equally  plain ;  it 
ist  be  some  strange  plot — connected  with  the 
7f  too,  as  it  seemed  to  be,  and  consequently 
A  bis  sudden  departure.  It  was  but  another 
k  in  that  chain  of  deceit,  of  which  she  was 
Sf  to  be  the  victim, — that  deceit  with  which 
had  conspired  to  blind  her,  and  to  wound 
^f  where  Clarendon  was  concerned.  Caroline, 
•t  mother,  Percy,  the  Melvilles,  (especially  the 
'^  Dora,)  and  now,  but  she  would  wait  till 
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she  should  hear  the  strange  secret  the  morroi 
was  to  bring  forth. 

The  morrow  came,  and  with  it  Miss  MAdelioi 
and  her  secret,  which  waa  doomed  not  to  con- 
tJDue  much  longer  in  her  undivided   posse&stoit,  J 
little   deeming    the    anxiety    with    which    berl 
L-oming    had    been   looked   for.       Fortunately* J 
Caroline  was  engaged  in  (for  her)  a  somewbi 
animated  flirtation  H-Jth  Delaoj,  the  fact  of  Mtwfl 
Brading'a  being  expected  having  quite  escsp* 
her  memory — such  a  memory!   in  whose  u 
tentiveness  she  gloried.     So  Anastasia  had  tbaj 
tietd — or   rather  the  park,    in   which   she 
strolling,  when   Madeline  entered,  at  the  novi 
well-known  little  side  gate,  all  to  herself. 

But  the  marvellous  disclosure,  which  sliv^ 
rightly  calculated  upon  her  power  of  being  abhkfl 
to  extract  from  the  highly  flattered  little  Im^J 
must  be  rciierved  for  another  chapter. 
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"  Tbe  happy  whimsy  you  pursue, 
Till  you  at  length  belieTe  it  true  ; 
Gmgfat  by  your  own  delusire  art, 
Tou  fiuicy  iittt,  and  then  assert." — Ptioi. 

^  would  have  fonned  rather  a  curious  pictartf 

^  striking  difference  in  appearance  between 

^«  two  ladies  now  walking  together  iu  such 

^^est  colloquy.     The  tall  figure  of  Anastasia, 

^th  her  flashing  eyes^  and  her  long,  and  rather 

^'^ified  features,  as  she  looked  downwards  on 

^^  imally  but  not  very  sylph- like  being  by  her 

^4e,  whose  low  stature,  short  face,  and  rather 
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undignified  style  of  features,  enhanced  io  the! 
effect,  by  the  obligation  she  found  herself  unc 
of  turning  them  constantly  upwards  upon  t 
lace   of  her   stately   companion,   displayed  i 
marked  a  case  of  contrast  as  might  be.     "  Y41 
see,"   said  she,   in  continuation  of  the  storj 
Anastastia  had  graduiilly  induced  her  to  u 
by  means  of  artfully -urged  hints,  well-point* 
incredulity,      and     half-assumed     indifTerem 
"  You  see,   Rosalie    was  most  anxious  to    ; 
a   visit  the    Old   Abbey,   and   as    I    tvas   he< 
principal  friend  in  our  lainily.  1  went  with  ha 
We  were   getting   tired,   and   walking  up  tbi 
glen,  when  I  spied  out  a  good-sized  liolc  in  tbi 
sideof  the  Abbey,  large  enough  to  look  througb;] 
and  when  we  had  cleared  away  the  bushes  anct 
ivy,  we  could  see  into  the  inside,  and  who  should^ 
we  see  there  but  a  gentleman,  who  proved  f 
be  this  Mr.  Clarendon,  striding  to  and  fro, 
poking  and  peering  about,  seeming,  ia  fnct,  ■ 
1  thought,  a  little  cracked.     When  he  had  well 
searched  every  hole  and  comer,  he  amused  Ian 
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by  sitting  down  and  reading  some  letter  or 
r»  and  after  going  through  some  other 
^  away  he  went ;  but  the  letter  he  had 
I  cnunpling  up  in  such  a  pet,  he  dropped 
the  entrance ;  and  while  he  was  getting  his 

e  again,  I  skipped  round  and " 

adelioe  hesitated  somewhat  to  tell  the  next 

unent 

WeXL,*'  said  Anastasia,  a  little  startled. 

[  did'nt  open  the  letter,  because  it  was  no 

r  at  all»  but  only  a  few  mysterious  lines  on 

ap  of  paper." 

Directed  to  whom/'  interrupted  her  earnest 

ler* 

Well,  to  be  sure,  how  strange  !   that  was 

we  found  out  who  the  man  was, — Claron- 

of  coarse ;    and  it  contained  a  few  lines 

t •• 

l?hat?"  exclaimed  Anastasia,  in  a  tone  of 
iU-tuppressed  eagerness,   that  somehow 
idaced  a  qualm  of  conscience  in  the  in- 
Mi  damsel. 
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"  Dear  me,  liow  wrong  I  have  been  lo  )iav(j1 
gone  so  far,"  she  stammered. 

Having  proceeded   so  fari  however,  it  would' J 
have  been  a  pity  to  withhold  the  gist  of  thtfJ 
matter,  so  A.nastasia  hinted,  emphatically,  yeC  j 
indiR'erently ;  and  so  she  continued  to  unfold  J 
the  mighty  secret,  oE  vrhich  she  was  the  cod- J 
fidential  depository,  though,  not  without  sun- J 
dry  stoppings,  divers  checkings,   and  a  81 
ttifiisation  of  compunction :    of  which,  as  t 
only  hinder  the  progress  of  the  atory,  we  e 
take  no  further  heed.     "  The  words  contain 
in  the  paper,"  she  continued,  "  were  VCTy  li 
and  mysterious, — something  about  a  meeting  ■ 
appointment.     I  remembered  tliera  at  the  tiia 
and  told  them  to  Rosalie,  thinking  to  myself  i 
was  most    likely   some   lo¥e  appointment, 
which  the  poor  man  had  been  left  in  the  lur< 
to  kick   his  heels  all   for  nothing;   and  thai 
perhaps,    he    had    been    searching    about 
diligently,  to  see  if  she  had  hidden  hertelf  ft 
where,   which   was'nt   very  likely.      All 
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^den,  Rosalie,  who  bad  seemed  lost  in  a 
^Wn  study*  told  me  to  remain  quite  quiet 
'^re  I  was,  and  lend  her  the  large  Tartan 
^wl  I  had  put  on,  as  it  was  a  cool  morning, 
1  I  did  not  expect  to  meet  any  body ;  she 
t  this  on  in  a  curious  sort  of  way,  then 
ttened  down  the  large  straw  bonnet  she  wore, 
tl  tied  a  great,  large  handkerchief  right  down 
er  it,  trusting,  as  she  said,  to  the  indifferent 
■er?ance  of  the  particularities  of  costume  so 
Hal  with  gentlemen ;  though,  if  she  had  had 
ick  to  deal  with,  she  would  have  found  the 
nitrary ;  for  there  is  no  doubt  but  that  he 
oidd  have  found  her  out.  She  told  me  she 
M  going  to  play  the  gipsy  ;  though,  I  had  no 
1^  till  then  she  was  so  freakish,  but  quite  the 
^trary.  What  could  provoke  her  to  do  it, 
camiot  guess.  And  then  she  went  on  so 
■Uy  to  tell  him  all  sorts  of  things  without 
topping,  that  it  quite  took  away  one's  breath 
^  kear  her.  I  could  see  him  start  several 
^>H  when    she   told  him   something  about 
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ditFereot  initials,  and  rivals,  and  alt  that  iiort 
of  thing  gipsies  always  say.  I  remember  onoe 
at   the  Diiigsly  races  a    gipsy  telling  nie   my 

fortune,  and " 

"  And  what  did  she  tell!"  demanded  M: 
Sunderland, 

"  Why,  she  lold  rac  what  never  came  to  pasi 

at  all)  that  1  should  be  married " 

'■  I  mean,  you  don't  TCniember  what  this  r*. 
niavkably  forward  young  lady  said?"  asked  AniB 
tasia,  impatiently,  with  her  loud,  short  laugh. 

"  I  could  not  hear  all ;  there  were  two  rivals 
in  the  case,  I  know,  and  a  good  deal  about  n 
crooked  S, — the  initial,  of  which  he  was  to 
beware.  I  could  see  him  though,  and  thoaght 
him  very  well  worth  looking  at,  I  can  tell  yoo, 
though  not  exactly  the  sort  of  man  to  suit  my 
taste  ;  that  is,  his  hair  aud  complexion  are  too 
light.  I  like  something  more  like  a  corsair,. or 
a  brigand,  that's  my  sort  of  style,"  aaid  our 
little  friend,  grown  quite  conftdentially  com- 
municative. 


I 
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^liastasia  was  silent  for  some  time,  and 
^eliney  wbo  was  rarely  so  for  long  together 
^  reminded  to  adopt  the  exculpatory  strain, 
''^lily  the  more  betraying  the  extent  of  her 
Uitcretioo,  as  follows: — ^*  Vm  sure,  I  don't 
*  why  she  should  have  been  so  anxious  to 
^  the  joke  all  to  herself,  and  she  never 
ud  me  to  secretly  until  after  I  knew  all  the 
let*  I'm  sure  it's  the  only  one  she  every 
ifided  to  me,  and  then  she  could  not  help  it. 
ftde  her  the  confidant  of  almost  everything^ 
she  never  confided  anything  to  me  in  re-  . 
I-— Qcver,  except  just  when  it  was  impossible 
do  otherwise;  and  then  she  talked  so  of 
iog  upon  my  secrecy,  when  she  never  chose 
4ace  any  reliance  in  me  at  all,  except  just 
m  it  suited  her, — and  then  to  begin  talking 

tlying  upon  me " 

*. Absurd  I"    cried   her    companion,    almost 
HHd.    '^  Absurd,  indeed  !" 
^.Aiid  then  talking  so  seriously  about  solemn 
■■uses,  after  having  been  so  skittish  herself. 
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Oh !    if  you    had   seen   how    cunningly    abe] 
managed  to  conceal  her  face ;  what  with  luokin 
down,  and  her  handkercliief,  and  her  long  vurlt 
which  I  remember  were  dreadfully  '<"(  of  cuffi 
^I   detest  Jong   ciirU !     and    then    how 
Etcipped  off  in  double  quick  time,  (as  Rjchsr^ 
Kays)  when  she  thought  he  waa  going  t 
a  Torcible  effort  to  ^'et  &  view  of  her  feature*  J^ 
^he  was  certainly  in  a   hit  of  ii  fright  when  1 
began  following  her  into  the  glen,  but  he  xoi 
thought  better  of  it,   :ind  she  got  off  very  i 
in  my  opinion," 

"  Most  wonderful !  "     said    Auaslasia.       ' 
crooked  i',  too." 

"Two  crooked  A"«,  my  dear  Miss  AnasUuia^ 
and  then  such  a  way  as  she  had  with  her  t 
persuading  one  to  do  and  say  just  anylhing  alu 
liked,"  continued  I\Iud<  liue,  really  beginning  % 
feel  indignant.  "Sutii  a  dtgnihed  sort  i 
TOmmanding—  I  don't  know  what  way  with  bei 
Just  like  a  book  sonietnnes,  and  theu  to  Kan  o 
on  such  an  out-of-the-way  freak  ug  this.     1  i 
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^  /  never  pretend  to  lecture  and  talk  fine  ; 
»  such  an  odd  prank  as  that  would  never 
'e  entered  my  head ;  and  after  all,  to  be 
:ii^  so  grave  and  earnestly  about  solemn, 
^ble  promises* — to  roe,  too;  and  so  im-^- 
liitely  after  the  gipsy  scene,  continuing  on 
grand  and  dignified  style — prating  about 
oonfidence  she  had  reposed  in  me,  when  she 
er  divulged   a    single    thing   of  her   own 

Wo. 

»y  thb  process  of  reasoning,  Miss  Madeline 
,  by  degrees,  got  rid  of  all  her  compunctious 
tings,  and  got  to  think  herself  a  very  injured 
M)n,  indeed.  We  can  recommend  a  like 
rte  of  argument  as  very  prosperous  in 
ilar  cases,  in  directing  our  anger  from  our- 
«s  to  others.  By  it,  the  young  lady  in 
ttion,  had  speedily  transformed  herself  from 
little  traitress  to  an  exceedingly  ill-used 
ividoal,  and  began  to  reproach  herself,  as 
ilftid,  for  having  allowed  herself  ''to  be  so 
upon." 
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Ana^tasia's  state   of  feeling  in   listening  to  1 
this  arlhsa  hiwtory  of  (aa  she  devoutly  believed)  J 
Iresli  irpachery  Hiretted  against  herself,  can  ba  J 
easier  imagined  than  described.    It  wal  strange  J 
enough,  but  she  feared  Rosalie  and  her  decision  I 
of  character  more  than  anything  else,  dreading! 
her  interference,  which  she  now  doubted  noV-l 
was  exerted  in  the  cause  of  her  fiiend,  Dora.1 
Unwittingly,  the  coarse  mind  of  Madeline  su 
jested  iiiiolher  direction  for  her  suspicioiia, 
she  went  on  to  say,  "  it's  a  mystery  to  ue  liu# 
she  can   iiave  gained    such  an   insight  into  thsl 
gentleiiiaa's  affaires  He  eceur  ;  or  whether  they  i 
*vere  only  lucky  guesses;   but  1  cootd  see  him 
»tart  several   times  at  what  she   said,  and   it 
came  into  my   head  afterwards,  that,  p 
she  wanted  to  make  up  to  him  herself,  and  fi 
out  the  state  of  his  heart  first ;  for  I  obwtvdl 
they  seemed  to  have  become  mighty  friends  I 
the  Dingsly  Ball." 

"  Yes,"  thought  Anastasia,  interpreting  I 
matter  in   a    more    disinterested 
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^^^^^  than  her  soi-disant  friend  saw  fit  to  do : 
'^  koew  she  was  the  friend  of  Dora  Melville.'' 
*'My  dear  Miss  Brading,*'  said  Lady  Sunder- 
'^9  sometime  afterwards,  to  that  young  lady, 
^  (he  was  upon  the  point  of  ascending  for  the 
^^^ff09e  of  commencing  betimes  the  important 
*^(pirations  of  dressing  for  dinner, ''  I  think  I 
^dsrstood  you  were  in  correspondence  with  Miss 
» Ceurcy." 

*I  have  heard  from  her/^  said  Madeline, 
Mtily.  ''Oood  gracious!"  thought  she  to 
delf,  beginning  to  feel  really  alarmed,  as  her 
B^sdence  pointed  out  the  one  subject  in  cou- 
pon with  Bosalie,  and  consequently  a  little 
^^aaaed  of  her  imprudence.  ^'Anastasia  has 
sverl -" 

^8he  18  staying  with  her  aunts  at  the  Isle  of 
Uiiy  the  Miss  de  Courcys,"  continued  Lady  Sun- 
^laod.  ^  Is  she  not  ?  I  believe  she  is  a  great 
>»«irite  with  them  ?*' 

*'0h»ye8!"  said  the  scared  and  conscience- 
hieken  damsel^  collecting  her  thoughts.  '*  Oh, 

VOL.  III.  S 
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yes!  papa  says  ihey  perfectly  doat  upon  hep*! 
Papa  knows  them  ;^at  k-aat  be  bos  seen  themf  J 
and " 

"  Very  nice  old  ladles,  (  duubt  not,  tbough  f  J 
know  not  why  1  ationld  aiisume  so  mucli  i  hav| 
you  any  notion  of  tbeir  ages  i" 

Madeline  knew  that  part  ul'the  story,  cfaapterl 
and  rerse,  fur  ber's  was  tbe  Bort  of  brain  famuufrj 
fur  chroniclina  all  »ucb  domestic  dateb;  so  sbei  \ 
hastened  to  impart  tbe  desired  intelhgence^J 
afternards  adding  some  few  other  particulsra  ofj 
lierown  accord,  of  a  like  description. 

"'  They  might  marry  yet,"  said  Lady  &ma 
laud,  musingly' 

"^Not  tbe  leaj^t  probability  of  it  in  the  world,"  J 
said  Madeline.  "  1  bave  heard  them  described^  J 
and  from  all  1  have  heard,  I  should  say  it  waNij 
moat  unlikely." 

"  They  have  fiue  property  in  tbcWeBtlBt 
baid  her  lady8hi[s  interrogatively. 

"  Fioe  indeed !  and  Rosy  will  be  their  » 
heiresk." 
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I'm  sore  I  am  happy  to  hear  she  is  likely  to 
10  fortunate;  she  appears  a  very  charming 
;  but  have  you  Mr.  Brading's  authority  for 
ng  this  ?"  asked  Lady  Sunderland. 
Oh)  yes!''  said  Madeline,  *' be  knows  all 
itt  that  sort  of  property,  and  all  about 
alie's  heiress-ship.  To  ^ve  you  my  opinion, 
J  Sunderland,  I  should  not  wonder  if  she 
B  to  follow  the  example  of  her  aunts ;  though 
ive  heard  from  good  authority  they  do  not 
I  it ;  indeed,  I  know  both  they  and  her  great 
ids,  the  Percys,  wish  her  to  marry." 
I  doubt  not,  your  clever  little  friend  has 
ly  pretenders  to  her  hand  ;  though  it  is  to 
ieared,  not  a  few  of  them  may  be  moved  by 
ri. of  interest,"  said  Lady  Sunderland,  with 
%  little  asperity  in  her  tone  at  the  idea  of 
I  mercenarioess. 

No  doubt;  I  know  from  personal  experience 

t  it  is  to  feel  thaty*  exclaimed  Madeline, 

I    a    significant    upturning    of    the   eyes, 

a  groan,  half  of  disgust.    ^^  A  g^rl  ^ith 

£2 


16 


THE    RliLlNti     PASaiOir* 


money  is  too   frequently  &  mark  for  Pensjlfll 
DeBigning " 

"  Are  you  aware  of  any  auch  J " 

"  Yes,  aiy  dear  Lady  Sunderland,"  Big 
persecuted  damsel ;  "  but  happily  For  nynlf  a 
my  future  of  peace  of  mind,  I  dJscorered,  ere  i^J 
was  quite  too  late,  before  my  heart's  beat— — 

'^  Ob,  indeed  ! "  interrupted  Lady  SuBderland, 
"  tbat  was  very  fortunate,  as  you  aay.  But,  Miu 
de  Courcy,  is  there  any  probability  of  her  1 
coming  a  prey  to  fortune-hunters?" 

"  Not  that  I'm  aware  of.  There  is  a  kiad  of  .1 
lianger  on  of  ber'e,  travelling  about  with  thent  i 
now — a  sort  of  literary  ally  of  Mr.  Pefcy*B;  1 1 
^hall  soon  find  out  all  about  that,  as  I'm  det«r-'  1 
mind  not  to  let  Rosalie  rest  till  she  tells  n 

"  I  wonder  not  at  your  anxiety  to  kno«»  J 
Vour  friend  seems  a  most  charming  and  intell^J 
gent  person,"  said  Lady  Sunderland;  "Ofhor^ 
father,  Sir  William  has  the  highest  opinion,  p 
fessionally  speaking,  and  from  the  little  I  s 
th«  daughter,  1  felt  particularly  intereattd  in  b«i 
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^^So  do  others  of  the  fanily,"  thought 
Adeline.  **  Very  odd ;  I  should  Kke  par- 
:ukrly  to  know  why,  tad  shan't  be  easy  till  I 
id  out'' 

^  Berhape,**  said  the  ebrewd  yotiDg  damsel  to 
TmU,  as  moviDg  towards  the  door,  she  turned 
and  to  receive  the  parting  beams  of  her  lady- 
ip'a  bland  smile  fuU  npon  her ;  ^*  perhaps  they 
4it  to  get  her  for  the  extravagant,  superfine 
^9  Frederick — a  very  stylish  young  man 
^Ugh  by  the  way.  From  all  I  have  heard^  I 
gin  to  suspect  the  Sunderlands  are  not  quite 
Hch  as  they  appear.  I  hope  they  are  not  out- 
Oning  the  constable.  I  almost  fear  all  is  not 
^  as  it  should  be  with  the  Sunderlands.     At 

yratc '* 

lliese  charitable  surmises,  which  might  have 
^ned  a  very  high  pitch,  indeed,  were  for  the 
^^lent  interrupted  by  the  sudden  entrance  of 
^^  Sunderland,  who  burst  into  the  room,  with 
*^i]gb,  unportentous  of  merriment,  her  mother 
tew  well  to  interpret.     ^*  I  do  believe,"  cried 
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abe,  "  Caroline  and  Delaoy  hare  had  a  g 
quarrel  at  last.  When  I  saw  them  just  now,  t 
both  looked  extraordinarily  glum,  and,  for  th 
even  excited.     I  can't   make  it  out  at  all, . 

Caroline  won't  say  anything " 

After  sundry  vain  efTorts,  Lady  Sunderlaod 
succeeded  in  intimating  to  her  incautious  dadgh* 
ter  the  direction  where  Madeline  stood)  with  the 
handle  of  the  opposite  door  in  her  band,  driak- 
ing  in  these  highly-interesting  family  diecloeures ; 
while  her  ladyship,  with  a  spectral  attempt  at  a 
laugh,  said  something  about  supposing  Caroline 
bad  been  loo  hard  upon  her  swain.  Anastaaia 
laughed  again,  without  displaying  any  very 
great  concern  at  her  mistake,  but  said  Dothing  ; 
and  Madeline,  at  length,  thought  proper  to  i 
retire,  with  food  for  further  comment,  and  fred 
wonderment. 

During  the  evening,  although  our  little  fi 
felt  herself  in  full  feather,  and  shot  a  toleral 
successful  volley  of  her  naive  and  amusing  i 
iugs,  at  and  for  the  edification  of  Mr.  Jai 
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aDqr»  who  seemed  as  entertained  thereby  as 
had  been  heretofore ;  yet  she  was  fully  con- 
Nis  of  not  being  such  a  perfect  heroine  as 
h  the  Monktons  on  the  preceding  day ;  and 
aing  those  iamihar  pleasantries,  which  on 
own  part  she  found  it  impossible  to  adven* 
3,  amidst  the  comparatively  cold  formality 
t  surrounded  her,  her  genius  cramped  and 
tailed,  did  perchance,  give  a  momentary  sigh 
r  the  remembrance  of  the  triumphant  success 
ler  last  night's  sallies,  and  revert  to  the  well- 
Hsted  flatteries  of  the  family  at  Dingsly.     In 
t»  she  was  not  the  first  who  has  experienced 
truth,  that  the  price  to  be  paid  for  the  society 
^ose  finer  than  ourselves,  is  being  cast  some- 
^tinto  the  shade,  while  the  humbler  our  com- 
^y,  the  more  charming  we  are  enabled  to  make 
"delves,  and  the  more  we  are  generally  made  oL 
Qhi  returning  home,  however,  Madeline  fore- 
^  (in  ^ving  an  account  of  her   visit  and 
Ventures)  adverting  to  any  such  little  draw- 
ls to  her  triumph,  and  tinted  her  ad  libitum 
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picture  of  the  whole  afTair  with  such  a  prolu 
of  coulenr  de  rose,  lliat  her  sisters  were  greatly 
imposed  by  its  briUiancy,  and  above  all,  by  her  ii 
proved  edition  of  the  extent  of  her  frieadlinewl 
with  the  haughty  AnaBtasia,  whom  they  hod^l 
one  and  all,  looked  on  as  the  most  repellingly  I 
inaccessible  of  the  Sunderland  race.  Even  iietM 
brother  Richard,  though  he  permitted  not  90  I 
much  to  become  apparent,  began  to  bold  his  I 
sister's  cleverness  in  higher  estimation  than  | 
heretofore. 

Between  these  two  young  people  there  had  I 
never  been  any  medium  state  of  alliance ;  they  I 
constantly  rang  the  changes  between  the  closest  I 
confidence  and  the  most  marked  enmity, — wen  J 
always  either  the  staunchest  iriends,  or  else  ail 
daggers  drawn  ;  in  reality,  they  had  mutually  i 
high  opinion  of  each  other;  yet  never  ha4>l 
Richard  looked  more  benignly  upon  Madetina  I 
nud  her  abilities  than  now. 

Mrs.  Brading  had  for  some  time  proolaimMl'  I 
her  regrets  that  she  had  found  but  little  ] 


TBS   SULINO   PASBIOK.  bl 

■pttby  and  redprocal  feeling  in  the  family 
the  Hall;  yet  aecretly  ahe  had  given  her 
lighter  much  credit  for  keeping  np  the  ac* 
lii^aooe, — had  begun  even  to  admit  to  several 
her  oeighboure  that  she  might  have  been 
taken  in  her  estimate  of  the  Sunderlands ; 
.  that  very  morning,  after  listening  to  Made- 
>'8  flourishing  account  of  their  state  of  mutual 
macy»  the  unbounded  cordiality  of  her  recep- 
I9  kc,  had  in  the  revulsion  of  her  feelings, 
led  her  daughter  to  convey  her  compliments 
be  Miss  Sunderlands,  with  an  intimation  of 
willingless,  should  they  desire  it,  to  inscribe 
€  lines  in  their  albums.  This  important 
aage,  haply  remembered  just  in  time,  by 
laliiie,  she  had  triumphantly  borne  off  the 
^^bound,  and  gold -clasped  volumes ;  cer* 
of  the  effect  that  would  be  produced  by 
tangible  proof  of  her  influence  with  her 
id  friends,  of  whom, — notwithstanding  that 
poetic  Mrs.  Brading,  equally  with  her  un« 
(inative  son  (though  after  a  difierent  man- 
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ner)   carried  things   with   a  high  h&nd,- 
rightly  judged  tbey  all  stood  somewhat  ia  awfti.1 
But  the  triumph  with  which  she  produced,  was 
notliiog  to  the  satisfaction  with  which  her  mo- 
ther received  these  i)recious  depositories  of  the  j 
inanities  of  the  ^icn  and  pencil;  as  she  looked  1 
forward  to   enhancing  the   store,    and  saw  in 
them  a  twofold  medium  of  showing  off, — a  renu- 
niscence  alike  to  the  world  of  her  talents,  {of 
which  it  might  be  getting  oblivious)  and  of  the 
estimation  in  which  they  were  held  by  Sunder- 
land Park,     From  that  moment  she  began   to 
find   she  had  been   perfectly  mistaken  in   her 
estimate  of  that  family,   and  candidly  informed  J 
every  body  that  she  laid  to  her  own  charge  tlu 
false   hght  in  which  she   bad  hitherto  viewed  J 
them,  to  her  own  reserve,  and  sbriaking  froaS'J 
society :  the  fault,  she  confessed,  had  all  been  ii 
herself. 

"  Here,  Arabella,  is  a  note  for  you,  from  J 
Dehtny,"   said   Madeline,   as  that  fair  Auasi 
tripped  into  the  break  fast-room,  the  tatim 
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miiig,  and  threw  ber  arms  round  Madeline's 
ck,  displaying  by  tbe  movement  an  immense 
loont  of  graceful  affection,  at  tbe  same  time, 
lb  a  well  turned  ankle,  and  tolerably  small 
it,  clad  in  an  embroidered  slipper,  "and  bow 
II  tbe  little  lady  is  looking  !"  said  sbe,  smiling 
th  ineffable  sweetness,  and  screwing  up  ber 
^8,  tbe  better  to  ascertain  tbe  fact.  '*  Tbe 
«  seems  actually  to  bave  paid  a  visit  to  tbe 
B^,  wbicb  bas  taken  up  sucb  a  constant  abode 
her  cheek  and  neck,  that  I  have  always 
'light  that  thai  name  would  apply  far  better 
my  dearest  Madeline  than  to  that  Dorothy 
^Iville,  they  call  by  the  name  **  Lillie,"  and 
il  to  make  so  much  fuss  about." 

*  Ab,  yes  J  I  bave  seen  her,  and  she's  pale 
^Hgb,  Heaven  knows;  but  then  she's  quite 
9ieSf  you  know." 

•  Why,  as  for  that,  my  dear,  it's  rather  ber 
oitof  style  and  iournure,  and  her  lifelessness, 
t  makes  her  so  dowdy,"  said  Miss  Mahon, 
^ly,  and  with  heightened  colour,  not  being 
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herself  particularly  youthful,  though  shs  i 
up  for  It  by  an  endless  variety  of  mincing  gracei 
"  Defeud  me  a  thousand  times  more  from  bavl 
half- hoy deuish,  half-miaEish  »Bter!"  added  •hfl^-J 
looking  really  very  much  disgusted. 

"  \e?er  saw  her  ;  but  I  have  heard  Dr. 
Stewart  rave  nonsensically  about  her,  as  a  littlfrfl 
fairy,  and  that  sort  of  stuff!  but  Bella,  yoittl 
always  call  me  fair,  fairy,  and  all  that;  yet  Ro^l 
sallc  told  me,  when  I  asked  her  the  question  J 
that  of  the  two  styles,  she  ratbei  conaidere 
mine  the  Brunette." 

"  All  jealousy,  sweetest  Madeline,"  cried  hei 
friend  with  a  little  laugh,  "  but  never  miad  then] 
I  want  to  bear  about  my  faireat  (she  was  nei 
sighted,  therefore  the  mistake  wa^  excusahle)1 
Madeline;  it's  really  too  bad  of  her  looking  * 
well,  after  all  her  conquests,  and  uot  withstand -I 
iQg  all  the  darts  she  has  hcen  dispatching  right 
into  the  foredoomed  hearts  of  Mr.  James  Chancy, 
and  others." 

"  What  nonsense,   Bella!' 
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ooldiigy  nevertheless,  highly  gratified,  ''it's  a 
Wri  joke  your  talking  about,  hearts  and  darts 
ft  mt*  With  your  air  and  figure  I  must  come 
^  joa  for  inatmotion  how  to  set  to  work." 

"Yegl  if  I  had  such  a  way  of  saying  things 
-is  a  certain  young  lady — /'  insinuated  Miss 
lahon. 

^  My  way  of  saying  things !  If  I  had  only 
ftvir  way  of  doing  things,  my  dear  friend  I " 

^SOly  child  come  tell  us  all  about  it  I'm 
^  you  must  hare  a  great  deal  to  say,  dearest, 
^  will  delight  your  firiendf"  said  Arabella. 

And  after  this  manner  did  the  dialogue  at 
>«e  self-depreciating  and  complimentary,  as 
^  customary  between  these  two  friends*  con- 
ttue  for  some  little  time,  until  Arabella  with- 
^%w  to  peruse  her  note. 

**l  suppose  Richard  and  she  flirted  desperate- 

lU  day  yesterday,"  Madeline  remarked  to  her 
^  elder  sisters,  as  soon  as  her  friend  had 
'Appeared. 

**Why,  we  thought  not  quite  so  much  as 
^"  replied  they. 
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'•  Ah  !  1  thought  how  it  would  be,"  mA  Mn-  ' 
deliiiR,  "  I  suspected  it  was  going  off;  that  ia,  . 
that  the  first  step  in  its  gradual  death  and  decay  1 
had  commenced;  poor  thing  !  she  was  not  for^  I 
warned  of  Richard's  ways  when  she  commenced  J 
her  attack  ;  foolish  girl!" 

"  I'm  sure  1  wish  he  would  marry  some  CHM^  j 
dtid  live  somewhere  else,"  said  Anabel,  "  be  I 
get's  more  rude  and  overbearing  than  ever,—  I 
there's  no  enduring  it." 

"  Oh  !   he  has  gone   on   dreadfully  lately, ** 
said  Cecilia, — "  he  treat's  us  like  I  don't  know  * 

"  And  he  told  me,"  cried  the  eldest  girl, 
that  I  was  getting  a  namby  paraby,  put-on-lhe-  I 
shelf  old  maid  ;"  and  the  meek-spirited  Emetino  i 
coloured  with  unwonted  indignation  at  the  insi- 
nuation; "now  I  am  only  juat  twenty-three,  I 
and  ^  — "  ("  Twenty-four  next  month,"  mur>  | 
mured  Madeline),  "  and  I  know  Miss  Mahoo  it  | 
a  great  deal  more  than  that." 

"  Ah  !   Caroline  Sunderland  toid  me  ihe  i 
eight  or  nine-and-tn-enty,"  said  Mic 
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Well,  Ae*9  old  enough  to  teach  him  better 
men ;  so  I  wish  he  would  marry  her  without 
of  time»"  said  the  indignant  Anabel. 
And  /  wish  Richard  would  marry,  too ;  for 
dd  me  I  should  be  his  brideVmidd,  and  has 
lised  to  give  me  a  bonnet  of  his  own  choosing 
he  occasion/'  remarked  the  youngest  Miss 
ling. 

That  was  in  one  of  his  good-natured  moods,'' 
Cecilia,  "  and  he  certainly  is  good-natured 
stimesy  when  we  do  anything  for  him  he 
es." 

Yes,  yes !  his  promises  have  always  bribery 
corruption  at  the  bottom,"  exclaimed  Ana- 
**  it's  my  opinion,  we  shall  soon  have  no 
ds  leflt  at  all ;  and  as  for  old  maids !  it  won*t 
ir  fiiults  if  we  are,  but  his; — it*s  bad  enough, 
conduct  to  one  or  two  of  our  young  lady 
ds ;  but  now  there's  scarcely  a  young  man 
come  to  the  bouse  for  his  behaviour ; — he 
es  and  overbears  them  so,  we  shall  soon  be 
)  deserted ;  I  declare,  it  makes  it  so  dull 
is  bad  enough  when  we  lived  in  London; 
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but  then  one  cotild  look  out  of  the  window,- 
the  country  without  beaux !"   (and  here  Anabd  I 
sighed  piteoualy.)     "  He's  always  talking  aboot  ] 
it;  iJo,  Madeline,  try  and  get  him  married  to 
Miss  Mahon." 

"  Ah,  do  !   Madeline,"  said  Cecilia,  "  I  ihiak j 
she'd  have  him." 

"  Fair  and  softly  !"  cried  the  important  littl*'! 
lady,  "  Miss  Mabon's  all  very  well ;  but  she'4 
not  much, — at  least,  to  my  thinking,  Bicbordl 
might  do  better  for  himself;    and  for  us  tooa 
Would'nt  you  like,  all  of  you,  to  be  hand  and)] 
glove  nilh  the  Hall  people,  and  all  their  stylisbl 
visiters;  it's  just  the  kind  of  thing  to  suit  us{| 
things  have  opened  to  me  better  even  than  . 
could  have  expected." 

"  1  declare,   Madeline,  youare  getting  qui 
enigmatical, "    £aid     Mrs.   Brading,    attractc 
from  her  employment  by  her  daughter's  my» 
terious   whisper;  —  "Pale    primrose  plumaged  1 
songster  of  the  Isles,   "  continued  she.     "  Ma' 
writing  down    some    lines    to  a  eansry  Mn 
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one  ef  the  Albums,"  whispered  Emeline : 
m  afraid  we  sliaD  interrupt  Ma.'^ 

*  Well  one  may, ''  replied  Madeline,  in  an- 
Kr  to  her  xnother^s  obtseryation,  ''when  one's 
le  coii6dant  of  the  family  secrets  at  the  Hall, 
fchtf  and  daughter  consulting  one,  and  asking 
^s  opinion.*' 

*  And  it's  because  you  are  so  clever,  Maddy, 
Hat  you  to  set  your  wits  to  work  to  get 
Aard  to  marry ;  and  then  we  may  have  some 
Uice.  That  abominable  boy,  Richard,  is  — " 
**  Ob»  oh !  you  young  back-biter,*'  cried  the 
log  gentleman  himself,  bursting  into  the  room. 
'Abominable  am  I  ?  that's  the  way  you  abuse 
ir  brother  when  he's  not  present  to  defend 
iself ;  but  IVe  no  time  to  throw  away  my 
tnrations  upon  you,  for  the  present,  Miss 
ibal;  I  came  to  ask  all  of  you  girls  whatever 
'fo  been  doing,  or  saying  to  Arabella;  she's 
long  up  and  going  away." 

^  Vary  strange  she  should  not  have  mentioned 
line !*'  sud  Mrs.  Brading. 
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"  Why,   the  fact  is,  I   found  her  resding  ) 
letter   she    hag   just   got   from   Mias   Delaoj; 
and  they  want  her  to  go  back  to   London, 
some  where   or  other  with   them,   as  they  a 
leaving    the  Hall  at  the  cod  of  the  week ;  but^fl 
I'll  be  bound  she'd  never  have  thought  of  going, 
if  )'ou  had  all  behaved  as  you  ought,  conaidering  I 
it  was  not  at  mt/  request  she  was  asked ;  but  1 
I'm  not  going  to  be  bullied  out  of  a  thiltg  hfM 
a  parcel  of  girls;  and  by  Old  Nick,  ahe  MaffI 
.Uy." 

''Richard,"    said    Madehoe,     emphatically,! 
'■  don't  be  too  precipitate." 

"  I'm  Bure,"  said  Anahel,  poutingly,  "whe-l 
thcr  she  stays  or  goes,  you'll  have  all  your  enjoy-  j 
merit  to  yourself.  If  making  love,  Richard. 
so  pleasant,  why  do  you  prevent  ui 
ourselves, — it's  all  through  you  we  are  so  t 
tirely  deserted,"  added  his  sister,  roused  by  I 
wrongs  into  the  argumeotatire  vein. 

"  Ah !  ah !  ah  !"  roared  Richard,  "  Thst'a 
precious  joke,  by  Saint  Nick,  laying  th«  b 
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your  own  unattractiyeness  upon  me ;  mighty 
sver»  indeed !  I  should  like  to  know  rerj  much 
loM  erer  have  any  of  you — such  dowds  as 
•  are!" 

^As  for  oU  maids,  Richard/*  obsenred  Ce* 
ii»  '*  if  I^  or  any  of  us  are  old  maids,  it's  not 

r  own  faults,  as  Anabel  says,  because " 

"*  Haw  !  haw ! "  agam  laughed  Dick,  <'  That 
:  be  bound  it  won't  be,  by  Saint  Nicky  ;  but 
•o't  waste  my  time  listening  to  your  lamenta- 
Qs  and  complaints,  that  the  men  wiO  be  wise 
lugh  to  turn  their  heads  another  way.  I 
ire  you — all  of  you,  find  something  to  say, 
induce  Miss  Mahon  to  remain  here,  add  do 
I,  mama,  leave  off  immortalizing  canary  birds 

that  book  of  scrawls  and  scribbles, — it's 
•ting  your  talents  ;  and  try  and  persuade  her 
•tay.*' 

^*  Very  well,  my  dear  Richard ;  only  you  need 
^  be  in  a  hurry,  or  speak  quite  so  loud." 
'*  Madeline,"    cried    the    impatient    youth, 
*Qv'fe  the  most  sense  of  the  whole  lot  of 
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ihem ;  go  along  at  once,  and  U&  het  al 
thiuk  of  going,  ami  all  that." 

"  Yes,  do,  Maddy.  as  your  brother  i 
you,"  said  Mrs.  Bradiog,  languidly,  "  and  all  of 
you  leave  luc  a  little  to  myself,  wbile  1 6nish  my 
impromptu."  "  Wliocomest  o'er  tlie  set  son 
miles,"  murmured  she,  writing  dowaherii 
is  pencil. 

"  I  tell  you,  Richard,  you'd  better  let  tbinj 
take  their  chance,"  said  Madeline,  6till  is  I 
mysterious  strain. 

"  And  I  tell  you,  that's  the  very  reason  I  will 
have  her  stay; — I,  and  not  chance,  shall  direct 
my  own  matters." 

"  Go,  Madeline,"  again  urged  her  motheri^ 

"  Well,  well !  a  wilful  man  ;  but  first  Itst 
to  a  piece  of  advice  I've  got  to  give  ydn," 
Madeline. 

"  Better  listen  to  Maddy 's  advice,"  said  I 
the  reEt 

"Be  quiet,  you!"  roared  out  Dick.;  ' 
no,  Maddy !  Go  first,  and  I'll  be«r  the  a 
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Twards,'*  added  he,  aggravating  his  voice  to 
most  coDciliatiDg  mildness  he  could. 
*  And  if  he  follows  it,"  whispered  Madelinei 
re  mysteriously  than  ever,  '*  he'll  find  it  all 
better.  Cheer  up,  Anabel/'  continued  she 
lie  dejected  girl,  **  perhaps  your  desire  will 
icoomplished  sooner  than  you  expect, — or  it 
Id  be  in  any  other  way ;  but  opposition  is 
the  way.*' 

'  Well,  Madeline  is  very  clever,  I  will  say 
t,**  said  Anabel  to  herself,  '*  If  Dick  were 
e  manried,  the  young  Paynes  and  the  Snooks 
{ht  eome  as  often  as  they  would." 


CHAPTER  rv. 

'■  Vilh  iharpeDcd  sight,  (kU  antiqoarin  put*  : 
The  iiwcriplion  value,  but  the  nat  aiUnc." — 1 

"  How  peculiarly  melancholy  must  hafe  been  the 
pomp  of  ancient  Manx  Royalty,"  ttid  Dora,  a> 
marshalled  ttirough  the  maa^tre  doors  by  ilic 
important  Turnkey,  who  bore  about  his  portly 
person  the  insignia  of  his  office,  and  under  llie 
united  ciceroneship  of  Miss  Pbillisand  heroiecv, 
our  parly  entered  the  ancient  castle  of  liueh«n. 
DOW,  in  accordance  with  other  trauftformatiwai 
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he  kind,  converted  into  a  prison,  once  the 
filing  and  seat  of  Government  of  the  Kings  of 
Q«  It  is  situated  in  the  centre  of  Castletown, 
chief  town  of  the  Island,  which,  though  not 
large,  they  had  folind  cleaner  and  more 
lectable  than  Douglas ;  and  its  outskirting 
^ets^  not  so  interminably  long,  or  so  narrow 
i  dirty.  Though  dismantled  of  all  interior 
^orations,  the  castle  fortress  was  otherwise, 
'iisPhiUis  informed  them)  exactly  in  the  same 
te  as  when  it  was  the  residence  of  the  ancient 
inz  Kings,  and  even,  when  the  royal  power  was 
Id  by  the  more  civilized  Earls  of  Derby.  And  a 
^ooy  residence  enough  it  must  have  been ;  the 
Ds  of  the  thickness  of  several  feet,  perforated 
Here  loopholes,  through  which  the  only  light 
I  admitted  to  the  interior,  and  looking  out 
IQ  gloomy,  confined  courts,  surrounded  by 
te  walls,  as  high  as  the  building  itself. 
''The  place,"  said  Mr.  de  Courcy,  with  a  slight 
rider,  *^  appears  now,  for  the  first  time,  fitly 
Nopriated  for  a  prison.     1  don't  envy  their 


96 


aocient  Majesties  of  Mao,  either  their  kin^di 
ur  their  kingly  dwelling." 

"  1  never  could  discover,"  said  PhiUis,  witb  M 
air  of  much  real  concern,  "any  chamber, 
window,  whence  Julian  Peveril  could  have  looked 
out  upon  the  rolling  ocean,  as  he  is  represented 
in  '  Peveril  of  the  Peak.'  Even  were  t 
terveniiig  town  away,  between  this  and  tte  a 
those  dreary  outer  walls  must  ever  have  ofi< 
an  insuruiunntable  obstacle  to  ao  i 
prospect,  though,  in  them,  doubtless,  coQSud 
much  of  the  strength  which  has  enabled  our  { 
old  Gothic  fortress  to  withstand  siege, : 
ihe  ravage  of  time  or  tempest." 

"  Ah,FhiiliB!  it  is  not  the  province,  you  knoi 
of  your  favourite  romancists,  or  poets,  t 
any  account  of  truth  or  base  realities," 
posed  her  brother. 

•  On  the  contrary,"  Phillia  could  not  »« 
rejoining,  for  the  hundredth  time,  "  tbey  t 
with  important  truths,  though  they  toay  be  a 
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inPanof  what  you  are  pleased  to  term '  base 

Kties.*'* 

lsi;niot  l^elp  agreeing  with  papa  in  this/*  said 

•aUe»  *'and  do  not   wonder,  the  mercuria^ 

RDgEaii  of  Derby  was  discontented  with  such 

nqf al  residencei  and  indifferent  to  such  regal 

'^One  only  admires  the  commendable  self- 
^d  of  his  ancestors   and  himself,    in  con- 
Dining  tbemseWes,  after  the  darkest  of  the 
dk  ages,  to  so  dingy  a  dwelling-place." 
Hiey  were  shewn  a  small  room,  formerly  the 
1^,  where  the  Countess  of  Derby  heard  the 
it  news  of  her  husband's  murder  at  Bolton-le- 
ivs.    Miss  Margaret,  though  she  had  con- 
foended  to  be  ot  the  party,  merely  shrugged 
jt^oulders  at  the  air  of  interest  with  which  all 
^  of  the  Melvilles  listened  to  these  and  many 
hlBr  details,    rivalling  her    sister    and  niece 
Uieir  curious  anxiety  to  trace  out  the  precise 
riities  of  events,  whether  historical  or  fictitious, 
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it  was  all  the  same.     Fhiltia  was  perfect!;  tn  I 
element. 

"  la  it  Dot  a  perfect  specimen  of  a  fortreBa  of 
the  middle  agee  ?  The  walla  are  entirely  ua- 
touched  hy  the  hand  of  time,  though  i 
Castle  has  numbered  nearly  a  thousand  jej 
So  perfect  is  it,"  she  exclaimed,  "so  exactly  il 
its  original  state,  that  it  is  easy  to  transport 
oneself  back  to  a  period  anterior  to  tbe  feudal 
timei." 

It   was   a  relief,   however,  an  mounting  t 
Keep,  to  escape  from  the  dull,  dreary  aspect  i 
things  below ;  here,  indeed,  they  commanded  ■ 
immense  expanse  of  ocean,  and  a  wide  v 
the  country,  backed  by  that  chain  of  mounts 
which  stretching  right  across  the  island,  t 
bound  the  prospect,   assuming  different  fas 
and  appearances  according  to  the  position  oft] 
spectator.     Here  they  saw,  sunning  thcmsclw 
and  looking  lazily  down  upon  the  little  town  i 
neath,    several   debtor- prisoners,  who,   Kosalie 
conjectured,  were  probably  some  of  those  "aBnit 
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W8  whom  fortune  had  tumbled  from  the 
of  their  barouches/'  mentioned  by  the 
lor  they  had  been  oftimes  quoting  that 
ling,  in  his  very  cavalier  catalogue  of  the 
ij  at  present  to  be  met  with  in  the  isle,  who 
on  its  lone  shores  an  occasional  ^fuge 
the  storms  of  life. 

h  is  not  often/'  said  Margaret  '*  that  1  am 
7  of  a  poetical  idea»  but  one  has  occurred 
Doie  just  now,  inspired  by  your  dreary 
orite,  a  true  picture  of  your  much-loved 
lalages;  these  thick,  massive  walls  resemble 
material  strength  and  brute  force  which 
le  men  great  in  those  days  ;  these  narrow 
wholes  the  amount  of  enlightenment  pos- 
ted by  them." 

A  they  were  to  visit,  that  day,  the  other  regal 
^ce  of  Man,  also  associated  in  their  minds 
h  the  vivid  fictions  of  the  Northern  Wizard, 
■or,  or  Holm  Peel,  they  hurried  away,  leav- 
I  behind  them  the  frowning  towers  of  dreary 
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Gusben,  upon  whose  dim  interior  Miss  M&tgaMln 
attempted  a  joke  about  its  conaexioD  with  tli||J 
dark  ages. 

They   passed   close  by  the   famous  Foxdd 
MineE,  previously  alluded  to,  but  as  their  iospeo*] 
tion  was  reserved  for  a  future  davi  Mies Margait^  J 
could  only  look  wistful.     The  road  continui 
wound   near  high    mountain  hills,  skirttog  I 
way  on  either  side ;  from  which  many  a  stp 
descends,  and  ever  and  anon  trickles  down  t 
the  road  side  ;  and  in  one  or  two  instances*  1 
waters  are  gathered   into   waterfalls — dast 
over  the   rocks  down  into  their   fnaming  1 
beneath.     The  wild   and  singular  island  i 
be  characterized,  indeed,  as  a  land  of  i 
and  mountain. 

They  dismounted   to  inspect  the  celebntfl 
Tynwald  Mount,  from  which,  according  to  i 
memorial    custom,     all    new    laws    have 
proclaimed,  and  still  continue  to  be  so,  bol 
Mans  and  English,  once  in  each  year,  withi 
which  ceremony  they  would  meet  wth  aoci 
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flTBtioa.  It  is  a  pyramidical,  turfy  mount, 
labtiDg  of  four  circles,  tier  aboye  tier ;  each 
ole  smaller  than  the  other  as  they  ascend, 
lated  in  an  open  plain^  almost  entirely  sur- 
mded  by  mountains. 

PhilUs  told  them  that  the  simple-minded 
indera  assembled  in  thousands  to  listen  to 
)  promulgation  of  the  new  laws;  the  goyemor 
1  officers  ranged  according  to  rank  on  the 
ferent  tiers  or  platforms.  ^*  And  is  it  not,*' 
otinued  she,  **  a  singular  and  interesting  in- 
moe  of  adherence  to  old  customs  and  popular 
BJudicea.  We  can,  in  fact,  I  think,  shew  you 
He  things  peculiar  to  our  Isle;  you  will 
ttely  be  likely  to  meet  with  their  parallels 
Swhere,  it  strikes  me.'' 
Kb  they  approached  the  very  miserable  look- 

r   . 

fishing  village  of  Peel^  they  descried  the  old 
m^  on  its  insular  hill,  looking  down  upon  it. 
to  the  little  pier,  they  were  ferried  over  to 

'fock,  on  which  stands  the  ruins  of  Sodor,  or 
hn  Peel.    When  they  had  made  their  way  up 
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the  steep  rock,  amidst  sea-weeds  and  broken 
fragments,  they   were  suddenly  greeted  by  tba  i 
sight  of  the  ancient  warder   of  the  castle; 
whose  tender   mercies,  as  a  cicerone,   Phillia  J 
now  consigned  them ;  being,  in  fact,  one  of  the   | 
island   curiosities  in  himself.      After    tbe   finfci 
salutation,  he  preserred,  for  a  little  time,    an  I 
unusual,    but  eloquent  silence,  as   though    big  | 
with   the    recollection  of   the   wonders   of  ths  | 
domain  under  his   special  guardianihip ;    thai 
unlocking  the   old  wooden   door,  with  an  im 
pressive  gesture,  and  admitting  them  within  its  I 
venerable    precincts,  into   tbe  guard-room,  bo  I 
suddenly  faced  round,  and  in  a  voice,  for  wbieb  J 
they  would  aot  previously  have  given  him  crettit*! 
he  commenced  his  harangue  by  demanding  qlil 
them  if  they  had   "  ever  beard  of  a  gentlem 
called  Sir  Walter  Scott?"     Upon  their  a 
ing  in  the  affirmative,  he  went  on,  gravely, 
narrate  all  the  historical  inddents  relating 
Holm  Peel,  which  Sir  Walter  has  mentioned  in  b 
"  Pereril,"  just  as  though  he  were  quoting  fori 
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ne  old  dironicler ;  and  on  the  same  reyerei 
hoxkj,  did  the  warder  tell,  as  undoubted  facts, 
it  the  traditionary  superstition  in  reference 
many  of  these  events^ — such  as  the  appear- 
se  of  the  discontented  qpirit  of  Eleanor,  of 
Mcester,  confined  here  for  the  space  of  four- 
Q  years,  on  a  charge  of  witchcraft^  &c. ;  and 
anger  still,  the  l^end  of  the  Black  Dog,  was 
iHed  also  from  Sir  Walter,  who  happens  to 
vition  the  stcHy,  incidentally,  as  an  ancient 
lax  superstition* 

Some  of  the  party  groped  through  the  low, 
tk,  precipitous  passage,  into  the  dismal 
Qgeon  underground,  which  their  ancient 
ide  persisted  in  assigning  as  the  precise 
Ude,  where  the  haughty  duchess  pined  out 
tt  weary  years  of  long  imprisonment;  hb  con- 
lUions  bmng  as  decided  as  those  of  more 
^^y  learned  antiquaries,  are  wavering  and 
■^certain. 

The  space  encompassed  by  the  walls  that 
(Hie  round  the  rocky  island  of  Holm  Peel,  is 
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about  tno  acres.  It  contains  varidU*  othar' 
ruins  besides  that  of  the  palace,  amongst  which  ( 
are  two  cathedral  churches,  dedicated  to  tfa^  ^ 
respective  saints. 

"  It  is  quite  wonderful,  with  what  minute  aft*  ] 
curacy  Sir  Walter  has  described  every  feature  of  I 
the  place,"  said  Rosalie, "  particularly,  as  I  aerer  i 
could  discover  be  bad  ever  visited  tbe  island." 

"  These,"  said  Pbillis  (directing  their  attenttoa  j 
to  the  fragmentary  base  of  some  former  stmcturt)  I 
"  are  considered  to  be  tbe  ruins  of  one  of  tboH  J 
mysterious  round  towers,  so  frequent  in  IrelRDi 
1  have  always  thought  the  Manx  people,  fron  |] 
similarity  of  their  dialect,  must  be  immediate 
descended  from  the   Milesian,  which   make*  i 
rather  a  curious  circumstance.     It  is  also  a  c 
roboration  of  my  conjecture,  that  one  of  tlM 
ruined    cathedrals    was  formerly    dedicated  1 
Saint  Patrick." 

Such  idle  conjectures,  and  illegitim 
lations  (infringements  on    his    vocation)  ^ 
speedily  cut  short,  by  the  Old  Man  of  Ho] 
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Wfiig  their  attention,  and  recalling  suefa  dis- 
tinoesB,  by  taking  ap  the  thread  of   his 
mtioD,  and  onbordening  his  memory,  one 
sr  another,   of  a   further    supply    of  incii- 
Dto,  gathered  through  some  unknown  source, 
tt  the  romance  of  **  Pereril  of  the  Peak '' 
bU^  and  stored  in  his  brain,  as  equal  truths, 
A  the  historic  anecdotes,   upon    the    same 
pbnsly  queued  authority. 
On  this  staircase,*'  be  sud,  ''  Julian  PcTeril 
1  Feoella  were  in  some  dispute,"   and  he 
Qted  to  the  fragments  of  what  bad  once  been 
ight  of  steps,  ^  and  she  jumped  from  the  top 
^  into  the  church  below,  being  uncommon 

le  then  continued  to  inform  them,  that  this 
FraeUa,  to  learn  all  their  secrets,  had  pre- 
led  to  be  deaf  and  dumb ;  but  at  a  ball  given 
Hack  Fort,  she  had  met  with  a  gentleman, 
'  had  found  her  out,  being,  as  he  said,  *'  too 
ii  for  her/' 

lie  idea  of  a  hall  at  Black  Fort !  where  such 
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things   were  as  abominations,  was  rattiii 
much  for  them !     The  term  seemed  a  favourits  i 
one,  as  he  told  them  that  it  was  at  Black  Fort  | 
"  that  treacherous  Manx  man,  William  Christian," 
was  shot,  by  order  of  the  CouDteaa  of  Derby. 

With  an  emphatic  "  There,"  and  a  look  of  ths  9 
most  perfect  satiafactioo,  he  poiiit«d  out  a  work  1 
of  his  own,  a  very  neatly  constructed  table,  edp> 
rounded  by  a  seat,  all  smoothly  turfed  over,  tbob 
latter  backed   up  by   huge  stonea.      "  I  havi 
made  two  of  these  for  the  use  of  parties,"  1 
said,  laconically ;  for  the  old  gentleman  was  use 
to  say  but  little  out  of  the  way  of  bis  bistorici 
reminiscences,  for  which  he  usually  reserved  tht 
whole  (ire  of  his  eloquence.     On  the  occaaioM 
of  Miss  Pbillis'g  visits  with  a  partyi  lie  genera] 
preserved  a  more  than  ordinarily  dignified  dcmei 
nor,  uuaccustomed  as  he  was  to  remark,  or  spcci 
latioQ,  interfering  in  any  way  with  the  orthodoj 
confusion  of  his  ovm  legitimate  narrative,  ed 
bodying  in  itself  the  most  decided  specimen  4 
regular  irregularity ;    but  upno  tha  |H«aaiit  i 
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aoD,  when  the  party  around  kcr  had  seemed 
oall  for  a  larger  stream  than  Hsual^  of  her 
tifnarian  lore,  his  distaste  to  the  whole 
soeediDg  had  risen  to  a  very  moody  extent, 
ked. 

They  expressed  the  greatest  admiration  at  the 
i  be  had  chosen  for  his  erections,  command- 
^  as  it  did,  so  fine  and  bold  a  riew  of  the 
lesea. 

''One  might  seai  oneself  here,  looking  out 
the  broad  expanse,  with  food  for  hours  of 
«8ing  reflection,  upon  the  surrounding  ruins, 
1  the  former  state  of  the  sometime  royal 
^lessors  of  this  curious  old  fortress;  while 
baling  the  same  invigorating  sea-breeiie  they 
9e  enjoyed/'  exclaimed  Rosalie. 
Somewhat  mollified  by  their  admiration,  and 
9t  especially  by  Isabel's  expressions  of  de- 
bt at  the  extreme  ingenuity  of  his  own 
^liar  contrivances,  he  condescended  to  afford 
t  some  further  enlightenment  on  his  persona 
Qoeedings,   falling   from    the    height  of  his 
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historic  vein   into  the  familiar  det^l  of  ^1  * 
important  names  of  those  to  whom  he  had  h 
the  honour  of  exhibiting  the  ruins,  during  tbs  I 
last  season.     The  number  included  lords  i 
knights,  captains,  colonels,  majors,  and  baram 
"  A  major,  and  a  barrowknight,  and  also  a  b 
rowkoight's  bod,  have  been  staying  at  Peel  tl 
last  two  days,"  he  said.     "  They  spend  moi 
their  time  up  bcre,  and  even  takes  their  lunches  a 
that  table  of  my  making.     Sec  here,  Miss,"  a 
be  scraped  out  with  his  foot  the  heads  of  » 
champagne    bottles,    laying   perdu   under 
stones,  which,  in  no  unusual  juxtti  poeiUoD,  < 
the  dilapidated   remains   of   greater    antiqai^d 
they  acutely  supposed  to  be   remnants  of 
said  repasts.      "  Do  you  see  that  boat  rowia| 
about  there,  at  a  distance, — that  is  my  boat  thM 
have  gone  out  in,  '  the  Black  Dog'  I  hare  nfttn 
It,"  and  the  old  man  looked  round,  in  triumph,  tX 
the    brilliant   appropriate  uesa    of   bis    cODct 
"  They  went  down  there,"  continued  he, 
■ag    to    a   rade,    etony 
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^  to  the  sea,  and  washed  by  it.     **  Down 
1^  which  I  told  you  was  the  sallyport,  by 
ch,  according  to  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Fenella, 
the  Countess  of  Derby  made  their  escape." 
D  the  meantime,  the  most  inveterate  of  the 
loring  party  were  pursuing  their  reflections, 
oing  amidst  tombstones,  and  the  desolation 
decay   arouud  them;    listening  to  divers 
[•authorized  conjectures  on  the  part  of  their 
ned  cicerone,  Miss  Phillis,  as  to  the  probable 
a,  and  precise  dates  of  many  a  fragmentary 
ft,  whose  remote  antiquity  was  attested  by  the 
e  architecture  of  the  crumbling  walls ;  and, 
nig  her  ingenious  theories  upon  other  antique 
tearances  of  doubtful  character,  such  as  that 
rented  to  their  view  by  an  artificial  mound  of 
th,  with  its  angles  to  the  points  of  the  com- 
ity whereon,  it  was  said,  the  remote  habitants 
Qie  isle  elected  their  chiefs.     Margaret  was 
Uified  to  observe,  that  during  all  this,  Mr. 
^ooke,  whom  she  had  taken  upon  herself  to 
inder  her  especial  ally,  although  he  followed 
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in  the  iuvestl gating  train,  and  listened  to  .tlttt''! 
antiquarian  eloquence  of  ber  sister,  did  so  mtli  I 
an  air  of  forced  interest  and  polite  observance*  J 
to  ber  most  evident.     Margaret  even  ima^ne4  1 
she  had  once   or   twice   detected  sundry   dex*  ] 
terous    Euppressions    of   a  tendency   to  yavn^  J 
and  an  ilUdi^guised   air  of  llstlesaness,    while  I 
affecting  to  lieed  and  to  admire.      Now,  be  i^  I 
known,   that   on   their   first   acqiiaintanoe,   tlwl 
before-mentioned  gentleman  had   ri<cn   in  b« 
cateem,  and  mounted  the  ladder  of  her  sdminul 
tion  with  a  rapidity  ominous,  perhaps,  for  itvJ 
future  stabiUty.     Having  expressed  the  utmoi 
approval  of  the  scientilic  order  and  arrangemeoll 
of  the  various  chemical  apparatus,  in  her  nw 
particular  sanctum, — to  which  be  was  at  on«l 
deemed  worthy  of  being  admitted, — and  signitied 
the   high  gratification   he  had    experienced  i 
tight     of    her    really    beautiful    collection 
minerals  and  fossils;  he  had  next  initiated  1 
into  various  newly- discovered  chemical  myateiii 
of  which  he  was   master,  by  displaying  j 
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^OYel  experiments  for  the  delectation  of  the 
^hole  party,  though,  as  she  considered,  for  her 
^pedal  enlightenmennt  Subsequently,  how- 
^^,  he  had  manifested  so  equal  an  aptitude  for 
^^ry  other  species  of  argument,  such  a  very 
^iseral  interest  (real  or  apparent)  in  whatever 
ifing  subject  might  be  introduced,  that  she 
^an  to  fear  he  was  a  little  too  universal  in  his 
^tes  and  talents,  to  be,  as  she  considered,  sin- 
=^^Iy  2ealova  for  the  interests  of  science.     Be- 

_  • 

^«s,  he  discovered  a  suspicious  tendency  to  fly  off 
^  ^ceremoniously  from  this  most  important  topic, 
^  any  other  that  happened  to  be  under  more 
*<^eral  discussion,  quite  at  variance  with  her 
'^^ipDs  of  the  engrossing  requirements  of  the 
^^sent  theme.  Though  the  earnest  zeal  of 
"  ^«s  de  Courcy  might  be  termed  exacting,  she 
'^%  right  in  part; — the  manifold  talents  of 
^^.  Algernon  Brooke  were  [overshadowed  by 
(W^  overweening  principle  of  universality;  the 
R'^iatest  were  dwarf  d,  and  the  smallest  magnified 
vt  admit  proper  space  for  all.    While  the  Mis^ 
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de  Courcys,  to  whatever  visionary  lengths  tlid 
enthusiasm  might  have  carried  them,  were  t 
devoted  to  their  favourite  pursuits  for  tbeir  onl 
Bakes ;  their  clever,  new  acquaintance  was  t 
dieted  to  them,  and  all  things  else,  as  they  ofiere 
the  must  promising  channels  for  the  gratificatitd 
of  iotellectual  Vanity. 

Margaret  was  not  this  time  blinded  by  I 
own  peculiar  views,  when  she  decided  her  n 
friend    to  be  perfectly  ennvi/e  by  the  day's  : 
searches— historic    and     picturesque — notiritli- 
standing  his   laudable  efforts  to  appear  othei 
vise.     It  was  not  his  vocation  to  be  entertunM 
but  rather  to  inform;  to  escite  admiration  i 
ther  than  concede  it;    and  as  he  could  not  I 
expected  toesceed  Miss  Fhillis,  or  even  to  net 
her  on  the  oft-trodden  field  of  local  traditioa,  I 
was,  certainly,  out  of  his  element.     But  Mi«i 
Phillis'g  wild  Island  legends,  still  implicitly  ] 
credited  by  a  people  attached  to  superstition  t 
their  old  customs  and  fading  traditions — the  o 
BO,  as  their  curious  language,  handed  d« 
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1^  attODgst  themselves,  affords  them  do 
ry  direnioii^  and  no  national  records,  ex- 
those  engraved  on  some  old  ruined  tomb- 
i  intermingled  with  their  strange  hiero- 
10  figures ; — and  her  histories  of  some  of 
equent  contests  for  this  rocky  stronghold, 
gat  chiefs  and  pirates  of  different  nations, 
lose  wild  deeds  their  narrator  herself  put 
frith;  though,  wrapt  in  an  obscurity, 
ring  them  almost  as  fabulous  as  the 
■id  supernatural  tales ;  all  such  detailings 
interrupted  for  the  time,  by  a  present 
Dent  on  the  scene  of  these  past  achiere- 
i;  their  attention,  or  inattention,  having 
mAj  been  attracted  by  the  following  con- 
a  of  a  dialogue  between  the  ancient 
k,  (who  had  relaxed  his  dudgeon  in  her 
r)  and  Isabel. 

I  he  so  handsome  ? ''  demanded  the  latter. 
or   my  thinking,   Miss,   he's  the  hand- 
I  gentleman  I  ever  set  eyes  on,  and  the  best 
ideaty  and  the  most  like  a  gentleman/' 
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"So  very  haud^ome  is  he?  Do  you  Dotl 
know  his  oame  ?"  again  dcmaDded  hia  interested  I 
auditor. 

"  His  name!  yes,  anda  very  fine  name  too — long^  I 
life  to  him.     His  name  is" — but  before  lie  could 4 
nfford  Isadel  any  opportunity  of  judging  of  his  I 
taste  for  the  euphonius,  he  was  diverted  from  \ 
the  subject,  by  descrying  the  approach  of  his  fa 
"  See,  they  are  making  for  the  Sallyport!"  Im| 
exclaimed,  "the  Sallyport!   which  I  told  yovS 
Fenella  and  the  Countess  of  Derby  escaped  bu 
after  their  imprisonmeut,   by  that  treachei 
Manxman,  William    ChristisQ;" —  he  went  o 
repeating  mechanically,  as  he  approached  I 
head  of  the  landiug-place,  '*  I  must  go  out   I 
tbem,  Mies,"  added  he,  "  and  throw  out  a  r 
to  the  *  BlackDog,'—  Manthe  Dog  ;"  and  as  1 
slowly  descended  the  stony  landing-place,  wet  a: 
slippery  from  its  frequent  contact  with  the  bri 
waves,  be  was  heard  repeating  part  of  his  eto 
of  the  daring  sentinel,  who  returned  "  with  b 
mouth  gaping  and  his  bair  stoDding  on  eod*"  i 
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I  adreotnre  with  the  dog-fiend,  which  legend 
d  naturally  occurred  to  him  at  the  accidental 
Qtion  of  the  Manthe  dog. 
&8  the  boat  drew  up,  they  had  leisure  to  ob- 
veits  inmates^  who  had  incurred  such  high 
ioiiiuma  from  the  usually  imperturbable 
rder  of  the  fortress.  They  at  once  distin- 
ihfld  his  handsome  farourite^  as  he  sprang 
t  from  out  the  ''Black  Dog."  Though 
xted  in  a  rough-kind  of  seaman,  or  boatman- 
ft  costumet  it  was  easy  for  a  practised  eye  to 
oofer,  in  the  almost  melo-dramatic  negligence 
iti  form  and  fashion,  as  great  a  regard  to 
^  as  that  often  exhibited  in  the  finished  cos« 
Beof  the  most  consummate  dandy.  As  he  sprang 
the  rocks,  he  was  followed  by  his  soberer  com* 
lionsy  the  major,  a  gentleman  some  few  years 
lor  than  himselfy  in  a  military  undress^  and  a 
lAh,  who  walked  along,  as  though  he  would 
*6  it  thought  the  base  earth  was  dignified 
Us  propelling  himself  thereon.  An  in- 
ioibable  something  in  his  bearing,  clearly 
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proved,  at  the  first  moment  of  viewing  hm,  tflOT-| 
be  himself  possessed  a  solitary  empire  witbia  lib  I 
thoughts ;  but  for  his  owd  merits,  would  be  littli  | 
likely  to  make  similar  aggressions  upon  other  I 
people's. 

Isabel  suddenly  exclaimed,  iD  a  tone  of  i 
prise,  and  a  expressive  gesture  of  no  ; 
aSection,  "  I  declare,  by  all  that's  uuaccoaotabla^  I 
it's  that  Sir  Edmond  Tracy,— and  Frederick.  J 
Sunderland,  too." 

"Wbat  a  handsome  man,"  cried  FfailUa,  a 
the  principal  object  of  their  curiosity  stopped  t 
■ay  something  to  the  owner  of  '  the  Black  DoJ.'t 
who  with  dignified  deliberatioQ  nas  seating  bits- J 
self  therein,  for  the  purpose  of  conyeyiDg  b^l 
little  bark  round  to  the  harbour.     "  1  aay, 
wise  chronicler,  mind  you  don't  leave  us  here  0 
this  cold  fiinty  rock  all  day ;  for  I  suppose  you** 
locked  the  door  as  usual,"  presently  cried  < 
the  Baronet. 

"  It's  them  blackguard  boys  that  force*  r 
it,"  replied  the  castle's  guardian,  with  s  n 
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tf  fleam  of  wager ;  for  such  methodical  old 
ttlemen  as  our  old  friend  of  Peel>  hare  e?er  an 
Itipalhy  to  hoys,  '^  they  do  nothing  but  interfere 
d  bother  people,  by  offering  to  fetch  them 
^  instead  of  waiting  till  mine  can  have  time 
eome  back/'  mumbled  sotto  voce,  the  andent 
inopolixer;  *^  but  I'll  be  round,  in  time,  to  take 
W  honor  and  all  back  to  Peel  Town,'*  be  added 
sod  as  he  disappeared  round  the  rock. 
"Handsome ! "  Isabel  repeated  with  a  pretty 
f  of  distaste,  in  answer  to  the  admiring  ex- 
SMtions  of  the  two  elder  Miss  de  Courcys, 
It'i.akind  of  handsomeness  one  soon  gets  tired 
1 1  assure  you.  I  wonder  what  can  have  induced 
^  to  bring  his  green  isle  impertinence  hither?  *' 
**BiB  green  isle  impertinence  !  how  magnan- 
SQQa  my  child  is,"  said  Rosalie,  **  who  told  you 
*  Was  possessed  of  all  that  ?  '* 
''Who  told  me,  *'  answered  the  little  fairy, 
(storing,  and  she  gave,  yes  actually,  a  little  sigh, 
Sdie  said,  ^one  who  had  no  great  opinion  of 
^1 1  heard  say  so,  and  one  who  never  chose 
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to  be  overawed  by  his  new-fledged  hoDoni  9 
bis  manner  of  wearing  them, — not  he  indeed,- 
with   bis  Title   and  Eetate,    and   hia   cava 
behaTJour  too," 

But  Isabel's  indignation,  which  was  gradu 
ivorking  itself  to  an  exceediDgty  high  ] 
deed,  mating  ber  look  quite  excited,  was  4 
short  by  tbe  quick  approach  of  its  object,  who 
came  up  hat  in  hand,  greeting  all  he  knew  in  tbe 
asgembled  circ'.e,  with  that  imprenemmt  a 
warmth  of  retognition  a  solitary  exile  mig 
he  expected  to  feel  on  suddenly  meeting  1 
long -parted  friends  in  a  distant  and  straiif 
land. 

"What  a  delightful  meeting,  to  be  lure^ 
cried  he  ;  "  We  knew  you  were  all  going  I 
some  out-of-the-way  place  or  other — the  Isle;^ 
Skye,  or  some  such  undiscovered  land ;  bat  s 
tben  contemplating  a  visit  to  such  deserted  I 
gions  ourselves,  did'nt  feel  sure  of  the  tpot,  1 
could  scarcely  credit  our  good  fortune  on  first  ^ 
ing  you  out.     1  found  myself  call^  to  lin 
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i  fldther  Fred  accompanied  me ;  his  lady  mo- 
r  taking  it  into  her  head  he  was  getting 
pedf  and  that  change  of  air  would  benefit 
sweet  youth,  eh,  Fred?''   and  the  merry 
tmet  glancing  around,  perpetrated  an  exag- 
ition  of  a  love-lorn  sigh,  to  the  amusement 
n  save  the  formal  young  gentleman  himself; 
i^eO,  there,  by  the  powers  I  I  met  my  friend, 
jor  Brange»''  added  Sir  Edmond,  (here  he 
It  through  the  ceremony  of  introduction)  '*one 
the  aUny  of  military  officers  residing  here. 
ious,  is'nt  it?  so  many  of  them  should  have 
ked  together  on  the  Isle  ef  Man  ?  In  olden 
S89  you  know,  none  were  considered  worthy 
name  of  man,  who  could  not  draw  the  sword; 
ff  it  seems,  that  few  others  deem  themselves 
lified  to  reside  on  the  spot  of  land  bearing 
title/'  and  the  lively  Baronet  laughed. 
'  You  have  not  been  long  on  the  Isle,  Major 
tnge,"  said  Margaret,  always  anxious  to  sift 
the  truth  in  such  matters ;  *'  I  have  not  the 
lour  of  — " 
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"  No,  madam,  no!  my  friend,  vritbbblUDd 
rapidity  of  imagination,  anticipates  I  am  aboot 
to  hare  that  honour ;  and  am  now  looking  MX  A 
BQug  place  near  Pale  Town,  which  is  to  be  let.**  ] 

"  Yes,  yes!  he's  come  here  to  join  his  bro* 
ther  cronies ;  I  wish  them  all  joy  along  with  tha 
sea-gulls  and  the  cormorants;  so  I  thought  I'd 
just  come  over  to  have  a  look  at  the  famous  old  ] 
castle,  and  give  my  friend  the  benefit  of  ■ 
advice." 

"  You  will  find  a  ycry  agreeable  society  berB*'4 
Our  little  ton'u  of  Douglas  is  esgtccially  gay  I 
the  season ;  and  you  will  find  it  frequented  I 
many  of  your  onn  nation,  too,"  said  MarganL 

"  Your  brogue  has  betrayed  you,  Miyor,*^ 
(^d  his  friend,  "  to  be  Eure ;  but  the  Major  n 
find  plenty  here  to  keep  him  in  countenance,— 
brothers  militairc  and  mileaiao,  eh,  Mia 
Courcy  ?  " 

The  Miss  de  Courcys  nest  proceeded  to  i 
press  many  hospitable  hopes  about  the  I 
of  a  visit  from  Sir  Edmond  and  Mr.  Sumlec 
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*^KNiU  their  stay  in  the  island  permit  it ;  and 

also  from  their  friend  the  Major,  at  Fort  St. 

OMrge^  near  Donglasi — any  one  would  direct 

^hem  to  the  Miss  de  Courcys,  Fort  St  George. 

SirEdmond  would  certiunly,  if  possible,  hare 

Hie  honour  of  waiting  upon  the  Miss  de  Coureys ; 

^  friend,  of  course,  would  be  charmed.    They 

'  "^  been  making  it  out  together  at  the  little 

^berge  of  Peel  Town  all  in  the  rough ;  having 

^naed  themselves  by  boating  excursions  round 

^  the  Calf,  and  other  parts  of  the  Coast,  with 

^eir  guns,  where  the  sea-birds  had  afforded 

%em  captal  qnirt    The  kindly-di^sed  spin- 

^^^n  only  regretted  their  nephew  Charles  was 

'^  there,  as  he  would  hare  shewn  them  the 

"^•t  sport,  climbing  the  rocks  as  he  did,  like  a 

^Oimtain-cat ;  how  I  wish  he  were  here ! "  con- 

^tlded  Phillis. 

*<  Indeed! "    said  Francis  to  himself,  ^  Vm 
^'^lighted  to  think  he  is  not" 

*'  I  think  I  have  a  few  interesting  incidents  to 
to  you.  Miss  Melville,  about  our  doings 
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at  the  Hall,  after  your  departure,"  s^  ' 
addressing  Dora,  after  the  first  general  1 
guiug  vas  broken  into  proiniscllous  chattings  :- 
"  First,"  and  he  confidentially  lowered  his  r 
"  there  was,  you  know,  formerly  reason  to  i 
pect  that  Caroline  would,  ere  long,  be  led  to  t 
hymeneal  altar  by  Emilius  Delany,  Esq.;  bat' 
tbat'a  come  to  a  conglomeration,  I  fancy  ;  and 
Miss  Delary'fi  mincingly  graceful  ^end  is  scud 
lo  be  qffiancee  to  that  wild  Orson,  young  Bradii^l 
Caroline  affccta  disgust  at  what  ber  friend  hllf 
so  dexterously  compassed ;  though  to  be  sun 
'  there's  many  a  slip,  Sic. ;'  hut  to  my  tbinkti 
it's  all  because  the  fair  Mahon  will  ho  niarri«d 
de  suitf,  before  she  and  Delany  will  have  made 
it  up  again.  And  you  remember  the  apolo{ 
strain  in  which  her  ladyship  of  SundertaDd  u 
to  find  it  necessary  to  allude  to  the  obligAtioi 
she  found  herself  under  of  making  the  a 
tance  of  those  said  Bradings;  well,  sho  dot 
iiutliing  but  smooth  orer  the  matter,  by  fue 
and  excusing  a  powerful  deal  more  Ifaft  % 
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w  tint  the  first  inducement  exists  no  kmger^ 
if  any  body  cared  whether  she  vimted  her 
QDitrf  neighbours  or  no^  though  the  pire  de 
niOe  did,  or  does  belong  to  the  mercantile 
Borests;  and  though  he  does  misplace,  and 
iplace  the  h*s  ;  or,  as  if  it  would  make  her  any 
iBjny  lady,  a  fraction  cithe  world  she  so  adores ; 
kd  as  if  those  prettyish,  good-natured  girls 
M  not  the  greatest  acquisition  they've  had  the 
ck  to  catch  a  long  time  to  their  iormal  circle. 
fUg  as  I  was  informing  you,  this  apologising 
1^  increased  to  such  an  elaborate  degree, 
%t  the  poor  fair  Mahon,  finding  herself  obliged 
*  draw  some  unpleasant  inferences  therefrom, 
la  induced  to  accept  the  repeated  invitations 
jthe  lively  Miss  Brading  and  her  mamma,  (at 
0JBsti|nce)  of  course,  of  Orson,  who  evidently 
i^  the  roast  there)  to  become  their  inmate, 
4  haa  since  hidden  her  fair  head  amidst  the 
^des  of— of  Valambrosa." 
^  Any  more  news.  Sir  Edmond,  of  our  friends 
A  acquaintances,"  said  Rosalie,  and  Isabel 
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looked  desirous  of  hearing  somethmg  ; 
while  she  to  whom  he  had  more  particillarlyi I 
addressed  his  gosaipry,  had  hitherto  pEud  mI 
little  attention  as  might  be,  to  the  details.  TiMia 
BaroDet  observed  it,  aai  drew  hiB  own  i 
clneions. 

"  So  unpreeedeDted  a  proceeding  has  ofct 
drawn  down  a  fresh  supply  of  indigoaUoD  i 
botii  the  fair  friends,"  he  replied ;  "  after  Oraon's  ^ 
glaring  attentions,  tbey  declare  it  ii  outn^Dg 
the   common    bienseancea;   the   plot,  howeKTi 
seemed  to  be  thickening  before  I  came  i 
so  as  to  be  impenetrable  to  my  superficial   di»^ 
cernment.     From   what  I  coold  obserffe,  ther4 
seemed  a  coolness  between  Miss  Delany   am 
Miss  Caroline,  those  two  fair  friends  so  just 
formed  to  meet  by  nature.     The  plot,  to  be  s 
might  be  said  to  be  thickening  generally,  i 
began  so  to  do,  after  that  sly  fox  Clarendoo^ 
abrupt  disappearance." 

This  seemed  coming  to  the  point; 
eyes  of  the  news-monger  detected  a  aUgbt « 
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Murance  of  awakened  interest,  as  of  expectations 
XNit  to  be  realized,  in  his  fair  auditors.  **  To 
iJtfainkiBgf"  continued  he^  'Hhere  is  scarcely 
ne  of  those  assembled  to  the  Sunderland  play, 
^  made  it  earnest  in  some  respect.  I  allude,  of 
ovie,  to  the  tinder  passion,  and  I  should 
9)  there  was  hardly  one  who  has  escaped  with- 
■vt  mther  knock  or  wound  from  Cupid's  bolt, 
ludlow  or  deep  as  the  case  might  be.  There 
^  one  Clarendon,  he  went  off  au  dese^oir, 
iKmt  some  bright  eyes,  we  cannot  doubt.  Then 
Wre  was  Dr.  Stewart,  always  raving  about 
vrtam  wild  strains,  to  catch  which  he  was  ever 
pMi  the  listen ;  they  had  already  pierced  right 
bough  the  poor  man's  ductile  heart ;"  and  Sir 
tdmond  glanced  at  Isabel.  **Then  there  was 
^nderUnd,  we  all  suspect,  notwithstanding  his 
Btture  looks^  and  Sefton, — but  to  so  general 
I  admirer  and  chartered  flirt,  it  is  impossible  to 
irign  any  fixed  object  of  devotion ;  and  then 
im  was  your  worthy  brother,  Miss  Melville, 
lot  r^ht  through "" 
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"What  can  you  mean,  Sir  Edtnond, 
calling  Mr.  Sefton  a  flirt  ?"  interrupted  Isal 
in  amaze.  "  I  should  as  soon  hare  Clioagbt  ofl 
you  calling  Mr.  Percy  a  coquette,  Mr.  Seftotii.1 
who  is  BO  ^and,  so  grave,  so  hig'li-iniDded  a 
dignified  1" 

"  And  therefore   so  dangerous,  pretty  Nfi^ 
Isabel,"  added  Tracy,  quickly. 

The   young  lady  so    addressed  iOSMd 
beautiful  little  head  with  an  air  of  pretfy  < 
daiu  ;  which  little  act  called  forth  a  gay  en/oi 
laugh  from  the  delighted  Baronet. 

"  Pray,  Sir  Edmond,"  asked  she,  "bave  3 
yet   brought  your  sister,   the    beautiful 
Tracy,  to  preside  at  your  little  shooting-b 
and  Isabel,  very  saucily,  in  repeating  the  I 
words,    gave    an   admirable  imitatioD   of 
Baronet's  assumed  grand  indifference  of  t 
when  speaking  of  himself  and  evefytldag  I 
was  his. 

"  Beautiful !  who  told  you  my  sister  Gertnid 
was  beautiful  ?"  he  demanded. 
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^^  Who  I    Why  I  rather  fancy  it  was  was  Mr. 
Qoa  huuself." 

^loidaed !"  he  exclaimed^  sigoificanUy,  bat 
dWitly  added,  *'  I  have  left  my  siMer  at  the 
i]|p  to  stay  d^iring  my  aboence.  And  so 
(loa  spoke  of  Oerirode's  beauty-^hum.'' 
The  old  man  and  hie  fenry-boat  were  now 
idy,  and  Tracy  seated  himself  thereiq,  in  a 
o&nnd  reverie,  which  was  speedily  broken, 
^wever,  by  his  saying  to  Isabel,  smilingly, 
but  then  you  know,  I  told  youi  the  gentleman 
lie  a  general  admirer,  and  iht^  are  not  to  be 
^ted/' 
^  Poor  little  Gertrude !"  he  half  muttered  to 

QUdf. 

*^9iicU  a  simple-minded,  wild  Irish  girl,  must 
lelthereelf  sadly  out  of  her  element  amongst 
Bie  formal  circle'  at  the  Hall/'  observed 
toialie,  with  her  peculiar  smile — a  smile  that 
ad  often  provoked  Sefton,  and  had,  in  fact, 
Udeoiv&iend,  Rosy,  many  an  enemy,  notwith- 
tauiding  it  was  so  slight  as  to  be  only  just  per*' 
«ptible« 
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The   confident   Sir  Edmond   never   i 
admired    it;     but,    although,    he   epoke,    andj 
thought  much  of  his  perception,  as  regardec 
the  fair  sex,  he   had   an  enormoua  unoant  ( 
vanity  od  the  other  hand,  which  acted  as  a  coun-fl 
terbalance  to  all  his  cleverness,  (especially  wheral 
the    said    fair    ones  were    concerned)  by 
tendency  to  make  him  see  everything  thrsogl 
its  own  medium. 

Presently,  he  continued,  still  harping  on  t 
same  theme,  "Seftoa  has  just  departed  rati 
Italy,  to  renew  some  of  his  charming  i 
quaintanceships  with  the  brilliant  Damasof  tl 
South,  afler  cheating  us  all  of  the  few  days  i 
promised  u^,  upon  returning  from  his  visit  I 
Sefton  Priory ;  he  also  promised  to  let  me  hei 
from  him  en  route — but  such  are  promiaes  i 
these  gay  Deceivers,  who 


"  Rove  throng^  the  world  lilu  a  child  »1  a  taut. 
While  thej  lip  every  sweet,  sod  flf  off  to  Iho  Kit ; 
And  if  pleuure  begins  to  giow  doll  ia  Iba  EmC, 
Tbe^  DMjr  order  their  wlogt,  tod  S7  off  W  tin  Wnt  ^ 
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^^    gaily  repeated,  as  he  handed  the  ladies  into 
^  carriage. 

The  Miss  de  Courcys,  pleased  with  his  liveli- 
»«}  again  cordially  repeated  their  invitation, 
the  gay  Baronet,  as  they  drove  off,  waved 
lii&    hat  in  the  air,  with  his  usual  grace  and 
^prightliness,  leaving  his  Light  words  and  Care- 
less intimations  to  work  whatever  effect  they 
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"  Not  Hermia,  but  Helena  now  I  love, 
Who  wxjulJ  not  change  the  nrea  tot  II 

Call  we  now,  upon  our  readers,  to  accompaaW 
us  in  fancy's  serial  ship  to  one  of  tho  fair  «ccaC| 
of  tile  fairest  region  of  earth.  The  land  tip 
wliicli  every  term  of  beauty  and  endearment 
has  been  over  and  over  again  laviahetl ; — tbe 
land  of  love  (tliat  is  enough  of  itselt)— tl»e 
land  of  song — the  land  of  genius — of  poetry 
—painting,  in  short,  of  every  beautiful  thing^. 
There  is  magic  in  the  very  name.  Whoso  dull 
and  cold,  as  not  to  feel  a  dreamyi  dritciDuv 
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in  in  its  very  aouad !  Who  so  unpoetic 
ot  to  have  a  thousaml  ideas  of  poetry  asso- 
id  with  Italy !  Immortal  heroines  of  Verona* 

Venice  f—r-beroes  of  Milan  and  Mantua, 
id  it !  Fairy  cities  of  the  heart's  fairy  land, 
ose  image  has  been  stamped  there  by 
ray's,  Radelifie^s,  Schiller's,  Shakespeare's, 

Byron's  art,)  ever  dwell  ye  therein  the 
)sen  Realms  of  the  Chosen  of  Poetry  and 
oance ! 

t  unto  us  she  hath  a  spell,  beyond 

r  name  in  story,  and  hex  long  array  of  mighty  shadows.^ 

or  we  love,  even  more,  to  re-people  her 
I  the  "mighty  shadows"  of  our  own  poets' 
tion,  than  with  the  great  ones  of  her  own 
dry,  when  she  was  ^  the  mightiest'  as  she  is 
U  the  loveliest." 

*'  Italia !  oh,  Italia  1  thou  who  hast 
The  fatal  gift  of  beauty,  which  became 
A  funeral  dower." 

♦  Juliet.  1  Portia. 
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It  was  a  lovely   evening,  canojned  1 
glowing  sky  of  this  favoured  land, — ia  the  s 
same  atmosphere  that  inspired  the  sublimi 
!j;racefiil  conceptions  of  Leonardo  deVinci,- 
our  hero,    Reginald   Sefton,   sat  by   an  opt 
balcony,  enjoying   the  perfume  of  a  thouE 
aromatic  plants,  with  which  it  wras  filled)  < 
which  the  light  breeze  of  the  sweet  south  pasM 
carrying   their   fragrance    along    with  it, 
fanning   his  brow   with    its  double   swec 
Thus  enviably  situated,  we  cannot  say;   : 
that  our  hero's  brow  emulated  the  sky  above. 
Yet,  it  was  neither  worn  by  care,  nor  ruffled 
agitation  ;    but  neither  was  it  serenely   Cft 
There    was    no    apparent    disquiet  there- 
happy    hopefulness ;     his    mood    was    neitbei 
stormy  nor  sunshiny  ;  neither  as  the  nigbt  i 
the  day, — it  was  "  the  daylight  sicklied."    Tlli 
might  be  accounted  for,  we  know  ;  but  everft 
anon   there  came  over   him   a   certain    air 
restless    impatience,  foreign  to  his  chanicte 
which  might  Dot  be  go  easily  explained. 
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And  thus  it  is  ever/'  murmured  he,  con- 
LDg  his   moody  reverie ;   '"t  is  all  I  have 

with  through  life — my  life!  ever  within 
r  of  the  goal  of  my  hopes,  (even  though 
bould  be  distant,  yet  I  murmured  not,)  and 
I  they  are  dashed  away  for  ever.     It  is  my 

to  be  impelled  by  distracting  motives  of 
:>n,  ever — ever  directing  opposite  ways,  but 
ally  likely  to  be  at  fault.  Yet  it  is  my  fate 
ly  fate !  else,  why  had  I  not  made  Dora  mine 
rs  ago !  Wherefore  was  I  blinded  to  the 
h!  Wherefore,  oh,  wherefore!  committed 
elf  to  my  mother  about  the  Countess,  just 

was  about  to  meet  again  the  only  woman, 
>w  more  than  ever  feel,  I  could  ever  make 
Own  !     And  she  loves  me !   Nina  loves  me, 

mother  says ; — yes !  with  the  love  of  her 
Je,  impetuous  nation !  Would  her  love  bear 
test  of  years,  as  Dora's  has !  My  attentions 
^  been  so  marked — pshaw !  I  had  thought 
fickle  Italian  nature  would  long  ago  have 
i^led  itself  with  a  newer  lover.    In  truth» 
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ihe  whole  hateful  circumstance  had  nearly  faded 
from  my  memory,  when  ob,  dUmajl  Ireceiv^ 
my  mother's  electrifying  letter !  Never  sbftU  I 
forget  the  revulsion  of  my  feeling! — 'never, 
never  the  agony  of  that  moment !  In  luvi;  with 
me! — well — and  she  is  handsome  1  but,  ob  ! 
how  uuhke  Dora '.  though  more  brilliant  she  is 
coarse,  meretricious)  in  comparisoUi  io  feati 
and  form,  in  manners,  eye,  and  even  in 
sentiments  !  She  gleams  upon  you  ut  ui 
V'ou  are  at  first  astonished — bewildered  by 
dazzling  assemblage  of  her  multiform  <il 
tions  I  but  then  it  has  all  been  made  mtuiiri 
to  you  at  once;  there  is  no  repoee — not  tbaC^ 
endless  novelly,  that  variety  of  ever-cbangiiig 
expression,  imparting  so  delightful  an  alteraUon 
of  varying  impressions,  and  leaving  on  tlie  miud 
the  conviction  of  there  being  always  someUiii 
left  to  be  found  out  yet !  Such  is  the  di 
between  Dora  and  Nina  !" 

Who   was  the  Countess  Nma?— the   faircrt 
woman  in  all  Milan  !  and  a  widow  !  but  m  lita 
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bloom  of  life)  having  been  contracted 
I  a  child,  and  married  when  little  more»  to 
n  three  times  her  age,  who  had  conferred 

her  his  ancient  name*  and  left  her  a  widow 
be  had  scaice  attained  to  woman's  estate. 
,  titled,  and  beautiful !  Sefton  had  been, 
gh  the  least  humble  of  her  humble  cavaliers, 
Dost  constant,  or  rather,  the  most  continuous 
8  attentions,  which,  indeed,  had  endured 
Dating  in  intensity  for  a  year's  length.  To 
ire,  it  was  no  fault  of  his,  that  his  mother 
never  content  except  in  her  society  ;  that  if 
?ontes8a  was  not  with  her,  she  must  ever  be 
Aug  some  excellent  reason  for  going  to  the 
eua%  and  pressing  her  son  into  the  same 
ce.  The  Countess,  we  have  said,  was 
y,  and  Reginald  was  an  eminent  judge  of 
ty ;  had  it  not  been  that  Mrs.  Sefton  was 
irgent  in  persuading  her  son,  of  what  he 
already  convinced  of;  and  made  her  plans 
hopes  upon  the  point  too  glaringly  evident, 
to  one,  but  he  had  long  ago   progressed. 
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from  the  dangler  tu  the  declared  lover. 
was,  during  bla  long,  lingering  Buit,  in 
numerous  attendances,  morning  a^r  moraiii| 
upon  the  beautiful  Italian,  during  the  dririi^ 
walkings,  ridings,  and  Gaunterings,  in  her  c 
pany;  and  the  constant  escortingg,  evening  after 
evening,  lc>  balls  or  the  Opera,  he  hod  had 
leisure  to  Rnd  out,  at  last,  that  her  profile  x 
too  prononce ;  and  even  to  come  to  the  i 
termination,  upon  some  occasions,  that  Nto 
eyes,  large  and  lustrous  though  they  were— 
soul  and  tenderness,  and  that  sort  of  thing,  mi|| 
not  be  always  "soft  as  her  clime,  and  sunn^^ 
her  ^kies,"  at  their  softest  and  sunniest. 

Mrs.  Seftori)  half  an  Italian  herself,  and  d 
voted  to  the  climate  and  customs  of  her  motbci^ 
native  land,  proportionably  detested  Engliind, 
having  decided  that  she  should  be  morally  and 
liiiysicaliy  frozen  upon  her  retuni  to  it&  un- 
geniai  regions,  and  above  all,  to  the  icy  gloou 
of  Sellon  Priory. 

"  You  are  always  a  reminiscence  to  , 
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{land/'  said  she  to  her  8on»  with  a  shadder, 
heoever  you  return  from  your  visits  to  that 
d.  Passionless,  Money-valuing  Land.  It  is 
I  your  English  nature  is  developed^  and 
ns  to  preponderate  a  thousandfold  ;  but  this 
tf  your  abstraction  and  coldness  has  in- 
lied  to  a  distressing  extent^ — ^it  almost  kills 
r  Nina.  Your  coldness  to  her,  who  has 
D  so  long  counting  upon,  and  looking  for 
ir  return,  is  too  cruel,  and  altogether,  most 
ike  a — a — favoured  and  affianced  lover." 
'Never !"  cried  Sefton.  "  Mother,  you  mis- 
e!  you  distract  meT 

'Reginald,  hear  me!"  said  his  mother,  im- 
Hively ;  **  Let  me  endeavour  to  understand 
IT  meaning, — ^your  strange,  unaccountable 
duct — your  reserve  and  incoherence, — In  one 
fd,  Nina  loves  you, — you  know  it; — ^you  have, 
tfery  possible  way,  given  her  to  believe  you 
t  her ;  your  devotion  has  been  apparent  to 
ry  one ;  your  names  are  publicly  coupled 
ither    throughout    Milan;    and  I    know, 
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she     looks     upon     herself,     sk    your 
wife." 

"  Then  it  must  have  been  yourself, 
that  originated  the  idea;  a  being,  of  so  im- 
petuoua  a  nature,  as  a  wife,  would  keep  one 
perpetual  fermeul.  You  aiut  be  aware  — 
"  Reginald  !  ask  your  our  heart !  I 
not  of  your  promise  to  oiyaelf,  but  tax  your 
reuollection,  and  then  answer  who  it  is  thai 
has  originated,  by  his  own  long,  and  systemati- 
cally evideut  devotions,  the  general  report,  and 
the  particular  conviction." 

"  The  Countess  has  had  scores  of  lovers  mi 
devoted,"  muttered  Sefton. 

"  Not  from   the   cold   land  of  the  Noi 
replied     his   mother;     "remember  those 
votioDS   were  received  whence  they   cacatti 
from  a  proud,  cold   Englishman^  native  of 
dreary,  phlegmatic,  sunless  England." 

"  Hum  !  You  compliment  our  natioDi  at 
expense  of  my  poor  self,"  said  Regiaaldi  bill 
"  I  must  suffer  for  my  nation's  virtues."   _ 


>  im- 
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^  Regmmld  !*'  cried  his  mother,  excited  by 
I  mocking  tone.     ^Reginald!   the  heart  of 


woman  is  not  of  ice.*'  ('*  No,  indeed/' 
<Hi^  Reginald,  '^  except  that  it  melts  as 
oedUy.")  ''  Nor  ia  it  a  toy  to  be  trifled  and 
^yed  with,  and  oast  aside.  No!  no  more 
IQ  the  honour  of  an  Englishman — the  honour 
K  value  so  highly — must  be  made  a  bye-word 
a  ibreign  land.  You  start  and  frown,  my 
ir  son;  remember,  that  high  and  chivalric 
lour  is  more  deeply  pledged  by  such  silently 
bnatedy  yet  profound  devotion,  and  constant 
BQtions,  than  by  a  more  formal  and  direct 
ilaration."  Mrs.  Sefton  paused,  but  almost 
tently  re-eommenced  with, — **  Remember, 
dear  Reginald  !"*^and  as  Reginald  still 
■enred  a  gloomy  silence,  emboldened  thereby, 
i  proceeded  to  remind  him,  very  circum- 
^ally,^  one  after  another,  of  a  long  array 
fbregone  acts,  and  words,  and  speeches, 
stating  against  him,  and  for  the  cause  she 
located,    to  a  distracting,    and    truly,  we 
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must  own,  formidable  ex  tent —Unhappy  Regi^ 

nald! 

Encouraged  by  the  effect  of  her  oration,  : 
added,  "  In  fact,  I  cannot  but  come  to 
decision,  that  there  must  be  some  straogi 
mystery  yet  withheld  from  your  mother,— 
something  that  must  have  transpired,  so  Un 
I'iiaiige,  and  prevent  your  seeing  the  matter  i 
its  proper  hgbt — to  blind  you  to  the  love,  and  tl 
loveliness  so  entirely  your  own  :  and  where  wit 
you  tind  greater  loveliness  ?  But  for  such  ton 
as  Nina's — for  such  a  heart,  you  might  s 
t}ic  wide  world  round  in  vain.  Reflect  up) 
this,  Reginald!  Think,  too,  of  the  satisfactioi 
it  would  be  in  my  failing  health — perchance  I 
my  parting  breath,  to  know  your  happin 
the  care  of  such  a  warm,  loving  heart! 
too,  of  your  last  parting,  upon  the  remembi 
of  which,  my  charming  Nina  baa  Iiv< 
ever  since.  Oh !  where  on  earth  is 
another  man  that  would  not  give  the 
world,  did  he  poseess  it,  to  be  ia  jooi  ] 
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^on— the  envy  of  all  Milan  1 — think  of  that 


^nd  Reginald  did  think,  and  reflect,  to  an 
tict/ent  quite  sufficient  to  have  satisfied  his 
nother,  had  she  been  never  so  exacting  on  the 
point. — ^The  envy  of  ail  Milan! — Enviable 
Elegioald ! 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

"  For  1  mioe  owa  giun'il  kuowledg*  iboulil  piufin 
If  I  could  lime  eijend  with  luch  k  snipe. 
But  fur  my  s[iorI  and  frofil." — ShaxutkuB- 


"  And  how  do  you  feel  now,  Master  Frasky  ?' 
eaid  Sir  Edmond  Tracy  to  our  friend  Franci 
as  tbey  glided  in  an  open  boat,  close  under  t 
tall,  black,  perpendicular  rockE,  forming  part  s 
llie  Coast  of  Man. 

"  Wliy,  I  don't  feel  very  particularly  n 
replied  Frank,  hia  looks  not  belying  the  i 
tioD ;  "this  boating  in   the  open  sea  doei  nol 
tery  well  agree  with  me." 
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'*  But  to  be  sore,  there's  somethiDg  rery  grand 
those  steep,  rugged  rocks^  frownhig  down 
Hxn  ua,  and  reflecting  themselves  in  the  clear^ 
^  water,  with  their  strata  piled  up  in  such 
^dar  layersi  and  broken  about  into  such  wild 
Midlands,  and  ins  and  outs ;— how  sister  Dora 
CMdd  have  enjoyed  thiS) — and  Rosalie,  and 
abel!'* 

^'  It's  all  very  grand,*'    said  Frank,   "  but 
tim  cold  and  miserable." 
*'  Ah,  my  dear  fellow ! "  said  Tracy,  laughing, 
t  fear  me,  you  have  no  great  sense  of  the  sub- 
tle and  beautiful ! " 

*'  I  like  them  well  enough  in  their  way,  but 
By're  not  worth  making  oneself  uncomfortable 
^  ;  the  beautiful  is  all  very  well,  when  not  pur- 
^  under  difliculties, — ^the  sublime  all  very  fine 
'l«re  there^s  no  danger.  Good  Heavens!  what 
*  you  doing  with  the  boat  ? — where  are  you 
Jing  to?*' 

^There  is  a  passage  running  through  this  head- 
IM,  through  which  I  wished  to  take  you,"  said 
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Tracy,  suppresEing  alaugfa,  "itis'ii 

aad  farmB  a  kind  of  cave ;  you  don't  know  i 

beautiful  it  is  within !  " 

"  Ob,    never   mind   how   beautiful," 
Frank,  "  if  there's  the  least  danger.     I  nei 
knew  8uch  a  fellow  for  risking  peoples'  liw 
what's  the  use  of  periling  oneself  for  such  i 
sense ! " 

The  single  Manx  boatman  sccompaoyi 
them,  to  whom  Tracy  lent  his  vigorous  aid,  when 
required,  appealed  to  by  Francis,  and  confirmiog 
Sir  Edmond's  statement  that  the  passage  through 
the  cave  might  be  made  without  danger,  Francis 
consented  to  be  taken ;  and  was  afterwards 
brouglit  to  confess  that  his  companion  had  not 
over-rated  the  beauty  of  the  fairy  cave.  It 
might  have  been  tbc  abode  of  a  uea-nympli,  a 
lined  by  her  tasteful  band,  so  brilliant  were  t 
hues  of  the  weeds  and  other  soa  substaoQJ 
gleaming  around, — as  tbe  sun  Etreomed  into  t 
cave, — especially  of  a  red  substance  resembldl 
coral  in  form  and  colour,  with  which  the  Arclil 
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vf  and  sides  were  covered,  so  heightened  the 
nsparent  brilliance  of  the  darkly,  deeply-erae- 
id  like  sea,  through  whose  clear  depths  a  sub- 
^ne  garden   of  sea-plants  of  the   brightest 
lies  and  most  varied  forms,  were  distinctly 
sible, — the  effect  of  colour  was  dazzling. 
"  Now  would'nt  they  all  have  been  charmed 
ith  this  ? — the  ladies,  i  mean." 
**  Most  likely  have  caught  cold,"   answered 
*«  philosophic   Francis,  '*  I  think  I've  heard 
Rosalie  talk  of  that  passage." 
"  Vie  often  wondered,"  said  Sir  Edmond  pre- 
^tly,  "  that  you,  with  all  your  opportunities, 
^ve  not  made  better  use  of  them  in  that  quar- 
'^'f  you'd  Just  suit  each  other,  so  clever  and 
HAish  as  you  are  both." 
*•  I  don't  like  a  clever  woman — at  least,  I 
'ould'nt  like   to  marry   one,   though  I  don't 
"Ubt  she's  much  too  good  for  me." 
**Well,  Frederick  Sunderland  is  not  of  that 
Qfiion  ;  and  you  seem  to  be  leaving  the  field 
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ijuitc  entirely  to  him,    Will  it  be  a  match?" 
Sir  Edniond. 

"  Frederick  Sunderland!  cried  Francie, 
temptuoufily,  the  idea  of  any  woman's  accepting 
iuch    a   wretch  as   that ! — he's   not   half  good 

enough   for  her;   he's  a .      Well,    &t  all 

pu'nta,  he  don't  say  much." 

"  Like  the  renowned  stupid  youth,  ho  thinks 
the  more,  perhaps,"  said  Tracy,  laughing. 

"  He's  a  fool !   any  woman's  too  good 
him,"  said  Frank ;  she'll  never  have  him." 

"  You're  a  strange  man ;  women's  tastes  are 
proverbially  unaccouo table  and  absurd;"  ("  in- 
deed they  are,"  muttered  Frank,  looViog  tho- 
roughly disgusted),  "  and  you  have  just  been 
intimating  your  leaning  towards  a  fool ;  at  any 
rate,  your  last  inamorata,  la  belle  Caroline,  waa 
dunce  enough." 

"  Good  gracious!"  exclaimed  Francis,  "  what 
are  yon  about  now,  Sir  Edmond  ? — how  tfao  boat 
ia  tossing  !" 

"  We  are  rounding  Spanish  Head,  aa  I  thotij)^ 
you  would  like  to  come  round  by  Me  Calf' 
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^f  object  of  our  row;  there  is  a  strong 
rent  between  it  and  the  main  land,  called 
i  'Race  of  the  Calf/  and  the  tide's 
mmg." 

^Oh,  a  race,  indeed,  it's  leading  us!"  said 
loL  '^  Pray,  let  us  put  back — I  don't  Want 
land  upon  the  Calf." 

The  wild>  watery  scene,  Francis  appeiired  so 
Ue  to  appreciate,  was  not  altogether  without 
andeur ;  the  outmost  barrier  of  the  Bay  forms 
angle   of  the  island,  with  the  wide — wide 
I,  and  nothing  else  all  around,  except  the 
solate  rock,  called  the  Chickens,  and  the  de- 
chcd  little  Island,  y'ciept  "  the  Calf  of  Man." 
he  Bay  is  indented  with  craggy  fissures  and 
gh  spiral  rocks,  partly  divided  from  the  main 
mL    These  are  peculiarly  favourite  haunts  of 
e  sea-gulls  and  cormorants,  who,  with  their 
i^  uncouth  necks,  now  perching  thereon — 
ir  skimming,  and  now  diving  into  the  water, 
ded  to  the  wildness  of  the  scene. 
Sir  Edmond  informed  Francis   there  was  a 
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glorious  Cave  beneath  the  stupendoufi  head- 
land,  called  Spanish  Head,  sometimes  quite 
dark,  and  now  and  then  lighted  by  openiDgt 
lijcj'h  above  i  but  Frank  shook  his  head  at  tba 
jdventnrous  spirit  of  (be  Baronet,  and  gruiiely 
(ieLlined  tlie  adventure.  Since  his  unlooked*lbr 
aiiualin  the  Island,  Sir  Edmond  hud  struck 
up  <|uite  a  cloee  intimacy  with  our  gmlclen 
Inend,  Frank,  who  at  first,  had  taken  a  little 
'une  and  pains  to  be  brought  round  fiotQ  bm 
Icniier  antipathy;  but  now,  with  the  partiality 
<(<  (jften  observable  in  grave  people,  for  thot 
exactly  their  opposites,  manifested  a  decatlM 
pieililection  for  liic  society  of  the  sprightly 
liiBliniiU),  who,  on  his  part,  seemed  equally 
Kuii'sed  with  the  quaint  oddities  and  originality 
ul'  voung  Melville- 

"  And  GO,  Mr.  Frank,"  began  be,  as  soon  a* 
they  had  escaped  from  the  tossing  and  lurmoU 
of  'the  race,'  "you  think  our  clever,  strmnge 
httlc  friend,  1(o%y  de  Courcy,  would  proclaini 
herself  a  Fool  should    she    acvept   Frederi«i| 
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ideriand ;  and  I  know,  because  Lady  SuDder- 
d  told  him  so,  he  believes  himself  vastly  in 
e  there;  and  yet  you  make  no  scruple  at 
ifessing    yourself    addicted    thereto ;     and 

roline  Sun " 

*  Why,  I  don't  exactly  like  a  woman  to  be 
>  clever,"  said  Frank  evasively.  **  I  prefer 
tm  rather  silly — it's  more — more  interesting." 
^  What  an  extraordinarily  candid  creature  it 
!**  thought  Tracy,  as  Frank  merely  saw  fit  to 
^press  audibly,  the  very  general  and  mutually 
tttering  opinion  (to  themselves  and  the  objects 

question)  of  his  sex  on  this  point.      "His 
'od  is  like  the  sea  we  are  sailing  over,  that  is, 

clear,  though  not  so  brilliant.  I  should 
**y,"  he  presently  continued,  *'  a  very  great 
^Qnt  of  it  must  grow  wearying  at  times  ;  but 
^1  who  are  accustomed  to  the  talents  and 
Ferness  of  your  sisters,  especially  the  superior 
^tal  endowments  of  Miss  Melville — you,  of 
1  others,  would  feel  the  contrast.  I  should 
Bey  you  would  feel  her  loss  very  much," 
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"  Her  loss !     What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?" 

"  I  mean,  wtieo  jou  shall  be  separated,  of 
course." 

"  Aye,  if  I  should  marry !" 

"  Yes,  but  I  mean  if  you  should  not)  before 
she  leaves  you." 

"  Leave  me !  I'll  be  hanged  Lf  I  know  what 
you  meaa!"  exclaimed  Frank,  lookiag  dis- 
mayed. 

"What  should  I  mean?  butwlien  she  marries 
— when  your  sister  is  married." 

"Dora  marry!  cried  Frank.  "But  there  U 
no  probability  of  that," 

"None?" 

"  Certainly  not !  Beside,  the  men  of  the 
present  day  are  all  such  a  wretched  set  1  that  is, 
generally  speaking,  you  know," 

"  Indeed!"  said  the  incredulous  Baroaet, 
opening  his  handsome  eyes. 

"  What  do  you  mean,"  cried  poor  Frank,  all 
in  amaze. 

"  I'm  to  infer  then,"  said  Tracy,  witb  |uo- 
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Ling  coolness,  ^  that  it  is  not  to  be  for  some 

'  What  is  not  to  be  ?  For  Heaven's  sake  ex- 
tn  what  you  do  infer!'*  cried  Frank,  more 
I  more  bewildered,  and  beginning  to  get 
;htly  irritated. 

•How  very  unaccountable  your  affecting 
h,  Ignorance.  I  allude,  of  course,  to  your 
€r*s  marriage.'* 

*  Dora  !  Dora's  marriage  ?*' 

^  Your  sister's  marriage  with  Reginald 
Ion!" 

*  Dora  engaged  to  marry  Sefton !  What 
^e  you  got  into  your  head  ?  Impossible  !" 
^  Frank,  startled  out  of  his  ordinary 
escence.  **  How  could  it  be,  and  I  not 
>w  it  ?  You  must  be  mistaken,*'  continued 
presently  subsiding  into  calmness. 

Sir  Edmond  said  nothing,  but  looked  at 
tnk — and  it  was  a  look  that  Frank  never 
got, — more  eloquent  than  words ;  it  caused 
bim  a  strange  feeling  of  uneasiness  and  im- 
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patience ;  and  again  he  found  it  impoesiUc 
resist  questioning  hii  torturer,  who  bUU 
sistcd  m  the  same  statement.  Francis  MelriUit, 
first  all  increduhty,  then  all  indignation,  in  ca«c 
the  startling  announcement  should  prove  trae, 
was  finally  all  indecision  and  bewilderment; 
and,  as  a  matter  of  course,  betrayed  all  the 
alteraations  of  his  feelings  and  iinpressions  ;  noi 
did  It  ever  occur  to  him,  to  adopt  the  wiser 
course  of  concealing  his  emotions  from 
Edniond,  and  so  prevent  hia  suspecting  (shoi 
the  incredible  disclosure  not  prove  a  fabricatioa) 
the  ignominious  ignorance  he  was 
so  nearly  concenied  him.  No!  any  such  de- 
monstration of  forethought  was  in  no  iostatice 
ever  dreamed  of  in  Frank's  philosophy;  it  wma 
not  possible,  in  a  nature  such  as  his — st  least, 
he  never  found  it  so. 

"  You  remember,"  said  Tracy,  in  continaatign 
of  various  details  confirmatory  of  his  ossertioD 
"  You  remember  the  night  of  the  Dingfily 
how  strangely  Seflon  disappeared  from  lU? 
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^•No,''  said  Frank,  ^*I  do  not,  as  I  was  not 

ttre.      You  know  I  detest  balls  and    such 

aft" 

''Well,  every  one  that  was  there  observed 

though  not  every  one  knew  or  guessed  the 
Use  of  bis  flight  was  a  moonlight  appointment 
th  Miss  Melville,   by  the   fountain    in   the 

*'den,  and " 

**It'sa — it  is  impossible!"  again  exclaimed 
*ank,  impetuously. 

'* It  is  true,  though!"  said  Tracy,  calmly. 
**  It  cannot  be!"  declared  Frank. 
**Now,  suppose  they  had  been  seen  to- 
•tber/'  continued  Tracy,  unobservant  of  Frank's 
terruption,  *'  in  earnest  discourse  by  the  said 
^tain — the  moon  above  and  the  moon  below 
"you  would  not  say  it  was  idl  moonshine.  I 
^  sorry  to  bring  confirmation  strong,  to  what 
^H  evidently  wish,  or  affect  to  wish,  to  misbe- 
^ve ;  yet,  as  you  can't  desire  to  form  any  other 
'Ottclusion  from  the  fact  of  this  clandestine 
leeting,  my  dear  fellow  ;  and  in  fact^  I  know  it 
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to  be,   you   must  now,  no  longer  doul 
slater's  being  the  affiaaced   wife   of  Reginald 
Sefton ;   and  why  you  should  wish  to  doubt  t^ 
I  cannot,  for  the  life  of  me,  conjecture-" 

"  Wish  !    Dora  going  to  marry  that  — 

"  I  happen  to  know  it  from  himself." 

"  And  not  disclose  her  intentions  to  me 
continued  Francis,  regardless  of  aught  but  his 
own  indignation.  "  Not  require  my  sanctioa 
and  consent ;  but  keep  me  so  totally  in  the  dark; 
it  is " 

"  It  certainly  seems  very  strange,  and — -but 
to  be  sure,  you  must  be  in  jest,"  said  Tracy, 
after  a  moment's  pause. 

"  lu  Jest !  never  was  further  from  it  io 
life,"  groaned  poor  Francis, 

"  It  never   can  he    that    so 
brother  should    have    been  kept    in   Uie 
about  such   an  important   arrangement. — It 
beyond  belief." 

"  It  is  against  human  nature!"  cried  Fi 
in  accents  between  anger  and  the 
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iifltress  of  mind.  **  But  I  cannot— I  cannot 
credit  it,  and  that's  the  truth ;"  and  again  he 
*«Iapaed  into  his  moody  silence." 

**  So  unusually  kind  and  considerate  a 
brother/'  mused  Sir  Edmonds  as  to  himself. 
^'  So  united  as  they  seemed — so  affectionate ; 
-<-bot  I  do  believe  now  youVe  shamming,  Mel- 
ville,'' added  he,  in  a  louder  tone.  *'  It  seems 
to  very  unlikely  your  not  knowing  iu" 

''  It  is  incredible !"  groaned  out  Frank,  dis- 
tracted between  doubt  and  indignation ;  for  he 
felt  the  indignity  of  his  position  more  keenly, 
perhaps,  than  any  one,  though  he  had  taken  no 
measures  to  prevent  its  exposure. 

'*  Why  it  should  be  a  secret  I  cannot  under- 
stand, for  your  sister  will  be  the  envy  of  many," 
meditated  Tracy  ;  '*  yet,  I  cannot  altogether 
think  her  enviable  in  the  possession  of  a  heart 
that  has  so  often  changed  owners-r^a  confirmed 
male  coquette  ;  but  one  who  is  so,  I  must  own, 
with  enviable  impunity.     Such  harum  scarums 

I,  can  never  be  let  off  so;   everything  light, 
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frivolouB,  and  ohaogeabk,  is   assigned  to  i 
while  that  demure  dog  goes  on  ^ning, 
sinuing,  and  no  one  will   ever  be  induced 
believe  it.     He's  one  may  steal  a  dozen  horses 
wliile   v/e  may  not  even  steal   a  look   at  tb«   : 
hedge." 

"  I  can  no  longer  think  of  her  as  the  i 
sister,"  mused  Frank,  in  a  melancholy  voio) 
"married,  and  away,  she  will  no  longer  hafi 
any  care  for  us.     She  will " 

"  Come — come,  cheer  up,  man  !  Since  yon 
Slater  has  not  thought  fit  to  make  yoa  a  coiv- 
fidanl, — if  she  has  shewn  such  iadiSereace, 
furnish  yourself  with  the  same  coin*  Wlu 
should  you  take  it  to  htart  so?" 

"If  she  had  made  me  a  confidant  from  the™ 
beginning,"  continued  Frank,  "the  thio^  would 
have  been,  indeed,  quite  different.  I  should 
have  gradually  become  accustomed  to  the  idea ; 
bat  who  would  have  thought  sfae  could  have 
used  me  so  V 

*'  Who   would   have  thought   that  1 
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« 

ive  been  the  first  to  disclose  the  matter  to 
w,  whom  it  so  nearly  concerns  ?  Wonders 
lU  never  cease  !  I  never  conjectured  but  that 
ra,  at  leasts  were  in  the  secret — if  secret  it 
sre;  nothing  ever  surprised  me  so  much !" 

'<  Alas !"  thought  the  hapless  Francis,  '^  how 
tie  I  dreamed  of  all  I  should  be  doomed  to 
iWLT  to  make  me  miserable,  when  I  consented 

take  this  trip  with  Sir  Edmond  ;  but  from 
y  childhood  I've  been  accustomed  to  nothing 
(t  disappointment  and  wretchedness,  espe** 
^ly  upon  occasions  of  this  kind,  set  apart 
^  enjoyment  and  pleasure — pleasure !  ghastly 
i^iasm !  I  shall  never  know  another  hour  of 
*  Dora,  to  have  used  me  so !" 
**  We've  had  a  delightful  row  to  be  sure," 
*^  Tracy,  in  an  elated  voice,  as  he  parted  from 
t^cis ;  '^  my  humblest  duty  to  the  ladies. 
'Utend  calling  to  take  my  leave  to-morrow, 
'Oogh  I  doubt  much,  whether  I  shall  not 
^veto  leave  Sunderland  behind,  spell-bound 
^  the  Island.   My  advice  is, — endeavour  to  cut 
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both   him    and   experimentaliaer  Broolce, 
Franky,  my  boy  I   and  fallow  your  flistar'a  4 
ample  as  soon   as  possible ;    that  will  aet  all 
right !" 

"  Xo,  no!  it's  all  wrong,  and  never  will  be 
right  I"  tbouglit  Francis,  as  he  quitted  his 
cliaritabie  enlightener,— bis  feelings  too  fill!  for 
words,  and  bis  heart  heavy  with  the  udwodImI 
load  of  mystery  this  surprising  disclosure  ia- 
volved.  It  was  the  first  time  the  idea  of  parting 
from  his  sister  had  ever  been  suggested  to  hiiu, 
and  it  occasioned  him  a  pang  he  would  aot,  v 
the  fulness  of  his  indignation,  make  coafeu 
of,  even  to  himself;  and  now,  at  the  very 
moment  of  bis  awakening  consciousness  to  the 
strength  of  these  sentiments,  he  first  felt  Ite  had  ] 
been  deeply  injured  where  he  was  most  stii^ 
ceptibleof  such  treatment, 

"So,  BO,  Miss  Dorat"  chuckled  Tnu^  Ut 
himself,  as  he  looked  after  the  ntreating 
Francis,  and  gaily  waved  bis  handi  aa  in 
couragement.     So,  so.  Master  Fraitci^wuL  j 
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Dora*   I  think  I've  helped   on  your  matters 
pretty  satisiactorily ;  so  it  strikes  me,  at  least. 
To  be  sure,  she's  shewn  herself  wiser  than  I 
^▼e  her  credit  for,  in  not  entrusting  her  secrets 
o  that  over  candid,  susceptible  young  gentle- 
nan — ^her  brother;  over  wise,  as  the  case  may 
>roTe.     Yet,  I  never  suspected  such  a  piece  of 
;ood   fortune,    though   I    flatter  myself    I've 
lumed   it  to  a  pretty  good  account.     What  a 
blind,   blundering,    sensitive   fool   it   is !    tant 
mieuxt  he's  made  for  our  wisdomships  to  ex- 
ercise our  skill  upon,  only  he's  too  easy  by 
half.     There's  some    credit  in  managing  that 
proud  fool,  Sefton.      He  keeps  one  always  on 
the  tenterhooks,  lest  he  should  turn  upon  one 
like  a  roused  lion  or  Newfoundland  dog^ — the 
more  the  satisfaction  when  he's  hooked  :    but 
with  Frank  and  Sunderland,  it's  like  children 
catching  toy-fish  with  magnets.      Well,  well, 
master  Franky,  I'll  do  you  a  good  turn,  at  any 
rate ;  you  shall  still  have  your  sister  to  take 
care  of  you;    and  she  shall  have  her  maudlin 


IGO  IHK    Bl-[.ISi.     PASaiOX. 

Iirollier,  only  by  your  leave,  fnirest  Don. 
yuii  must  ^pure  your  precious  Reginald  tu 
nif — a  t'uir  compromise, — a  Brother  (or  a 
Bnitlier  -.—/or  no  less  an  honour  da  I  itttnui 
yuii,   Ittf/inalil  Se/ton  ' 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


•X"ue  and  plain  relation  of  my  misfortunes  may  b«  of  use 
^nd  warning  to  credulous  maids;  never  to  put  too  much 
trust  in  deceitful  man." — Swift. 


Frank  proceeded  homewards  to  Fort  St. 
x^e,  he  ceased  not  to  brood  over  the  incre- 
e  discovery  he  had  so  unexpectedly  made ; 

the  more  he  thought,  of  course  the  more 
tched  he  became — the  greater  did  his  wrongs 
•ear  to  him.     Singularly  enough  he  came,  in 

end,  to  the  unusual  decision  of  repaying 
•tery   with  mystery,   and  of  forbearing  to 
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declare  at  once  to   his   sister  the  i 
revelation  that   had  beeti  made  known  to  li 
It  might  not  be  true, — there  must  be  Bome  m» 
lake  ;  at  any  rate  he  would  endeavour  to  decidi 
that  first,  before  he  taxed  ber  with  her  unsi^-' 
terly  conduct.     And  he  kept  his  determiDStion, 
though  it  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  ;  and 
as  might  have  been  expected,  with  total  onsuc- 
i'es9,  as  far  as  regarded  bis  efibrts  to  appear 
unconcerned  as  usual.     In  a  very  short  time  fa 
had   worked  himself  up  into  such   a  Eerer  c 
irritation  with  the  burden  of  the  unaccustom 
concealment,  that  he  had  made  up  his  mind  ti 
would  no  longer  endure  the  suspense ;  and  by 
satisfying   his  doubts,   would  at  once  relieve 
himself  of  the  unbearable  weight;  but  behoI<i,a 
now!  the  odious  secret  seemed  to  etick  by  b 
like  the  bottle  imp,  or  the  poisoned  ferment  < 
Hercules;   for  having  once   pursued   his 
wonted  system  of  disingenuousness,  difficult  I 
he  had  found  it  at  Brst,  and  repugnant  to  I 
disposition,  be  now  found  it  harder  to  ] 
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^uish  it.  Twenty  times^  at  least,  was  he  on 
the  point  of  confounding  his  unconscious  sister 
iirith  the  astounding  intelligence,  that  her  care- 
fully-guarded secret  had  not  escaped  the  detec- 
tion of  her  misused  brother;  but  somehow  it 
seemed  to  refuse  to  take  the  form  of  words,  and 
to  hang  suspended  on  his  lips,  as  it  were  ce- 
mented there. 

In  the  mean  time,  poor  Dora  soon  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  all  his  former  fits  of  moodi- 
Dess  and  hypochondria,  were  as  nothing  to  this 
present,  especially  as  she  could  assign  no  cause, 
in  any  degree,  adequate  to  the  unintermitting 
state  of  estrangement  and  depression,  in  which 
he  seemed  determined  to  persevere.  It  was  im- 
possible to  ascribe  it  to  the  Caroline  Sunder- 
Imnd  chapter ;  for  he  had  recovered  from  that 
fit  long  since,  and  this  was  evidently  a  fresh 
(Hie*  The  truth  was,  with  respect  to  that  little 
skirmish,  in  the  realms  of  king  Cupid,  Francis 
bad  shewn  himself  a  man,  the  which  high  praise 
avti7  one  will  know  how  to  appreciate.     In 
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fact,  it  was  impossible  he  could  be  blind  to  t-. 
whole  tenour  of  ideas  and  proceedings  al  S 
derlaiid  Hall,  which  made  hie  high  hopes  mad^ 
iiess,  Hlthough  we  know  he  had  a  long  I 
ivill'ulty  shut  his  eyes  to  the  fact,  and  affecte 
to  do  su,  after  it  had  broadly  gleamed  upon  V 
it  it  certain,  that  the  waning  smiles  of  the  I 
t'jiroline,  when  she  began  to  tire  of  the  odd, 
ijuaint  assiduities  of  her  admirer,  thougfa  tbejr 
might  at  first  have  caused  him  something  like  a 
pang ;  yet,  when  they  were  changed  to  absolute 
coldness,  instead  of  begetting  the  deeperalioii 
alio  rather  looked  for;  and  unlike  the  cold  looks 
of  Cowley's  miatress,  which  acted  as  burnin^- 
^iasscs  made  of  ice,  to  light  a  greater  flame, 
rather  generated  a  correspODding  frigidity  in 
tier  adorer ;  and  Caroline's  cold  airs,  instead  of 
fanning,  helped  to  extinguish  his  flame,  which, 
as  Rosalie  obscfTed,  was  evidently  vrapurating 
in  smoke,— the  murkiness  of  which,  after  han^ 
ing  about  him  for  a  short  time,  had  graduall*r 
disappeared.     In  a  ward,  Praous  had,  id  i 
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^  acted  as  a  man  ;  who  shall  deny  it — with 
lorn  ? — though  the  term  is  scarcely  compa- 
5  with  true  love, — for, 

Love  is  not  Igyc,  which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds, 
Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove." 

for  "  worms  i'  the  bud,"  and  "  green  and 
ow  melancholy,"  they  are  well  enough  left 
the  weaker  sex ;  but  from  old  time  till  to- 
»  "men  have  died,  &c.,  but  not  for  love;" 
*  Shakespeare  knew  it,  as  he  did  everything 
'»  and  what  is  more,  confessed  it. 
fo,  they  have  decided  it  to  be,  with  regard  to 
LXicis,  and  his  brief  love  story;  when  lo!  lio 
KHed  causelessly  to  sink  again  deeper  than  ever. 
'  Frank  can't  have  fallen  in  love,  I  suppose, 
b  either  of  my  aunts,"  ssud  Rosalie,  perplexed, 
Oora  deplored  the  present  miserable  state  of 
Hgs  to  her.    "  I  declare,"  said  she,  a  little 
^  after,  to   her  aunt  Phillis,   "  I'm  out  of 
fience  with  him ;  poor  Lillie !  what  with  her 
^yward  brother,  and  her  absent  lover,  she  has 
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□o  poace  or  content ;  she  looks  as  pale  as  her 
namesake,  the  veritable  Lilly." 

"  Yes !  it's  ever  ao  from  the  beginning  to  the 
end.  Rosy.  I  retnember,  when  we  were  all  young, 
liow  your  father  used  to  plague  and  teaze  met 
and  vet  to  please  too ;  for  I  was  never  more  coo- 
tent  than  when  suffering  his  flights  of  wild  hu> 
mour;  never  until — " 

"  Ab!  it's  even  so,  aunt,  as  you  say,  from  the 
beginning  to  the  end,  "  cried  Rosalie,  iater- 
lupting  her  aunt's  deep  sigh  ,"  troubling,  and 
teaziug,  flattering,  and  flouting  us,  and  we  sn 
ling  all  the  white.  Their  fleeting  homage  to  a 
at  best  but  mock  homage,  such  as  one  irould  pay 
a  petted  child;  they  load  us  with  the  emblesuof 
sovereignly,  place  a  seeptrc  in  our  bands,  whicb, 
lest  it  should  possess  any  power.  Is  fanned  of 
barlej-sugar,  but  which  we  greedily  sclie,  ttlin- 
r|uishing  substance  for  shadow.  Self-denial  ta  •<  I 
glorious  virtue,  and  it  cannot  be  denied  tb«y  givB- 
us  full  scope  for  its  exercise." 
"  Tlie  greater  shall  be  our  rewKdtfj 
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rcise  it^**  said  Phillis.  '^  But  Rosalie,  it  was 
ireDt  in  former  times, — in  days  of  chivalry, 
instance,  when  his  lady's  smile  was  the  true 
^bt's  guiding  star ;  when  life  and  limb  were 
lied  for  a  look  of  encouragement ;  when  the 
fie  object  of  his  life  was  to  do  his  lady's  will, 
im  he  regarded  as  a  superior  being,  whose 
les  were    life,    and   whose  cruelty,   death ; 

^se •' 

^  Now,  my  dear  Phillis,"  said  Margaret, 
:>ur  rhapsodies  in  a  false  cause  are  admissible 
L  certain  extent ;  but  when  I  hear  you  raving 
absurdly  against  truth  and  common  sense,  I 
Oct  help  giving  my  opinion.  For  does  not 
i*y  one  know,  as  Rosalie  has  observed,  and  I 
er  heard  her  speak  more  sensibly  in  my  life, 
t  all  the  influence  hitherto  acquired  by  our 
>  has  been  shadow  instead  of  substance ;  and 
t  it  is  now  only,  women  are  making  their  first 
*tace,  by  throwing  off  some  part  of  the 
^essive  yoke  under  which  they  have  so  long 
^  contented  to  exist;  because  it  has  been 
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wreatUed   with   flowers.       Now  it  it,    diU'3 

literature   and  other    kuowledge,  aye,  i 
sfiuncc,  they  arc  beginning  to  assert  tliMr  hig 
ra|iabilltifs." 

i'ljillif,  assisted  by  Ruealie,  attempted  i 
ili'I'cnce  vi'  her  favourile  ages,  but  was  interrupl 
shortly  l'\  Margaret  saying,^ 

'■Sir:,    ruillis,    in    tlie   abundance   of  yoi 
puftrv   and  romance,  what  can  you  say  for  t 
unligbti'iiment  of  those  times,  whicb  deemed   it 
a  dL';^rad;itioii  for  woman  tu  have  intellects,  and 
ai;  oi;truge  to  use  thein." 

"  That  it  is  an  error,  by  no  ineaiiH  coaGoed  | 
the  RoniaiiticAgeB,  but  one  that  has  been  In 
down  (perhaps  at  times  disguised  under  ipi 
deviees)  to  the  present  time,  from  whicb   v 
l"il.  just  recovering,  as  you  say,  Atint  Mar( 
nuii  -.li  usual,  too,  the  forerunners,  or  ploaei 
till.-  path  of  improvement,  have  liad  to  pay  the  | 
nally  of  their  ailveuturousiiess.  if  tlicy  were 
ije  affrighted  by  a  nami^  awful  and  opprut>riuus, 
invented  by  contemptuous  man,  in  the  (^euitud* 
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I  superiority,  and  the  fulness  of  his  dis- 
Dt»  at  the  audacious  encroachment  upon 
he  had  hitherto  so  carefully  guarded  as 
rn/* 

th  her  aunts,  especially  Margaret,  com* 
ed  Rosalie  for  this  exposition  of  the  fact, 
;h  Phillis  shook  her  head  at  the  spirit  that 
3d  to  dictate  it 

still  consider,"  said  she,  ^'  notwithstanding 
eloquence.  Rosy,  women  did  possess  in 
T  ages,  a  pretty  large  share  of  influence, 
;h  otherwise  manifested  than  at  present; 
sy  have  been  the  conquerors  of  the  world's 
lerors ;  so  have  they  been,  particularly  in 
iTOurite  chiyalric  times,  the  argument  and 
ration  of  the  poet — the  highest  honour  of 
xemplifying  what  was  good,  and  leaving  it 
tbers  to  preach  about ;  and  as  Sir  Walter 
i  says,  the  deeds  and  the  actors  celebrated 
of  greater  consideration  than  the  cele- 
its." 

Well  done,  Phillis !   Most  ingenious  sister !'' 
>t.  111.  I 
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said  de  Courcy,  just  eotenug.  "Ym 
take  out  a  patent  for  getting  out  of  a 
notbing  like  it,  when  Guored  io  yovr  axgameai, 
or '  Kravel'd  for  the  lack  of  matter,"  migapply  a 
good  quotation  after  having  separated  it  frooi  its 
context." 

"1  have  often  thought,"  said  Mu^aret,  a 
little  time  after,  to  her  brother,  ''  I  should  like 
tn  come  at  your  real,  true  opinion,  of  Uic 
rc^pectJTe  merits  of  old  and  modern  times ;  for 
you  tack  about  so,  it's  impoiieible  to  find  out 
what  you  do  think.  Just  as  I  think  I 
you  my  partisan,  you  exprcBB,  or  upbold 
opinion  of  just  the  very  opposite  tendeocy. 

"  That  is  exactly  what  1  bare  long  wiabed 
decide  upon,"  said  Phillis;  "  though  you  a] 
such  a  warerer,  Charles,  you  must  have  some 
opinion." 

"Just  like  the  world i"  replied  her  brotber. 
"  I  am  voted  a  waverer  because  1  am  DOpartiiati: 
pardon  me,  but,  unintentiotiallyi  you  bare  con- 
ferred OQ  me  tba  bigbest  praise — an  impartial 
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ancter,  being  one  of  the  very  rarest  in  this 
old  of  prejudice." 

"And  pardon  me,  my  lawyer-like  brother/* 
id  Margaret,  ''but  for  turning  and  twisting 
eiy   argument  to   suit  his  own   purpose,  I 


▼er •* 


•'More  prejudice!"  said  de  Courcy.  "The 
ly  unprejudiced  way  of  judging  is  to  allow  for 
^udice  in  others^  by  which  means  you  are  soon 
I  to  conclude,  that  people  and  things  are 
rriy  either  so  black,  or  so  white,  as  they  are 
iated ;  the  blacks  and  the  whites  approaching 
ver  to  one  another  than  is  generally  con- 
K«ed ;  the  intermediate  shades  come  nearer  to 
ife  mark." 

Tlie  Miss  de  Courcys,  though  they  did  not 
<Mr  it,  usually  listened  to  their  brother's  opinions 
oracular,  which  was  the  reason,  as  they  found 
Q^  in  the  humour  to  be  serious,  they  again  ap- 
4ed  for  his  dictum  upon  the  never-ceasing 
^me  of  their  controversies. 
**  Well  then,"  he  said,  smiling,  "  if  you  must 
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have  my  opinioD,  I  think  the  argumenU  of  both 
Ci^uall]' absurd,  because  ODC-sided.  Ifweeoald 
ascertain  the  segregate  amount  of  good  or  ill  in 
lliese  differcDt  ages,  collect  and  weigh  in  the 
halance  the  impuiiderable  elements  at  butosu 
happiness  and  misery,  I  don't  fancy  thcro  would 
be  any  mighty  difference  in  the  result.  Hum 
nature — poor  human  nature  h,  and  hu  I 
much  the  same,  I  suppose." 

"Ah!  poor  human  nature!"  sighed  PhillU, 
"  Etill  and  ever  asserts  its  common  origio  of 
humanity." 

"  And   inhumanity  too,  sometimes,"   rejaia 
her  brother. 

"  It  always  strikes  me,  as  a  strange  p 
of  us  pigmies,  when  [  hear  people  ] 
moralizing  over  human  nature,  as  tfaoqgfa'ttofL 
the  moralizcrs,  belonged  not  to  H|"  t^A 
Rosalie." 

"  1  cannot  funa  eo  high  an  estimate  of  our 
boasted  advance,  either  in  goodness  or  greatant, 
as  Margaret.    We're  fearfully  bad  kliU  t "  4qoa»- 
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ued  fae^  ^'and  I  have  long  outlired  the 
sdulity  of  our  romantic  Phillis,  and  her 
pability  oF  seeing  all  the  things  through  the 
ism  of  poetry  and  romance." 
h  must  not  be  supposed  of  our  spinsters  of  the 
^,  that  in  the  midst  of  their  more  abstract 
!Bearche8  and  speculations,  they  were  prone 
^  forget  the  real  duties  of  life.    No — 

"  SpiDiten  they  were  to  all  the  island  dear.** 

B  our  friends  had  full  opportunity  of  assuring 
^emselves  in  their  rambles  throughout  the 
witory  of  "Man/*  where,  almost  from  "the 
obt  of  Ayre  to  Saint  Maughold's  Head/'  their 
Minties  and  their  fame  extended,  while  the 
icufiar  veneration  their  names  were  held  in, 
li  enhanced,  amongst  the  rude  objects  of  their 
moty  by  the  exhalted  notion  of  their  talents, 
liich  was  current  in  the  island,  especially  of 
in  Margaret's,  who,  with  her  laboratory  and 
periments,  was  looked  upon  by  these  dmple 
p|Ae  almost  as  a  benevolent  Necromancer; 
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while  Miss  Phillis,  with  her  soft  1 
iQanoers,  aod  words  of  kindness,  w&a  almost 
wurshlpped  as  a.  good  angel.  In  fact,  iriUi 
Dotbing  else  or  more  important,  in  ibe  way  of 
active  employment,  to  occupy  their  atteation, 
they  devoted  themselves,  in  a  great  meBsure, 
to  the  physical  and  moral  comfort  of  their  neigh- 
bours, venf}'ing  St.  Paul's  exemplificalion  of  the 
charitable  zeal  for  which  a  maiden  life  is 
peculiarly  fitted.  Ask  those  who  potsess  op- 
portunities of  judging  best, — those  whose  &TOca- 
tion  it  is  to  minister  to  the  spiritual  and  bodily 
wants  of  all  conditions  alike, — whose  proriucc  it 
is  to  penetrate  into  hovels  of  the  poor  «nd 
dying: — ask  tht:m,  and  throughout  hundreds  of 
parishes  in  Great  Britain,  they  would  tell  joo. 
that  the  women  moet  useful  in  their  g 
are  old  maids!  This  makes  one  condode  i 
little  unfair,  that  amidst  the  numerous  workl 
one  sees  advertised,  separately  devoted  to  ibe 
"  Daughters,  Wives,  and  Widows  of  Englandi" 
one    has    not  yet    heard  of  a  btKik  entitled 
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<<tbe  Old  Maids  of  England!"  But  we 
Inrget,  that  would  be  tantamount  to  calling 
aameB,  nearly  as  bad  as  the  grim  soubriquet 
awigned  to  that  monster  in  nature,  (for  a  blue 
lady  most  be  a  monster,)  which  has  just  been 
^deUcately)  alluded  to. 

Now,  it  was  rather  odd,  but  it  was  to  Phillis  de 
CSovnrey,  Prank  at  length  made  up  his  mind  to 
onbiirden  the  account  of  his  injuries^  and  her 
soothing  voice  it  was  that  first  brought  balm  to 
Us  wounded  spirit.  There  was  that  about 
Pbillis  which  few  failed  in  pronouncing  most 
charming :  she  was  truly  feminine,  and  though 
no  longer  in  her  golden  prime,  was  often 
reckoned  more  interesting  (eren  by  the  other 
sex)  than  hundreds  in  the  full  blaze  of  youthful 
beauty.  Few  there  were,  of  any  age  or  sex, 
that  did  not  discover  in  her  that  indescribable 
something,  more  universal  in  its  attractiveness 
than  beauty,  talents,  or  accomplishments,  or 
worth,  (of  itself)  or  all  combined ;  that  magnetic 
grace  of  manner,  of  which  all  insensibly  feel  the 
influence,  and  which  we  can  only  demonstrate  by 


was,  (bat  must  have  been 
protracted  influence  of  I 
old)  wbo  we  are  told  pr< 
so  late  a  period  of  thei 
the  Dianes,  and  Sarah  Jc 
ihiB  difference  between  th 
— while  it  was  their  sol 
either  to  drag  &esh  hea; 
retain  them  ever  capti 
eSbrts  about  the  matter 
not  adorers,  unlike  the  1 
herown  fault.  Margaret,! 
iug  of  such  a  thing  f 
her  sister's  marriage  i 
placency ;  and  though 
older    benelf,    looked   uj 
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Pbillis,  when  the  reader  is  informed  that  the 
ciUDstance  was  of  such  common  occurrence 
h  her,  that  the  part  of  confidant  seemed  her 
!«tion.  She  was  the  faithful  depository  of 
0t  of  the  tender  secrets  of  the  young  Manx 
idensy  and  eren  of  some  of  thmr  swains ;  and 
diTers  other  conBdences  from  different  kinds 
I  conditions  of  people,  who  poured  their 
efs  into  her  sympathising  ear.  and  claimed 
'  congratulations  in  their  happier  prospicts. 
fiurt,  her  brain  was  a  Tolnme  of  mysteries  of 
^orts  and  descriptions ;  and  she  was  close  as 
^  grave :  not  that  Frank  knew  anything  of  all 
B»  but  quite  unconsciously  followed  in  the 
in  of  her  confiders. 

U  was  about  three  days  after  that  memorable 
^  upon  which  the  unwelcome  disclosure  had 
BQ  made  to  him  ;  and  on  that  morning  he  had 
uioed  the  first  faint  signs  of  brightening  since 
saving  the  fatal  shocks  the  explanation  of 
iich  was,  that  both  Tracy  and.  Sunderland  had 
tttted  the  island  the  preceding  evening;  and 
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in  the  midst  of  his  miseries  that  was  some  com^ 
fori.  Since  his  ud palatable  news,  heluul  held 
Sir  Edaioud  utmost  in  as  great  areraon  aa  his 
sillier  compagnon  de  voyage. 

Observing  this  glimmerlDg  of  a  favourable 
change)  Phlllis  had  invited  him  to  acooiapanji 
her  in  a  walk  along  the  sea-coast.  The  iavigo- 
ratiog  breeze  from  the  sea,  or  the  cheerful  con- 
verse of  his  companioD,  might  have  had  eomo- 
thiqg  to  do  with  the  expanaioD  of  bis  feelings 
for  Francis  was  one  of  those  mortals  who  are 


"  Too  «ODD  dejecled,  8>nd  (do  loon  Hlste." 


Phillis  had  been  commiserating  the  fate  of  y 01 
Sunderland's  luckless  vrooiog,  and  communi- 
cating to  Frank  her  suspicion  that  her  niece  had 
treated  him  very  scurvily.  This,  of  itself,  gave 
him  cause  for  chuckliag ;  for  strange  enough, 
the  discooiliturc  of  one  of  his  own  sex,  eapeciaUy 
of  the  kind  alluded  to,  had  always  the  effect  of 
raising  Frank's  spirits;  and  must  probably,  on 
this  occasion,  warmed  his  heart  to  the  nvenXat^ 
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—the  first  step  towards  confidence;  the  subject, 
too,  reminded  him  of  his  sister's  delinquencies  in 
another  sort,  and  contrasting  her  unadvised  con-' 
duct  with  that  of  Rosalie,  the  latter  rose  won- 
derfully in  his  estimation,  and  was  the  theme  of 
high  laudation ;  which  Phillis  scarcely  knew  how 
to  ioteriHrety  until  he  enlightened  her  as  to  his 
opinion,  that  the  men  of  the  present  day  were 
tuch  a  set,  that  he  considered  the  very  best  was 
unworthy  of  the  least  superior  woman. 

''  Ah  !  I  remember;  I  have  heard  you  say  as 
much  before/'  said  Phillis. 

'^  And  you  agree  with  me,  don't  you,"  rejoined 
Frank.  *^  As  for  such  a  vain  noddy  as  Fre- 
derick, how  he'll  ever  recover  it  I  can't  think, 
after  coming  all  this  way  for  the  purpose,"  he 
added,  with  an  air  of  subdued  satisfaction,  and 
moving  one  comer  of  bis  mouth  into  something 
like  a  smile :  "  poor  wretch  !  " 

And  he  pronounced  the  word,  wretch,  with  a 
spiteful  distinctness  of  emphasis  on  each  letter, 
that  made  it  sound  very  contemptuous  indeed* 


very  glam,  wu  usually  i 
confideotial,  so  that  by  . 
the  mighty  mystery  that  w 
hia  spiriu.  Now  there  w 
consolation  spoken  by  F 
fluence,  and  a  soft  mellifl 
tonea  Frank  had  aeyerfell 
of  the  aister  she  exerted 
smooth  over  and  amelioi 
brother,  bis  sense  of  the  i 
received  from  her;  her  qi 
her  in  guessing  how  the 
ready  tact  she  seined  hoi 
that  might  explain  away 
ment,  and  bring  consoli 
Tbere  wucom 
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odness:  beneath  their  influence^  the  mist  of 
lb  he  hmd  lately  employed  himself  in  con- 
"ing  up  from  ^<  nngle  file,"  to  battalions^  was 
ijlicaUy  dispersed.  As  he  poured  forth  to  her 
d  story  of  his  grieyances^  and  felt  relieved 
ftreby,  he  made  up  his  mind  he  had  never  met 
•l  so  patient  a  listener ; — as  she  soothed  his 
itation,  he  thought  he  had  never  known  any 
d  so  kind.  Dora  was  always  very  kind,  (at 
^  had  been  so  hitherto)  but  there  was  some- 
ng  so  unexpected,  so  flattering  in  thus  meet- 
r  with  sympathy  from  a  woman  so  superior  as 
^s  Phillis,  just  too,  as  he  seemed  to  have  been 
it  off  where  he  had  most  right  to  expect  it. 
F%illis  herself,  we  have  said,  felt  interested 
>ut  Frank  Melville  for  his  sister's  sake.  With 
-  interpretation  of  her  niece  she  had  become 
-tty  well  an  fait  both  as  to  the  weakness  and 
^  points  of  his  disposition ;  not  but  that  she 
^  made  some  discoveries  for  herself,  and  with 
**  poetic  couleur  dc  rose  way  of  viewing  things, 
t^reciated  to  the  full  all  that  was  good  in  his 


niece  ;  but  Phi  His  was 
conciliating  in  her  argu: 
had  always  been  pleasar 
she  even  went  beyond  hi 
tory  and  antiquities,  and 
diverted  by  his  odd  storii 
Into  their  old  train  ol 
and  as  he  listened  to  he 
and  heroes,  scalds,  and 
the  Island,  while  she 
her  hearty  appreciation 
favorite  stories,  to  which 
himself  to  give  utteranc 
between  grave  and  ga] 
beyond  description)  he  S( 
head,  all  at  once,  that  af 
rliin  af  n  fnnl    nnd    a  dii 


THE    RULING   PASSION.  183 

lin all  his  different  predilections^  so  that — 
it  as  it  might,  he  ne?er  afterwards  was  heard 
express  eoky  penetumt  for  a  simpleton. 
On  the  afternoon  of  the  following  day,  all  the 
ies  at  Fort  St.  George  found  themselves 
ting  together  with  Mr.  de  Courcy,  in  Miss 
illis  de  Courcy's  own  especial  little  boudoir. 
It  was  a  charming  romantic  little  room,  lined 
'h  oaky  lighted  by  one  large  kind  of  oriel 
Qdow,  looking  down  upon  the  battlemented 
race,  overhanging  the  sea.  It  contained 
^eral  recesses  and  niches,  in  which  were 
U^ed  antique  cabinets,  or  tables  of  inlaid 
^ry  and  ebony,  or  curious  old  figures; — 
^  grotesque  pieces  of  old  china,  and  a  clock 
U  seemed  to  have  walked  out  of  an  old 
tore.  A  few  beautiful  little  cabinet  pictures, 
some  carved  ivory  bas-reliefs,  brought  by 
f  brother  from  abroad,  in  massive  silver,  or 
*ved  frames,  hung  suspended  on  the  walls. 
The  whole  of  the  furniture  was  of  the  same 
ilracter,  and  veritably  ancient :  tables,  chair? ^^ 


iiitrui    >vure    an    iiiummai 
Hasilikc,  1649,  in  its  fun 
Reliques,  Vassari's  Live 
two  rare  works  of  artists- 
Vinci,   on   oil   painting,- 
trated  Life  of  Saint  Aujri 
painted,  engraved,  and  < 
the  figures  were  all  in  th 
ter's  time,  and,  in  their 
dignity,  bearing  a  remai 
gome    of    Retsch's  stalw 
Even  the  single  musical 
of  a  like  character  U,  the 
use  and  ornament,  the  ro< 
an  old  mandoline,  resting 
oaken  chair  of  the  same  s 
its  romantic  mistress  woi 
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ve  imagined  yourself  transported  back  to 
>se  ages  upon  whose  history  its  fair  owner 
ed  so  much  to  dwell :  nothing'modem  (ex- 
^  its  inmates)  obtruded  itself^  to  dispel  the 
ision  9  and  its  lonely  romantic  situation  over 
t  wild  sea-shore,  wonderfully  increased  its 
ire  effect 

?rank,  with  his  partly  recovered  equanimity, 
I  just  set  off  for  a  walk,  and  Rosalie  had 
Jk  congratulating  Dora  and  Isabel  on  their 
tiler's  better  mood.  Dora  sighed,  for  she 
lembered  that  although  she  had  remarked  in 
incis  a  favorable  change  upon  the  whole,  yet 
was  painfully  conscious,  that  to  her  he  still 
served  his  former  estrangement.  This  new 
tore  of  the  case  had  caused  the  truth,  and 
rly  the  whole  truth  to  flash  across  her  mind, 
I  she  had  determined  to  come  to  an  explan- 
^n  with  her  brother  at  once ;  but  in  the  mean 
e  her  mind  was  filled  with  heavy  forebodings, 
^re  was  a  peculiar  meaning  sort  of  unaccount- 
e  triumph  in  Sir  Edmond's  manner  towards 


**e^«iiaiu,  Had  tota. 

still  she  could  not  a 

renewed  intimacy 

wonted  estrangemei 

mind.     She  endeav 

the  effort  was  vain  • 

was  passing  within 

her  sadness  to  anoth 

Isabel,  in  continua 

shortly  said, «'  1  thinl 

belter  immediately   . 

^^k  with  Miss  PhiUii 

"  Ah  !  so  he  did,** 

had  you  been  saying  t. 

*' Nothing  very  parti, 

what  is  your  opinion 

Baronet,  friend  of  Mm 


m    l:i.4.1- 
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^  Yes !  I  had  hitherto  thought  him  the  most 
brilliant,  open-hearted,  sprightly " 

**  And^who  told  you  he  was  not  all  this  ?  " 
rejoined  Rosalie. 

^  Why,  Mr.  Francis  Melville  said  as  much." 

^  Oh  I"  answered  Rosalie,  unable  to  repress 
a  smile. 

''  Ah !  '^  said  Isabel,  laughing  outright. 

^'  Indeed  !  "  sud  Dorothy,  impressively. 

''  What  makes  you  all  exclaim,  and  laugh 
KG  ?  "said  Phillis  colouring. 

**  Why,  how  can  you  expect  it  to  be  other- 
wxae^*  said  Rosalie  demurely,  *^  when  the  young 
Hen  of  the  present  day  (of  which  Sir  Edmond 
m  of  course,  a  specimen,)  are  such  a  set! — 
hfit " 

''  Ah  !  I  see, "  said  Phillis,  laughing  in  her 

Urn. 

**  But  what  do  you  think  of  this  very  pleasing 
Qannered  gentleman,  Rosalie  ?  "  inquired  Miss 
^largaret.  '^  Men  you  know,  are  so  very  decep- 
ive,  that  one  must  not  form  a  hasty  judgment. 


cause  ofsdence  as  lie  atfii 
for  after  all,  he  went  awa 
Koxdale  Mines ;  though 
he  told  me  it  was  bia  p 
Biting  the  island ;  and 
and  talked  so  much  abou 
mised  to  nccompaoy  him 
pains  to  describe  them, 
cimens  of  the  ore,  and 
odd,"  and  Miss  Margare 
tone  of  voice. 

"  Not  so  !  "  responded 
to  one  thing'  constaat, — Qi 

"  It  seemed  all  gradtu 
mory,"  continued  Margu 
try  hjg  aincerity,    1  ifato 
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'*  Men  somehow,  never  seem  in  right-down 
earnest  about  a  thing,"  added  Miss  Margaret. 
''  Except  one  !  "  chimed  in  Rosalie. 

"What'8  the  worth  of  anything, 

But  so  much  money  as  *twiU  bring." 

*'  Perhaps  he  had  metal  more  attractive/* 
remarked  Phillis, — "my  friend  Mrs.  Percy 
binted  to  me  in  the  last  letter  I  received  from 
ber " 

*'  Hold,  Aunty !  The  romance  of  real  life,  and 
•liatof  the  imagination  coming  in  epistolary  con- 
tact! one  Quixotically  seeing  knightly  castles 
Iq  way  side  inns,  and  courtly  beauties  in  coarse 
K»untry  girls ;  the  other  beholding  far  more  in 
the  realms  of  the  air,  and  bodying  forth  from 
airy  nothing  the  form  of  things  unknown  :  what 
irill  not  the  conjunction  effect  !  Spare  us,  I 
implore !" 

•*  Well,  I  will,  if  you  will  first  tell  us  what 
you  think  of  Mr.  Brooke.'* 

"Why,  you  hav'nt  let  me  answer  about  the 
baronet  yet." 


**  Genius  !  that's  a  liig 
aunt  Margaret,  I  own  it. 
pclling  these  bright  gif) 
attention  to  trivialities." 

"  Well,  but  this  is  an  i 
glancing  at  Miss  Phillis 
high  capabilities  raising 
'the  general  herd.'" 

''He  has'nt  courage 
mind  to  be  really  great ; 
obscured  by  an  unaccou 
which  moving  him  to  dcsi 
kinds  of  men, — prevents  t 
he  owes  to  Vimsolf, — rare 
as  he  it  naturally  impell 
wholly  taken  up  with  1 
doings.     You  observe,  ii 


THB    RULING    PASSION^  191 

bitkm.  His  desire  to  excel  in  small  things^ 
vents  bis  succeedbg  in  great  ones ;  and  leads 
L  into  more  absurdities  tban  any  man  I  ever 

^  That  my  dear^  far  from  proving  bim  to  be 
genius,  ratber  goes  to  prove  the  reverse," 
larked  Miss  Margaret,  gravely.  *^  It's  com- 
[h-place  people  that  never  commit  absurdities, 

always  go  on  conducting  themselves  in  a 
in,  smooth,  praiseworthy,  proper  style,  while 
the  very  nature  of  genius  to  run  into  extra- 
;aaces;  and  as  its  possessors  are  cleverer  than 
er  people,  in  the  same  ratio  are  they  less 
enable  to  general  rules.'* 
^  Bravo,  sister  Margaret !  a  more  just  obser- 
ion  I  never  heard  you  utter.     I  never  knew 

now,  how  it  was  such  clever  fellows  as 
CH>ke  and  Professor  Percy,  were  always  in 
^  habit  of  making  suth  asses  of  themselves ;" 
I  de  Courcy  looking  over  the  newspaper  he 
i  long  been  quietly  studying  in  a  corner, 
lier  removed  from  the  lady  conclave ;    '*  I 


A 


x/AjauiSUd. 


*'  Nonsense,  i)ai)«i 
because  they  hare  r 
the   BcBotian   mount 
steep  aicents  half  wa- 
footing  on   its  preci 
origin  of  the  Percy  a 
Besides,  you  have  no 
aside  spelling    over 
and  just  as  we  have 
to  peer  over  the  col 
upon  us  with  your  sini 
"  But  own,  it  is  a  pi 
useful  lessons,  when  I 
lately,  while  spelling  . 
putes  of  ministers  am 
what  was  passing   arc 


friifVi 
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Uid  motives  of  those  who  have  the  misfortune 
bo  live  in  it    Is  it  not  a  wonderful  discovery !'' 

^'  You  are  ladies  of  your  own  castle/'  said 
Rosalie,  addressing  her  aunts,  ''  and  I  would 
lot  suffer  any  usurping  lords  of  the  creation  to 
tireak  their  saucy  wits  upon  you/' 

•*  I  leave  you  then,"  returned  her  father,  look- 
ing out  at  the  window,  '^  I  leave  you  to  the  un- 
restrained enjoyment  of  your  witching,  or  rather 
witch-like  occupation ;  you  three,  Margaretta, 
Phillis,  and  Rosalie,  of  hashing-up  all  of  us  in 
your  witches'  cauldron ;  for  the  Miss  Melville's, 
with  neither  wrinkles,  ugliness,  nor  wickedness, 
(though  I  almost  fear  I  spy  a  spice  of  that  in 
the  comer  of  Isabel's  eye,)  interfere  not  to  break 
the  charmed  number,  having  no  slights  of  their 
ill-favouredness  to  be  revenged  on ;  though  I 
Suspect  Sosalie,  with  the  incurable  propensity  of 
wicked  spirits,  would  like  nothing  better  than 
initiating  Isabel  into  the  black  art  of  censorious- 
ness,  were  it  not  for  Dora  being  by    in  the 
character  of  a  good  angel  to  protect  her.     Good 

VOL.  III.  K 


.\i'   uiruc  meet  again 
:'>    part." 

'  And  the  ingredic 
j)ro{)arations9  in  additi 
ters  will  be  jealousie 
pointed  vanity,  rever 
*  adders'  tongues  and 
and  on  with  your  dele 
to  meet  Mr.  Frank, 
Let  me  see — the  Bai 


next." 


*  Yes,  yea  !  we'll  ta 
and  slab,'  cried  Ros. 
followed  him  to  the  di 
iirarty  kiss ;  and  call 
niiiscliicf,  her  jest-lovin; 
'*  But  now,  geriously, 

4   1  .  ^.  *  .       ^ 
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'  Think !  that  he's  the  most  difficult  character 
rer  undertook  to  read,  and  you  know  I  hold  ' 
^If  blest  or  curst  with  the  gift  of  seeing  into 
ftirthest  depths :  he's  very  agreeable,  yet  he 
les  my  penetration." 

*  And  yet,  I  suspect  him  very  grievously," 
Bt  forth  Dora,  almost  unconsciously. 
•Of  what,  dear Lillie?" 
'*  Of  being  quite  as  careless  of  himself,  and 
>Tightle8s  of  consequences  as  he  would  seem.'* 
'*  Ah  me !"  exclaimed  her  friend,  "  when 
Be  is  after  suspecting  the  thing  has  a  bad 
}k  indeed,  Fm  ve:xed  with  dismal  thinkings ;" 
d  we  have  said  that  Miss  de  Courcy,  though 
t  handsome,  had  a  singular  way  of  looking 
ii  very  much  distressed,  or  smiling  the  most 
active  smile  ever  seen. 

3er  aunts  declared  they  should  not  recover 
lat  look  of  Rosy's"  for  some  time ;  and  Rosalie 
sently  suggested,  that  as  they  all  seemed  im 
ised  with  so  sudden  a  gloom  and  dulness 
y  should  resort  to  telling  stories  in  order  to 


K  2 


incidenta  therein;  whic 
adventureB  in  Cupid's 
slightest  tingirtgt  to  les  yra 
my  Aunty'e,  whom  we  atti 
affaira  of  the  present,  * 
thing  a  little  awkward, 
you  begin." 

"  If  I  do,"  fihe  answe 
irespasB  on  nobody'a  pat 
to  tell,  and  of  the  sort  Ri 
nothing.  I  never  cared 
and  no  man,  1  am  pe 
nie." 

"  How  rery  strange 
"  But  how  was  it,  N 
think  they  try  to  make 
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Margaret,  BmiUing.  ^'  From  my  earliest  yoatb, 
liowever,  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  a  proper 
lenieney  of  judgment  in  reference  to  the  stronger 
sex;  and  when  I  beard  our  poor  fnend,  Mrs. 
Stephens,  Vas  broken-hearted  at  the  wild  ways 
of  three  sons ;  when  I  was  accustomed  to  find 
Mrs.  Walton  ever  in  tears  and  trouble  at  the 
disreputable  courses  of  her  two  hopefuls,  one  at 
home,  the  other  abroad,  their  father's  brow 
plooghed  with  premature  furrows;  while  I  marked 
the  growing  sternness  and  early  wrinkles  of  many 
another  parent  in  the  prime  of  life ;  knowing 
that  the  one  cause  of  all  this  misery,  was  that 
their  respective  male  offspring,  which  should 
have  been  the  prop  and  support  of  their  declin- 
ing years,  preferred^  instead,  distributing  their 
father^s  substance,  in  the  support  of  foreign 
gaming-tables,  racing-studs,  opera-dancers,  and 
a  hundred  other  slight  pastimes,  lightly  spoken 
of  by  my  companions,  as  the  interesting  employ-  * 
ment  of  sewing  their  wild  oats  ;  when  (I  say)  I 
jiWisionally  met  these  promising  young  gentb- 


.^«.u4&Atu^   BUiliCb    01     IL 

ort^s-pratcrs, — I  rathe 
a  shudder.     I  tell  yc 
own  indifference,  not 
attachment  put  the 
feeling." 

••  Why,  aunt !  ex 
told  me  you  had  a  wbc 
so  don't  put  U8  off  with 

^^  You  shall  hear  al 
garety  with  rather  an  fl 
we  lost  our  father  yo 
Melville,  to  the  Hous 
on  which  he  had  lived 
all  of  us  were  bom — in 
my  sister  and  myself 
We  both  lived  here  wit 

f^innrlo    •tiw*     -.-l^- ^ 
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making  his  way  in  London,  his  aspirations  not 
being  to  be  confined  within  this  narrow  rock,  as 
he  was  pleased  to  call  our  island.  I  had  reached 
the  age  of  thirty,  without  having  had  any  one 
make  love  to  me.  At  this  time  my  aunt  died, 
leaving  the  principal  part  of  her  fortune  to  me, 
the  rest  between  Phillis  and  Charles,  though  it 
was  always  thought,  Charles  would  be  her  heir ; 

but  I  suppose  she  found  so  much  sympathy  in 
my  feelings  and  opinions,  and  rightly  judged  I 
should  follow  in  her  footsteps.  She  loved  the 
old  house,  and  made  it  a  proviso  I  should 
inhabit  it ;  which  was  more  in  accordance  with 
Fhillis's  taste  than  my  own." 

"  But  the  box  of  love-letters,'*  timidly  urged 
Isabel. 

"  Why,  it  falls  out  strangely,  that  they  have 
all  been  received  within  the  twelve  years  that 
have  elapsed  nnce  that  epoch, — the]  thing's  too 
glaring  to  need  comment ! " 

"  Horrible !  and  yet  I  never  had  any  idea  you 
were  being  made  love  to  all  this  time,  aunt ;  but 


Margaret,  with  a  touch 
or  four  gentlemen,  to  b 
tures  of  sharing  my  g 
with  me." 

*<  Which  condescenrioi 
said  Rosalie,  not  ventur 
further. 

"Phillis  will  atone 
story  of  her  more  romi 
couragingi  experience  ii 

term  it." 

After  a  little  pressing 
of  anxiety,  and  some  w 
niece,  Phillis,  smiling 
<^  although  there  are  so 
in  our  ages,  yet  my  1 
and  over  some  time  hi 
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when  I  incurred  that  malady — or  madness,  as 
Rosy  would  call  it ;  but  having  never  before  been 
beyond  these  shores,  I  was  inexperienced  enough 
for  a  second  Miranda.  I  was  then  on  a  visit  to 
my  brother  and  his  wile,  in  London.  My  lover 
either  was,  or  affected  to  be,  with  the  amiable 
wish  of  chiming  in  with  my  humour,  a  dreamy 
poetic  being,  full  of  high-flown  philosophies,  and 
what  I  then  considered  deep  metaphysical  argu. 
ment,  with  a  handsome,  pale,  and  rather  melan- 
choly cast  of  countenance,  and  a  voice  which, 
whether  speaking,  whispering,  or  singing, 
breathed  ever  the  same  melodious  music  for  me^ 
the  tone  of  which  it  is  quite  impossible  to 
imagine  or  describe ;  or  in  fact,  that  it  should  be 
anything  but  felt,  as  it  dropped  its  honied  distilr 
ment  upon  the  heart.  Talk  of  a  voice !  a  soft 
voice  being  an  excellent  thing  in  woman ;  in 
man  it  is  a  gift  fraught  with  more  danger  to  our 
hapless  sex  than  ^  aspics'  tongues,'  pouring  as 
deadly  poison  into  our  ears,  and  with  intention 
scarcely    less    malign    than  the  leprous  juice 


*'  That  gentleman  with 

carrying  on  such  a  despei 

they  say,  the  most  finishc 

pastime — splaying  with  t 

then  leaving  it  to  break, 

be.    There  is  a  story,  I  i 

where,  about  some  fair 

customed  to  professions 

doubting  the  sincerity  o 

since  pined,  the  victim  o 

they  were  affianced^  a: 

constrained  her  to  set  h 

ment      I  don't  know 

but  that  he  is  a  dange 

there  is  na  doubt."    " ! 
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tthen  they  gave  me  a  slight,  a  very  slight  shock. 
It  was  the  first  intimation  of  the  kind  I  had  re- 
oeived ;  yet  I  lightly  replied^  that  if  such  were  the 
case,  it  could  not  make  Raymond  (I  will  call 
him)  less  agreeable,  clever,  or  amusing.  My 
brother,  only  jokingly,  bade  me  take  care  of  my 
heart,  and  thought  little  more  of  the  matter, 
I  fancy.  He  was  then  exactly  as  he  is  now,  as  I 
have  heard  you  say.  Rosy,  up  to  the  ears  in 
business ;  living  in  a  legal  atmosphere,  in  which 
he  was,  as  a  general  thing,  thoroughly  im* 
mersed ;  only  now  and  then  surprising  you  by 
Bonie  acute  observation  on  what  was  going  on 
around  him,  and  then  again  sinking  into  an 
obliTion  of  everything  but  his  legal  occupations. 
Not  that,  although  your  father  gave  me  no  more 
words  of  advice,  there  were  not  other  warning 
voices  at  hand:  each  whispered  the  same  terrible 
tale  (as  now  it  had  become)  into  my  ear :  alas ! 
was  not  he  at  hand  to  contradict  the  rumour ! 
were  not  his  words  of  assurance  and  love  of 
themselves  sufficient  to  efface  the  very  remeiQ- 


laiseucss  auu  mo  i.t  u»»^ . 
to  be  proof  against  such 
it  not    far  more    naturi 
damning  proofs,  than  tbi 
believe  repeated  in  that 
an  inexperienced  girl,  i 
world  was  less  advanced 
is  now,  you  know,  Marg 
ing  as  I  did  at  that 
Phillis,  rallying  herself  i 
ment  into  which,  even 
years  had  since  run  th* 
her  own  tale  of  love  ha 
had    moments    of  misj 
'*  even    while   avoicUng 
friends, — *my  very  kin 
would  call  them  with  I 

■  .^«.««Mi.««J    ^1«A   ill    aoon 
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cf  doubt :  for  with  the  deserted  queen  I  might 
liave  said,  'then  he  would  talk — ^ye  gods,  how  he 
iroold  talk !'  Yet,  in  the  midst  of  my  dream  I 
was  suddenly  awakened  to  the  fact,  that  though 
his  professions  of  love  were  profuse  as  ever,  yet 
when  our  time  for  parting  had  well  nigh  arrived, 
biB  intentions,  instead  of  being  more  precise,  had 
become  more  vague ;  but  I  soon  set  my  heart  at 
rest  by  satisfying  myself  there  must  be  some  very 
potent  reason  preventing  his  present  declaration 
to  myself  or  my  guardians ;  and  many  a  plausi- 
bility did  my  brain  invent  in  support  of  this 
bbeory,  doing  equal  credit  to  my  lover's  delicacy 
tnd  discrimination.  I  remember,  amongst  other 
tbiDgs  he  used  to  tell  me,  I  was  the  embodied 
poetry  of  his  life,  apart  from  the  dull  prose  of  all 
EHher  things,  little  thinking  of  the  truly  poetic 
iiature  of  all  such  protestations.  We  had  con- 
stantly met  at  parties^  plays,  operas,  and  other 
places  of  amusement :  but  at  length  we  parted, 
itiy  heart  dwelling  only  upon  the  whispered  as- 
■virance  of  a  speedy  meeting.    We  parted  rather 


UUUli    WUU»C     VA^c*«,»ij   y"  — 

arrival  home,)  my  sis 
Margaret  did  not  accora 
as  it  was  known  I  was  r 
of  the  dangerous  illnesi 
became  rumoured  that 
had  been  left  to  her  £ 
course  concluded  by  m 
was  the  heiress ;  and  ii 
several  congratulatory 
which  I  duly  refuted. 

"  In  the  mean  time  I 
last  assurance  ;  and  h 
after  day,  have  I  sat  wa 
the  bold  stone  terrace 
manding  the  wide  exi 
eye,  and  spying  every  t 

..     kAn«.4-    wnnrmncr     t 
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tbrobbing  expectation,  when  I  had  discovered 
they  were  bound  for  our  isle.  It  was  a  very  bad 
plan — ^that  watching ;  for  once  having  taken  to  it^ 
I  foood  I  could  not  relinquish  it ;  but  there  I  was 
on  the  terrace  or  the  rocks  beyond,  ever  strain- 
ing my  eyes,  and  wearing  my  heart ;  and  oh ! 
the  wearing  effect  of  so  many  different  emotions, 
expectations,  suspense,  disappointment,  but  still 
— gtill  hope,  though  even  that  at  times  forsook 
me  ;  but  not  to  weary  you  with  the  feverish 
alternations  of  feeling,  the  musings  and  melan- 
choly I  so  wildly  encouraged,  while  the  brilliant 
acenes  in  which  I  had  so  generally  met  Aim,  I 
mainly  looked  for,  would  pass  all  in  review  before 
my  glazed  eyes  as  they  were  fixed  on  the  wide 
%ea,  whose  roaring  seemed  to  mix  itself  with  the 
delicious  music  we  had  oft  listened  to  together, 
forming  a  strangely  expressive  orchestra  of  the 
combined  sounds  of  sense  and  memory  to  my 
heightened  fancy — to  pass  over  these  and  other 
fancies  as  wild,  at  length  he  came—  yes !  he  came, 
but  I  saw  not  the  vessel  that  brought  him  to 


sickness  and  sufferins: : 
watching  and  heart-sick 
earnestly  looked  for,  and 
hopes  and    fears,  uevei 
longing  eyes." 

Again  the  fair  narrato 
and  Dora,  scarcely  less  i 
manner  of  the  heroine  o 
her  long  past  griefs  mil 
recent  sorrow,  could  m 
exclamation  between  inc 

**  For  geveral  days," 
hearing  of  his  arrival, 
fever ;  the  long — long-^ 
delayed.  At  length,  a 
to  health  and  hope,  my 
niv  nucstionincr  upon 
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ae  for  erer!  My  exclamations^  reproaches, 
1  wild  intreaties^  at  length  forced  the  truth 
m  her.  She  had  seen  him  often^  welcoming 
a  as  her  sister's  ail  but  affianced  lover;  and 
He  my  mother  watched  by  my  sick-bed,  he  had 
en  held  her  in  somewhat  lengthy  discourse, 
one  day  he  electrified  her  by  making  her  an 
sr  of  his  heart  and  hand*  His  heart !  I  will 
IB  over  my  anguish  and  our  mutual  indigna- 
nt— Margaret's,  as  you  may  fancy,  surpassing 
ae.  Suffice  it,  that  the  report  of  my  heiress- 
p  bad  reached  him,  and  had  at  length  roused 
;  tardy  love  to  seek  me ;  but  that  in  the 
d, — £60,000  had  carried  it  against  a  paltry 
1^000,  though  accompanied  with  the  poetic 
nperament,  which  had  made  every  word  I 
tared,  he  had  told  me,  of  more  worth  in  his 
es  than  Orient  pearls.  As  for  the  story  of 
B  country  heiress, — that  was  true  in  part ; 
ough  I  must  do  him,  the  deceiver,  tlie  justice 
sayt  that  in  his  protestations  to  me,  in  ref  uta- 
m  of  the  calumnious  tale,  he  had  not  been 


barbarity  of  breaking  cc 

he  never  said  he  had 

years  to  the  said  coun 

hearing  of   his  flirtatio 

broken  with  him ;  thoug 

ness,  or  forgivingness,  s 

her  penitent  lover:  an( 

romantic  wooer,  upon 

which  I  have  quitted  c 

fatal  visit  to  the  gay 

consequential,  conceite 

wards  middle  age,  for 

ago ;  and  with  his  very  < 

wife,  I  have   since  kc 

which  makes  up  in  fric 

part,  it  wants  in  volu 

«  In  short,"  sadd  1 
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no  other  than  cwr  friends  and  ytmr  friends^  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Percy." 

**  Can  such  things  be ! "  was  Dora's  excla- 
mation. 

''  Of  course  they  can/'  exclaimed  Rosalie. 
'^  Has  not  Shakespeare  confirmed  the  truth  of 
it, — ^Bertram's,  Romeo's  and  Proteus's  consign- 
ing their  hearts  to  different  owners  with  so  much 
ease?" 

<^  I  am  afraid  you  have  borrowed  those  sort 
:>f  ideas^  Rosalie^"  said  Phillis,  gravely,  ^^  from 
two  certain  old  maids,  proverbially  soured  indi- 
viduals." 

^  Allow  me  a  word  for  my  prospective  old 
xiaid-ism.  I  will  hear  no  such  treason, — old 
Kiaids,  indeed !  Why,  as  none  ever  marry  their 
&rst  loves,  it*s  clear  old  maids  are  the  only  indi- 
viduals, romantic  and  constant  enough  to  live 
on  the  shadow  of  their  early  fancy." 

^'  Oh  I  then  at  least,  Rosy,  you'll  tell  us  the 
shadow  you  mean  to  live  on,"  said  Dora. 

''  Yes  !  Rosalie  being  the  first  who  suggested 


replied  she;  notwithsta 

trived,  in  order  that  Doi 

call,  to  keep  them  all  s 

the  gentlemen,  by  the 

termed  her  inkliDgs  c 

love ;  which  ending  in 

vertheless,  she  assured 

sufficient  for  her  fancy 

protracted  period  of  olc 

The  next  day  our 
and  the  ladies  of  Fori 
their  accustomed  solit 
mise  exacted  with  soi 
ther,  that  they  should 
recluse  rule,  and  visit 
the  next  spring,— it  I 
that   Margaret   shoul 
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lispensable  Phillis  should  hear  Sivoii,  and 
3  those  channing  things  of  Frederick  Tay* 
**8,  and  became  a  conyert  to  Landseer  and 
aclise. 

Often  during  the  dreary  winter  evenings^  in 
e  solitude  and  fog  of  their  London  abode^  would 
or  a  and  Isabel  talk  of  the  channing  sisters  of 
e  Isle,  and  of  their  delightful  evenings  on  the 
ittlemented  terrace ;  when  Phillis  would  bring 
sr  harp  close  to  the  windows^  and  sing  and 
ay  to  them  while  they  looked  at  the  moon ;  or 
[argaret's  magnificent  telescope  would  afford 
[r.  Brooke^  or  herself,  an  opportunity  of  giving 
lem  a  practical  lecture  on  astronomy ;  or  Phillis 
ould  equally  entertain,  if  not  instruct  them> 
"ith  her  fanciful  starry  theories,  inclusive  of  the 

[height  above  us, 
*'  —  genUe  and  affectionate  thought,  that  in  immeasuiable 

At  our  first  birth,  the  wreath  of  Iotb  was  woven 

With  sparkling  stars  for  flowers. '* 

^o  the  old  poets'  conceits  about  *'  Stella's  chinks," 


■  —  ihr  heavrnly  tune  ^ ma. 
Of  tiuiraii  mould,  with  i 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 


*'  Something  to  blame,  and  something  to  commend,*^ 

Pont. 


A  YEAR  has  passed  since  our  last  parting  with 
any  of  our  dramatis  persoTus; — a  whole  year ! — 
and  oh  !  the  changes  that  may,  and  that  must  fall 
out,  during  such  revolution  of  our  round  opaque 
— the  prospect  should  be  awful — the  retrospect 
is  ever  sad ! — An  account  of  exits  and  entrances, 
— of  winnings  and  losings, — hopes  and  disap- 
pointments,— a  history  of  compacts  made  and 
broken, — of  warm  hearts  grown  cold  by  death 


with  a  hard  world  ! 

Conwdering  these  trut' 

to  record  are  fewer  th; 

yet  the  world,  in  its  is 

to  bring  about  lome  sirai 

tinies  of  our  friends, 

progresaion  towards  auc 

these  revolutions  of  ho 

which  we  shall  tcU  ol 

one  thing  that  had  sufl 

dergooe  the  slightest  < 

increase,  and  had  nol 

affection  for  her   old 

quiet  eameatueas  W  ) 

tliose  she  iJDfed  f'*r,  l1 

^wcVof  pearly  Ifgl',! 
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the  future ;  and  it  must  be  owned^  that  such 
;]eam  in  the  horizon  of  her  pathway  was 
ded,  considering  the  difficulties  and  per- 
dties  it  had  entailed, — but  of  this  in  its 
per  place.  For  it  has  suddenly  struck  us^  that 
fittest  thing  to  begin  with>  after  such  a  wide 
yiB,  would  be  some  account,  however  suni<- 
y^  of  the  progressions  and  alterations  that 
'  have  transpired  in  the  family  of  the  most 
lortant  People  of  the  narrative.  With  regret, 
ij  be  it  told,  that  the  clever  Miss  Madeline 
ding's  acute  surmise  about  all  not  *^  being 
;e  as  it  should  be  with  the  Sunderlands,"  was 
altogether  so  unmeaning,  and  without  foun- 
lon  as  from  the  vague  nature  of  her  suspi-^ 
IS  one  would  have  been  led  to  expect.  As 
;as  the  family  continued  without  such  en- 
ped  and  fashionable  ambitions,  as  a  quiet* 
Qtry  family,  their  income  was  sufficient  to 
p  up  their  station^  respectability,  and  influ- 
i  in  the  county ;  but  the  now  annual  visits 
own,  with  Opera  boxes,  fine  dresses,  new 

OL.  III.  L 


(who  rauat  always  dc 

done,)— the   higher  h 

and  more  extraragant 

dispensable  such  imitat 

buted  to  embarrass  1 

good-natured  Sir  Will 

i\\iite  too  late,  was  not 

necessity  of  retrenchn 

upon  the  conviction,  b; 

that  his  family  should 

tor  the  ensuing  season 

if  not  a  consequence  of 

taken  place  in  the  fami 

one  we  have  to  relate  i 

the  bride  is  no  less  i 

Sunderland,  afewcircu 

must  be  told. 
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though  he  and  his  sister,  shortly  after  that  little 
scena  so  unceremoniously  alluded  to  by  Anas- 
tasia^  had  expressed  their  somewhat  sudden 
obligation  of  curtailing  their  visit  at  Sunderland 
HalU  Caroline  had  never  spoken  a  word  about 
the  matter;  and  being  one  of  those  sort  ot 
ladies  who^  without  much  strength  of  character^ 
baving  once  made  up  their  minds  to  a  certain 
coarse  of  action,  are  strong  and  unshakable  in 
their  resolutions,  and  deaf  alike  to  argument  or 
persuasion — which  the  more  malleably  disposed 
might  call  obstinacy — all  the  questionings  of 
her  mother  and  sister  had  been  ineffectual  in 
inducing  her  to  reveal  what  she  had  made  up 
her  mind  to  keep  to  herself;  while  she  only 
became  more  taciturn  and  uncommunicative, — 
or  as  the  ungenerously  disposed  might  have 
termed  it,  sullen.  The  fair  Caroline  was,  in 
fact,  a  young  lady  of  few  words ;  which,  in- 
stead of  wasting  in  useless  discussions  of  the 
kind,  she  i^enerally  reserved  to  he  doled  out 
sparingly  in  those  pretty  little  speeches  to  the 

L  2 


It  was  but  a  few  d; 
of  the  Delaiiys  :  and  C; 
tening  to  her  mother's 
Yourable  aspect  of  Sir 
fairs,  with  an  accompai 
iinportance  of  her  dau^ 
in  life,  and  listening  vt 
Lady  Sunderland  gave 
received  a   note,  whic 
colour,  and  more  anim 
have  guessed,  who  ha 
only  description  that  c 
namely — protestations  < 
The  missive  was  unsig 
thcr  mysterious  terms. 
Clarendon  was  the  firs 
and  no  sooner  had  the 
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a?ow  the  love  he  had  sought  in  vain  to  stifle  by 
flight — having  by  some  means  or  other  ascer- 
tained her  now  disdainful  feelings  for  Delany. 

Caroline's  mysterious  adorer  craved  a  speedy 
interview  with  his  '*  fair  enslaver/' — such  was 
the  term  he  used ;  and  from  all  listlessness  and 
ermui  she  became  all  excitation.  To  find  any 
flingle  soul  in  love  with  her^  would  not  have 
surprised  her  in  the  least;  it  was  the  fate 
of  too  many,  she  firmly  believed,  to  cherish 
auch  a  hopeless  passion  for  her,  and  the  voca^ 
tionof  all  their  particular  visiters;  the  mono- 
mania is  no  uncommon  one  during  the  first 
season  of  a  young  lady's  career;  and  poor 
Caroline !  we  must  pity  thee  thy  disappointed 
expectations,  and  fancy  thy  dismay,  both  to 
compassionate  it,  and  be  entertained  thereby; 
^hen  on  arriving  to  give  audience  to  thy  hum- 
ble suer,  thou  foundest  instead  of  the  light  and 
gpraceful  Clarendon,  the  clumsy  form  of  Richard 
Srading  awaiting  thee  !  who  making  his  clum- 
sier approach,  confesaed  himself  the  perpetrator 


oTer,  Caroline  wb»  too  fo 

declaTBtionfl,  and  too  an 

loYCTB  for  the  present,  tc 

too  aummfttily.    DeUny 

tinued  unrepentent ;    an 

make  a  long  etory  ehor 

the  elegant  and  the  awk 

the  roistering,— yes  1  ac 

ing  of  the  departure  of 

ful  Caroline  performed 

of  tloping  with  the  bes 

that  is,  the  wealthiest 

gauche  Richard.     Itia 

things  such  silly  peopli 

the  encomiums  of  all  ] 

had  thus  at  the  samt 


THE    RULING    PASSION.  223 

mnd  abetting  him  in  the  same ;  while  she  knew 
she  had  been  using  her  utmost  powers  to  gain 
the  prize  she  herself  had  won  for  her  friend 
Arabella;  though,  in  so  doing.  Miss  Delany 
had  unconsciously  assisted  the  loves  of  Caro- 
line and  Richard,  and  helped  to  bring  about 
its  astounding  crisis. 

Indeed,  Richard  had  made  his  appearance  at 
a  lucky  hour  for  his  success ;  first,  as  regarded 
the  state  of  mind  in  which  he  found  the  lady^ 
and  also  inasmuch  as  he  felt  that  the  desperate 
state  of  his  own  affairt$  de  ccewr  at  that 
Juncture,  required  such  a  coup  de  yrace, 
especially  as  regarded  his  entanglement  with 
the  fair  Arabella  Mahon.  This  conviction  lent 
liim  enei^  and  argument  to  prosecute  his  suit, 
which  (with  Madeline's  aid  and  prompting)  we 
must  suppose  to  have  been  rather  moving, 
Judging,  from  the  result,  that  of  inducing 
the  fair,  the  refined,  the  delicate-minded  Caro- 
line Sunderland  to  overcome  her  sense  of  the 
proprieties,  and  forget  the  fragility  of  her  fraofe 


*'  You  see,"  said  A 

description  of  the  w 

Miss  de  Courcy;   " 

all  your  doubts,  Ric 

possesses  a  way  of  i 

and  winning  to  the  fai 

After  all,  Caroline 

having  merely  carria 

mother  had  been  long  1 

gathered,  poor  girl!  (( 

hints  and  inferences,) 

disappointment  at  whs 

success  of  her  elder  ( 

have  conceived  the  gn 

prospect  of   living  to 

irritating  regrets.     Bei 

in  order  to  impress  sufl 
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most    of  Sir  William's  really    heavy  involve- 
ments,     and    the    extra    necessity    for    her 
daughters  building  their  fortunes  and  hopes  on 
a   inatrimonial    foundation.      To    do  Caroline 
fUFticey  she  had  reflected  upon  the  matter,  and 
had  not  been  carried  along  by  headlong  love ; 
and    Lady    Sunderland,   after  a  little   demur, 
forgave  her,  inducing  her  father  to  do  the  Hke. 
And  now  wasCaroiine  a  lovely,  languishing  bride, 
in  possession  of  the  loveliest  dresses  of  any  one 
ikr  or  near,  and  who  can  doubt  that  every  one 
thought  very  well  of  the  marriage?   The  reader 
will  remember  that  in  a  certain  comedy,  by  a 
certain  Richard  Brinsley,   some  one  remarks, 
that  the  general  inquiry  has  become  of  late,  not 
•*  who'*  you  have  married,  but  "  how  much,"  the 
thing  being  intended  as  a  sarcastic  illustration 
of  the   age's  depravity,  and   one-sidedness  in 
argument,    whereat    it  is  intended  every  one 
should  laugh :    now  there  is  too  much  of  sober 
•erioiisness  in  this  sensible  and  sober  method  of 

X-5 


seems  a  peculiar  gn 
rank  weed,  inherent 
refinement  and  luxur 
hold  in  the  young 
of  Mammon;  nottht 
less  degree,  to  listen  i 
wealth.     To  talk  of  t 
very  grand  and  high- 
only  very  absurd.     VI 
may  yet  shoot  forth 
though,  should  it  tak< 
the  sonl,  we  know  the 
and  grow,  throwing  it 
chases    forth    every   { 
branch. 
We  know  of  no  pn 

to   an  nvnr    onv^KA^CA*:^ 
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cMonal  laments  of  the  difficulties,  and  feel  an 
ever  present  con8ciou9ness  of  the  harassments 
through  which  such  a  state  of  things  is  main- 
tained. 

The  Bradings,  though  they  were  accounted 
by  some  of  their  most  intimate  friends,  a 
mercenary  family,  who  had  been  accustomed 
all  their  lives  to  hear  their  father  talk  of  little 
else  beside  his  money,  had  in  reality,  not  half 
the  idea  of  its  importance  that  was  possessed  by 
some  of  the  Sunderland  family.  Both  Richard 
and  his  sister  Madeline,  we  know,  had  a  weak* 
nesB  in  favour  of  a  little  Rank  and  Station, 
though  the  former,  with  the  propensity  to  be  re- 
oiarked  in  many  other  people,  of  scorning 
everything  on  earth  he  did  not  possess  himself, 
and  blustering  about  what  he  did,  professed  the 
contrary  doctrines. 

And  now,  we  are  reminded  to  say  a  word 
about  the  rest  of  the  Brading  family;  for 
Madeline  herself,  people  did  say,  Frederick 
Sunderland  was  graduallly  contemplating  tUe 


had  been  proposed  to, 

young  Monkton,  rathi 

sternation  of  Madelii 

Sunderland  Hall,  cor 

guests  at  Woodlands  I 

in  which  she   had  b 

justified,  as  she  was 

Woodlands;  but  now 

for  Woodlands — beau 

again  deserted.    The 

quitted  it. 

Very  soon  after  the 
tions  and  improvemen 
begun  to  mope  and  pi 
his  old  occupations ;  ^ 
during  the  long  wintei 


and  at  last,  in  desperation,  declared  he  could 
not  longer  endure  it.   So  one  fine  morning,  just 
as  the  spring  buds  were  bursting — the  spring 
birds  chirruping,  and  the  crocus  peeping  forth, 
and  before  Mrs.  Brading  had  well  finished  her 
**  ode  to  the  first  snow-drop,"  he  tore  them  all 
away  from  their  delightful  new  residence  before 
they  had  got  too  firmly  rooted  there ;   and  in 
order  to  combine  the  taste  his  lady  had  con- 
ceiyed    for    ruralities,    with    his    own    insur- 
mountable predilections,  had  become  possessor 
of  a  very  imposing  rus  in  urbCf  on  the  banks  of 
the  Thames,  whence  he  could  still  make  daily 
joumeyings  to  and  from  the  city; — snuff  up 
diumally  its  custom  endeared  fog,   and  enjoy 
the  gratification  for  which  nothing  could  com- 
pensate— ^that  of   ascertaining   for  himself  by 
oral  and  ocular  demonstration,  how  things  got 
on  there,  and    under  the  domination  of   that 
glorious  region. 

The   change  would  have  sadly  disconcerted 
the    larger-minded    Madeline,   considering  the 
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Sanderland  was  spending  the  season  there,) 
and  in  truth,  it  mattered  little,  as  Madeline  did 
not  contemplate  many  more  comings  and  goings 
with  her  whole  family:  as  for  her  sisters, 
Anabel's  two  admirers,  failing  to  realize  her 
expectations,  on  the  nearer  acquaintanceship 
permitted  by  Richard's  exit  from  the  scene  ; 
she,  as  well  as  the  other  girls,  were  inex- 
pressibly delighted  at  the  transit.  Richard  and 
his  bride,  too,  had  just  returned  from  wintering 
at  Frankfort,  where  they  had  left  the  Sunder* 
lands,  and  the  eclat  of  the  elegant  bride's 
occasional  presence  was  assuredly  a  source  of 
great  gratulation  with  Madeline. 

So  much  for  the  Bradings :  having  brought 
the  two  families,  so  incongruously  associated 
and  allied,  up  to  this  point,  it  is  time  to  revert 

to  our  more  especial  favourites. 
*  *  *  *  « 

Towards  the  end  of  the  summer,  the  beauti- 
ful domain  of  Woodlands,  abandoned  by  its  last 
occupants,   with  feelings  more  of  relief  than 
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apparently  leaving  no  nook  or  dell  of  the  do- 
main unvisited. 

The  truth  was.  Woodlands  was  again  about  to 
become  the  scene  of  domestic  happiness,  though 
with  spirits  more  congenial  to  the  genius  of  the 
placet  than  those  who  had  shown  themselves  so 
little  worthy  of  its  beauties,  by  overthrowing  their 
Lares  and  Penates  ere  they  had  well  set  them  up 
there ;  and  abandoning  the  groves  and  trees  to 
the  Paries  and  Dryads,  with  whom  they  had  so 
little  sympathy  in  common. 

Its  late  owner  being  willing,  as  he  said,  at  an 
enormous  sacrifice,  to  get  the  place  off  his  hands 
for  the  remainder  of  the  lease,  for  which  he  had 
■o  unadvisedly  taken  it,  Rosalie  de  Courcy,  after 
ft  little  time  spent  in  coaxing,  persuasions,  and 
iettings  forth,  both  of  the  desirability  of  the 
change  and  the  advantageous  circumstances 
under  which  the  lovely  domain  was  offered  him, 
bad  induced  her  father  to  become  Mr.  Brading's 
yearly  tenant,  and  they  were  shortly  expected 
down;  previously  to  which,  Rosalie  had  taken  it 
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more  deeply  into  Dora's  heart  than  this. 
Rosalie  was  the  only  person  to  whom  she  would 
entrust  the  care  of  Isabel,  and  even  Francis, 
satisfactorily.  As  for  this  last-named  young 
gentleman,  he  had  thought  it  right  to  inform  the 
de  Courcys,  at  once,  and  without  hesitation  or 
preliminary,  that,  though  for  the  present,  he 
would  consent  to  become  their  visiter,  nothing 
on  earth  would  induce  him  to  visit  Woodlands 
again;  and  as  for  staying  there — staying  as  a 
guest! — a  groan  filled  up  the  hiatus  in  the 
declaration. 

It  has  been  hinted  that  our  heroine,  during  the 
year  we  have  left  her  to  herself,  had  had  enough 
of  misery  to  endure  from  the  perplexities  of  the 
portion  in  which  she  had  placed  herself;  and, 
as  too  often  happens,  with  our  best  worldly 
efforts,  from  one  for  whose  sake  she  had  sacrificed 
her  heart's  dearest  wishes.  Yes !  with  sorrow 
be  it  told,  that  her  task  had  been  embittered  by 
the  conduct  and  suspicions  of  her  brother.  After 
their  return  home  from  the  Isle  of  Man,  Francis 
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previously  dispersed  amongst  so  many.   Sefton, 
ID  fact,  was  now  the  end  and  aim  of  every  such 
thrust.     It  may  be  imagined ,  that  hard  as  this 
was  to  bear  for  the  present,  it  promised  still 
worse   for  the   future.      Often   did    Rosalie's 
warnings  of  the  difficulties  of  the  situation  in 
which  she  had  placed  herself  recur  to  her;  not 
that  she  ever  felt,  or  at  least  owned  their  truth, 
or  that  they  outweighed  the  happiness  it  could 
bring  her ;  but  her  looks  proclaimed  too  surely 
that  love  had  brought  her  no  content.     Francis 
must  not  be  too  severely  blamed,  moved  as  he 
had   been    by   the    malicious    insinuations   of 
another,  and   misapprehending  the  case,  and 
his  sister^s   motives  in  the  suspected  conceal^ 
ment :    he  was  the  victim  of  a  delusion,    from 
which  his  sufferings  were  almost  as  great  as 
those  he  caused  her.     Oh !  when  are  not  such 
concealments  and   half-measures  poductive   of 
misery  and  misapprehension ! 

The   de    CourcySj  in   the    mean   time,   had 
suffered  a  heavy  domestic  calamity  in  the  loss  of 
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last  offices  were  performed  for  the  dead^used 
his  utmost  remonstrances  against  her  remaining 
alone  to  indulge  her  grief  instead  of  returning 
with  him ;  till  at  length  Rosalie,  unaccustomed 
to  be  baffled  in  anything  she  set  her  heart  upon^ 
bad  in  her  own  proper  person^  after  finding 
eTcry  other  attempt  ineffectual^  used  such  suc- 
cessful efforts  of  persuasion  as  to  bring  the  fair 
mourner  back  in  triumph  with  her,  just  in  time  to 
bear  her  to  the  utter  change  of  scene  their  new 
residence  would  present.  She  had  found  her 
aunt  vainly  endeavouring  to  struggle  with  the 
despondency  her  solitude  had  assisted  to  nur- 
ture; but)  the  first  fresh  burst  of  grief  over, 
which  her  niece's  arrival  excited, — unable  to 
withstand  the  charm  of  her  presence,  or  the 
influence  of  those  persuasions  she  had  long 
been  accustomed  to  find  irresistible. 

And  it  must  be  imagined  Rosalie  found  her- 
self in  need  of  all  her  bright  spirits,  considering 
what  she  had  charged  herself  withal,  the  dou- 
ble task  of  consoling  and  cheering  her  grieving 
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xHit  fortune  to  behold*  Beautiful  Isabel !  who* 
ever  saw  thee  but  to  admire !  whoever  knew  thee 
but  to  love !  Others  might  enchant,  oyercome> 
more  us  to  adoration,  enforce  our  worship,  or 
daim  our  respect,  but  to  love  Thee  was  the  first 
and  only  thought,  and  was  what  thy  sportive 
self-forgetfulness,  thy  sweet  confidingness, 
•eemed  to  demand  of  us. 

It  was  at  this  juncture,  about  the  be- 
ginning of  the  autumn,  that  the  Sunder^^ 
lands  returned  to  England,  after  nearly  a 
year's  expatriation.  The  circumstances  con- 
ducing to  this  so.iiewhat  unexpected  deter- 
mination, were  \  ari  >uS) — to  which  Anastasia's 
sadden  and  ardent  desire  of  returuincr  home 
put  the  finislii!'^  stroke.  As  for  Sir  William, 
detesting  all  foreign  customs,  and  now  sick  to 
death  of  his  long  constrained  residence  amongst 
SBch  detestabilitios;  nothing  could  exceed  his 
almost  childish  g!ee  at  the  prospect  of  getting 
qml  of  them — wlien  once  it  was  so  settled, — 
ucept  bis  daugiiter's  feverish  anxiety  to  do  the 
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of  Edinburgh,  where  she  knew  he  had  many 

friends  and  old  connexions.     The  tardy  missive 

had  only  lately  been  forwarded  to  her,  where 

she  was  abroad ;  but  she  forgave  his  tardiness 

in   satisfaction   at  its   contents,   for  it  spoke, 

briefly  indeed  of  advancing  fortunes,  and  fame 

acquired  from  wielding  his  pen  in  some  good 

cause  or  other ;  and  at  greater  length,  of  the 

studious,  recluse  life  he  had  been  living,  and 

his  long  death  to  the  gay  world ;  the  result  of 

which,  he  hinted  was,  that  his  prospects  were  now 

beyond  his  most  sanguine  hopes  ;  he  also  spoke 

of  visiting  them  during  the  autumn,  should  they 

be   returned  to   the   Hall ;  and  even  asked   if 

there   would   be   any  theatrics   going  on      So 

much  for  Clarendon ! 

Of  the  proceedings  of  Reginald  Seftun, 
during  all  this  time,  any  of  Mr.  Percy's  friends 
who  had  the  least  interest  in  the  matter,  mi^'lit 
have  heard  hinted  allusions  from  him,  more  in 
the  form  of  intimation  than  information,  pro- 
bably, because  suiting  best  the  extent  of  the 
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she  would  have  been  quite  out  of  patience  witii 
her  by  this  time,  so  at  variance  had  her  con- 
duct been  with  all  that  lady  could  have  hoped 
and  most  wished.  She  did^  however^  consent 
to  accompany  her  sometime  protegee  to  their 
new  abode^  the  Professor  being  too  much  oc- 
cupied both  with  his  own  and  other  people^s 
affairs,  to  leave  the  neighbourhood  of  London 
for  the  present. 

A  wordy  too,  on  the  subject  of  Sir  Edmond 
Tracy  and  his  sister.    Too  volatile  (as  he  de- 
clared) to  be  content  for  long  together  in  one 
place,  he  had  long  ago  deserted  his  shooting- 
box   in  the   neighbourhood   of  Dingsly,    and 
taken  his  beautiful  hoyden  sister  with  him  to 
Italy.     At  Florence  they  had  fallen  in  with  the 
Seftons ;   and  Mrs.  Sefton,  whose  health  was 
gradually  declining,  had  taken  such  a  sudden 
fancy  for  Gertrude,  that  her  brother,  on  being 
called  to  England  upon  his  affairs,  had  con- 
sented to  leave  her  to  solace  the   invalid  till 
be  should  return  and  fetch  her. 


CH/ 
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Tracy,  deliberately  taking  his  seat,  as  was  his 
CMistom,  not  yery  seldom,  io  Francis  Melville^s 
chambers,  often  to  the  annoyance  of  the  latter ; 
though  he  let  that  pass  in  consideration  of  his 
curiosity,  which  it  was  somehow  or  other  the 
Baronet's  pleasure  to  gratify  occasionally,  by 
aiaiilar  interesting  intelligences. 

**  To-morrow !"  replied  Frank,  looking  up, 
ivith  a  countenance  expressive  of  no  very  great 
gratification  at  the  news. 

<^  Yea  !  you  know  I  have  my  intelligence  from 

head-quarters.   My  sister,  you  are  aware '* 

**  Yes,  yes  I"  said  Francis,  who  had  had  the 
whole  story  forced  upon  him  before,  including 
the  accidental  meeting  of  the  Tracys  and 
Seftons  in  Italy ;  '^  After  alU  though,  if  this 
Sefton  is  such  a  detestable  flirt  or  coquette,  as 
you  make  him  out,  he  may  but  have  been  en- 
deavouring to  coquette  with  my  sister,  and  she 

may  not  have '* 

*'  But  remember  the  moonlight  meeting  by  the 
fi>untain  in  the " 
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got  more  excited,  ^  you  will  Rnd,  to  be  sure,  1 
am  coming  to  what  will  further  enlighten  you, 
and  remove  your  doubts  about  Miss  Melville^s 
betrothment  to  Reginald  Sefton,  in  double 
quick  time.  Mrs.  Sefton,  with  whom  the 
Countess  was  head-favourite,  was  so  exas- 
perated at  this  termination  of  the  affair,  of 
which  she  laid  the  whole  blame  upon  her  son, 
and  his  English  insensibility,  that  her  violent 
indignation  threw  her  into  a  fever,  from  which 
she  has  not  now  recovered;  and  Gertrude, 
whom  I  consented  to  leave  with  her,  and  who 
seems  to  have  since  supplied  the  deserted 
Coantesfi's  place  in  the  lady  mother's  affections, 
writes  me  word  that  there  is  now  no  probability 
of  the  poor  lady*s  ever  recovering.  Yet,  notwith- 
standing  the  state  his  mother  is  in,  by  the 
powers !  this  Sefton  purposes  cominof  over  here ; 
—can  there  be  any  other  inducement  forcible 
enough,  at  such  a  time,  to  make  a  son  quit  his 
parent's  bed-side  ?"  and  Tracy  looked  inexpres- 
ably  moral,  and  greatly  shocked,  observipg  the 
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events,  it  can't  be  long  before  you'll  be  en* 
lightened,  or  find  out  things  for  yourself." 

"  Make    his    appearance   in  Street  !'* 

cried  Francis,  angrily,  to  himself,  when  his 
tormenter  had  left  him  ;  "  Never  !  Oh !  that  she 
should  have  used  me  thus  !"'  and  burying  his  face 
in  his  hands,  the  unfortunate  young  man  flung 
his  head  down  upon  the  desk  before  him,  where 
he  continued  to  lean  it  for  some  time,  his  chest 
heaving  with  convulsive  emotion,  while  his 
morbid  and  now  excited  mind  dwelt  upon  and 
magnified  the  injuries  he  suffered,  till  their 
poignancy  was  dreadful  to  endure,  while  rack- 
ing his  brain  how  he  should  prevent  the  meeting 
between  Dora  and  her  unworthy  lover.  The 
idea  of  this  meeting  had  now  taken  undivided 
possession  of  his  thoughts,  while  to  take  measures 
to.  counteract  it,  both  for  her  sake,  as  well  as  for 
his  own,  now  seemed  equally  his  duty,  as  the 
object  of  his  most  feverish  desire. 

Dora's  state  of  mind  was,  meanwhile,  far  from 
enviable.     A  year,  and  more  than  a  year  bad 
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it  related,  that  our  young  friend,  of  gay  and 
mischieyous  recollection,  Piercie  Sunderland, 
bad  also  much  improved  himself  from  a  year's 
initiation  at  Heidleberg  into  burschen  life ; 
daring  which,  although  he  had  not  arrived  at 
the  honours  of  an  ''old  house,"  or  '^bemossed 
head,"  he  had  passed  through  the  preliminary 
stages  of  studentism  with  honour  and  profit,  and 
had  now  come  back  with  his  brain  full  of  all 
kinds  of  German  ideas,  and  German  enthusiasm  ; 
besides  a  respectable  addition  of  what  was  more 
useful  and  to  the  purpose,  crammed  into  his  little 
head,  which  was  now,  indeed,  not  so  little  in  any 
acceptation  of  the  term ;  while  in  worldly  and 
general  knowledge,  anecdotes  of  student  life,  of 
frolics  on  the  Rhine,  serenading  escapades, 
chores,  sword-duels,  and  many  other  such  gid- 
dinesses, he  was  transcendant ;  only  the  detail 
generally  succeeded  in  harrassing  and  distracting 
every  one's  brain — every  one's,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  Isabel's,  who  somehow  never  tired  of 
bearing  him  ;  and  it  might  have  been  observed. 
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ance  at  Woodlands  at  least  once  in  each  day.  He 
would  sometimes  give  them  specimens  of  German 
songs,  too,  on  these  occasions;  and  though  Piercie 
had  not  a  very  brilliant  notion  of  singing,  Isabel 
would  always  listen  very  attentively  to  his  per- 
formances, which  might,  perhaps,  be  explained 
by  the  fact  that  she  was  diligently  learning  the 
language  ; — Piercie  having  inspired  her  with  an 
enthusiasm  for  its  beauties  almost  equal  to  his 
own, — and  would  not  miss  the  opportunity  of 
acquiring  as  much  as  possible  of  the  true  accent. 
Upon  the  whole,  Piercie  had  grown  quite  an  ac- 
complished gentleman,  though  he  did  not  ap- 
pear likely  to  aspire  to  the  magnificent  altitude 
of  his  brother  Frederick,  or  his  sister  Anastasia. 
This,  and  his  manliness,  were  the  only  points 
upon  which  he  was  tenacious,  and  both  his 
sister  and  Rosalie  would  persist  in  calling  him  a 
boy ;  it  was  some  consolation  to  find,  Isabel 
evidently  considered  him  a  man,  though  even 
that  had  its  drawbacks  in  the  greater  reserve  she 
had  thought  fit  to  assume,  par  consequence. 


festivity  she  had  wi 
stay. 

Her  old  friend  i 
had  just  arrived  ;  hi 
— much  of  his  form 
quenched.  She  hear 
Stewart,  had  gone  1 
abilities  on  the  wider 

"  In  short,  dullncs 
remarked  Anastasia, 
but  fit  that  he  shoul 
present  state  of  thing 
I  had  thought,  with 
preparations,  we  mig! 
last ;  hut  even  were 
our  former  recruits 
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laiaji  ihus  indirectly  addressed^  laughing.  ^'  Long 
desuetude,  I  fear^  has  rendered  me  utterly  out  of 
my  element  in  the  polite  world ;  the  rust  is 
gathering  thicker  and  thicker  upon  me;  you 
will  soon  grow  ashamed  of  countenancing  such  a 
wild  Orson." 

**  Oh !  no  doubt,  if  you  grow  so  very  great  a 
monster,  you  will  be  hailed  with  more  general 
eagerness  than  ever  in  your  new  character — with 
more  particular  cordiality,  never!"  said  Anastasia 
in  a  softer  yoice  than  was  her  wont  '*  A  lion  is 
worth  any  money  for  the  sake  of  moving  people 
to  wonder,  and  perhaps  you  prefer  being  wondered 
at,  to  being — to  being  admired." 

A  short  silence  succeeded  this  ambiguous 
speech  of  Anastasia^s,  when  Isabel  remarked,  "as 
for  Mr.  Sefton,  1  hear  he  returns  for  good  in  the 
spring,  to  take  up  his  abode  at  the  deserted 
Priory— ^r.  Percy  says  so  at  least;  and  Mr. 
Percy  knows  everything  relating  to  Mr. 
Sefton." 

''  So  it  appears  does  Sir  Edmond  Tracy ;  and 
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mean  from  Professor  Percy  ,   his  great  friend 

and  adviser/'  and  she  smiled. 
*'  Oh  !  either  you  or  your  sister  will  doubtless 

be  able  to  give  all  due  information  on  the  sub- 
ject to  Mr.  Philip  Clarendon,"  rejoined  Anas- 
tasia,  as  she  moved  to  the  piano^  and  began 
rattling  over  the  keys  with  extraordinary  vehe- 
mence, to  Clarendon's  martyrization. 

Isabel  looked  in  surprise  at  the  flushed  Anas- 
tasia ;  then  a  strange  surmise  burst  like  a  flood 
of  light  upon  her;  she  asked  no  explanation, 
and  took  care  to  allude  no  more  to  the  subject ; 
but  that  insinuation  of  her  haughty  cousin's, 
about  Sefton  and  Dora,  explained  a  wonderful 
deal:  it  explained  Frank's  hints,  her  sister's 
Etltered  state  of  mind,  and  the  struggles  she  had 
iritnessed  and   wondered  at;  with  an  intuitive 
perception  she  seized   upon  the  whole   of  the 
lacrifice  Dora  had  made  for  them, — the  truth 
)tood    revealed    to  her,  and    nothing  but  the 
xuth. 
*'  Dora,  dear  Dora/'  she  said  to  herself;  and 
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**  He  staid  but  a  day,  the  post  from  Florence 
having  followed  him  with  the  intelligence  that 
his  mother^  whom  he  left  dangerously  ill,  was 
worse,  which  obliged  him  to  hurry  his  return. 
As  for  his  inducement  to  leave  her  at  such  a 
time,  and  come  to  England, — Percy  only  mys- 
teriously bints  at  what  it  may  be,  so  darkly, 
indeed,  that  I  can  make  nothing  of  it." 

Both  Mrs.  Percy's  auditors  listened  in  breath- 
less attention  to  this  explanation,  and  both  were 
able  to  form  a  shrewder  guess  as  to  Sefton*s 
motive  in  coming  over,  than  the  mysterious 
Professor  with  all  his  dark  hints.  Uosalie  had 
remarked  upon  the  sudden  interest  and  excite- 
ment manifested  by  Isabel  on  the  occasion, 
although  her  suspicions  glanced  not  in  the 
direction  of  Mrs.  Percy's.  An  explanation 
ensued  between  them.  Isabel  being  confirmed 
in  her  conjectures,  Ro.^^alie  advised  her  not  to 
make  known  her  discovery  to  Dora^  for  the 
present,  at  least. 

Phillis  de  Courcy  was  rapidly  recovering  the 
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Sunderland  Hall  three  days  since ;  she  remem- 
bered he  had  scarcely  addressed  her  the  last 
^Tening  of  her  stay  there,  during  which  she 
liad  been  principally  engaged  in  discourse  with 
Clarendon,  and  that  he  had  bidden  her  adic^u 
nrith  unwonted  coldness* 

A  riding  party  had  been  arranged  by  him 
For  this  afternoon  in  the  day  of  his  indefatiga- 
bility ;  and  ere  the  change  had  come  over  the 
spirit  of  their  dream,  and  the  respective  par- 
ties were  to  meet  midway  between  both  their 
houses  at  the  foot  of  Thirly  Down.     Previously 
to   this  appointment,  Rosalie  had  merely  ex- 
changed formal  calls  with  the  Hall  family;  for 
aince   her  refusal  of  Frederick  the  Superfine, 
there  bad  been  a  natural  shyness  in  Lady  Sun- 
derland's deportment  towards  her,  though  she 
^ould  have   appeared  totally   ignorant  of  the 
matter. 

The  riding  party  to-day,  as  it  happened,  were 
dearly  all,  for  some  reason  or  other,  dispirited, 
or  out  of  humour.     Had  it  not  been  for  Made- 
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Assayed  one  of  her  peculiar  laughs^  was,  upon 
Ihe  whole,  gloomier  still.  Phillis  was  the  only 
ene  of  the  party  who  appeared  at  ease,  or  pre- 
ferred anything  like  equanimity. 

It  chanced  that  this  road  led  them  to  the 
Abbey  ruins  at  last — that  once  favourite  haunt ; 

and   the   little   converse  that   had  previously 
enlivened  their  way,  was  at  once,  and  suddenly 
staid  as  by  mutual  consent,  when  the  cavalcade 
drew  up  opposite  its  old  walls*     Phillis  was  of 
course   struck  with  the  antiquity  and    pictu- 
resqueness  of  the  time-honored  pile,  but  her 
intiquarian  raptures  were  unresponded  to,  even 
>y  her  niece,  as  by  a  singular  coincidence,  she 
Q  common  with  the  rest  of  the  party,  stood  at 
rith   one  accord,   abstractedly  gazing  on   the 
oin,  as  though  simultaneously  struck  by  the 
ecoUections  it  suggested.     It  was  really  cu- 
ious,  the  general  reflectiveness  that  seemed  to 
revail.     Clarendon  ceased  at^king  questions  of 
label   all    indirectly   referring  to   Dora, — the 
ace  recalled  her  more  forcibly  to  his  memory 
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iplace,  and  oblivious  to  all  recollection  of  those 
careless  happy  days  spent  in  its  precincts,  whose 
remembrance  made  Isabel's  heart  feel  full  almost 
to  oyerflowing,  as  she  guided  her  poney  away  from 
the  rest)  round  by  the  further  side  of  the  ruin 
which  faced  the  moire  open  country.  Once  she 
tarned  her  head : — no !  Piercie  made  no  attempt 
to  follow  her : — listlessly  she  proceeded  along, 
paying  no  attention  to  rein  or  bridle,  thinking 
only  of  former  times  and  Piercie's  unkindness. 
The  ground  was  sloping,  and  strewed  with  frag* 
luents  of  fallen  stone ;  the  fact  was,  poor  Isabel 
was  desperately  in  love,  though  she  was  not  aware 
of  it,  and  consequently  never  thought  where  she 
was  going,  and  the  next  thing  heard  about  her 
Iras  a  piercing  scream :  as  might  have  been  ex- 
pected, Isabel  had  met  with  an  accident^  her 
steed  having  very  naturally  stumbled  and  pre- 
cipitated its  unguarded  rider  on  the  turf,  and 
there  she  now  lay  almost  senseless.  Every  one 
heard  the  shriek  and  hurried  to  the  spot ;  but 
Piercie  Sunderland  was  the  first  to  arrive  there, 
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with  a  look,  none  but  a  jealous  boy  could  have 
misunderstood;  but  at  that  moment  Clarendon 
came  forward  to  offer  his  assistance,  and  Piercie, 
reminded  of  his  foregone  suspicions,  was  upon  the 
point  of  receding,  when  poor  Isabel,  whose  nerves 
had  been  more  shaken  than  her  frame,  scarcely 
knowing  what  she  did,  repeated  his  name,  in  a 
i^ice  that  must  have  moved  **  an  oak  with 
but  one  green  leaf  upon  it ;"  and  springing  once 
more  to  her  side,  Piercie  was  thenceforward 
found  capable  of  giving  her  every  assistance  she 
required. 

There  was  something  original  in  the  proceed- 
ings of  these  two  young  people  during  this  scene, 
that  both  startled  and  amused  Clarendon  and 
Miss  Phillis,  and  made  them,  though  utter 
strangers,  exchange  looks  as  they  gazed  after 
them.  Clarendon  smiled — Phillis  gently  shook 
her  head ; — but  Clarendon  did  more  than  smile ; 
for  from  that  moment  of  the  discovery  he  deter- 
mined, for  Dora's  sake,  to  use  his  utmost  efforts  in 
f  4>rwarding  the  happiness  of  the  interesting  pair. 
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Isabel  was  not  destined  to  enjoy  much  longer 
tliis  first  glimpse  of  Elysium  ;  before  many  hours 
£be  was  far  away  from  Woodlands,  and  all  its 
oeighbottrhood,  which  contained  everything  dear 
•od  delightful;  and  never  again  might  Isabel 
hope  to  dream  exactly  the  same  delicious  dream, 
oow  dispelled.  Another  time  they  might  wander 
together  in  tbe  blissful  region  love  had  -created 
for  them ;  but  not  wilii  the  same  fresh,  first 
Ardour,  as  when  newly  awakened  to  the  discoiFery 
of  its  before  undreamt-of  beauties. 

The  very  next  morning  Rosalie  received  a 
letter  from  Francis,  desiring  Isabel's  immediate 
return  borne,  and  confirming  her  forebodings  re- 
specting Dora,  by  stating  his  sister's  illness  as 
the  reason  of  the  request.  ^^  I  had  thought  for  a 
long  time,**  be  said,  **  that  she  must  have  cauglii 
A  chill,  or  something  of  the  kind,  during  her 
ramblings  about  the  old  place  alone,  in  that  very 
onwise  manner.  For  a  long  time  I  have  observed 
islie  has  had  shiverings,  starts,  and  palpitations^ 
aiod  those  Jiind  of  things,  that  have  made  me 
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while  pretending  to  be  a  changeful,  fitful  god, — 
a  creature  of  variety  !  Cupid's  a  very  martinet, 
and  drills  his  sworn  soldiers  into  a  discipline, 
exact,  as  it  is  monotonous ;  their  exercises  uu- 
deriatingly  made  up  of  wreathed  arms,  groans, 
sighs,  and  a  whole  host  of  fantastic  tricks. 
There's  Dora,  there's  Anastasia,  there's  Claren- 
don, and  I  do  believe  Isabel's  falling  fast  into 
the  madness — she  looks  so  dolorous." 

As  it  has  been  stated,  Rosalie  seldom  formed 
any  wishes  without  carrying  them  (if  within 
range  of  possibility)  into  execution;  the  next 
evening  found  her  sitting  with  Isabel  in  Dora's 
sick-room, — for  ill,  Dora  decidedly  was,  and  ap- 
parently, so  shaken,  that  it  was  some  time  be- 
fore Rosalie  would  permit  herself  to  hear  the 
elucidation  of  her  various  suspicions. 

It  appeared  that  the  very  day  Francis  had 
written  down  to  Woodlands,  Dora  had  received, 
at  last,  a  letter  from  Sefton,  the  first,  and  only 
time  he  had  ever  ventured  to  address  her.  Such 
1^  letter,  written  in  a  strain  of  such  reproach  and 
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BfelTille,  that  Dora  had  been  studiously  kept  in 
ignorance  of  the  proximity  of  her  lover.  In 
poesession  of  the  fact  of  his  arrivali  and  goaded 
by  indignation  at  its  object,  Francis  had 
flchemed  sereral  ways,  and  successfully,  that 
Sefton  should  have  no  opportunity  of  seeing  his 
sister.  Sefton,  it  seemed,  had  remained  but  two 
days  in  London  ;  on  the  first  day,  Francis  made 
up  his  mind  to  stay  at  home,  and  requesting,  for 
the  sake  of  greater  quiet»  that  they  might  occupy 
their  back  sitting-room,  he  liad  so  managed,  that 
their  hated  visiter  should  be  dismissed  (unknown 
lo  Dora)  with  a  quiet  ''not  at  home."  That 
«ame  evening,  however,  unbaiSSed  by  the  mom- 
iDg*8  unsuccess,  Reginald  again  made  his  appear- 
ance, in  company  with  their  mutual  frieud,  Mr* 
Percy.  Startled  at  the  first  sound  of  their  knock, 
and  rightly  guessing  who  it  was,  young  Melville, 
Ibis  time  hurried  his  sister  away  under  pretext 
of  its  being  a  business  call.  Any  one  but  Dora 
(or  any  other  love-lorn  one)  would  have 
«iiipected  something  from  the  unusual  excite- 
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of  bis  mind  between  bis  duty  to  bis  parent  and 
his '• 

"  His  love  for  you !"  concluded  ber  friend. 

**  And  wbat  unexampled  love  and  constancy  !*' 
added  Dora. 

«0b!"  replied  Rosalie. 

"But  Dora,"  sbe  presently  resumed^  ''you 
have  not  told  me  wbetber  your  adorer  explains 
his  reason  for  not  fulfilling  the  engagement 
entered  into  between  you,  till  so  long  after  the 
year — the  stipulated  year,  was  expired." 

^  Alas !  Rosalie,  think  of  the  long  illness 
of  Mrs.  Sefton,  and  all  he  must  have  suffered 
in  tearing  himself  away  at  all, — and  all  for  my 
sake." 

*'  Ye — es!"  said  the  sceptical,  or  obtuse 
Rosalie,  who,  somehow,  did  not  exactly  see 
the  cogency  of  her  friend's  reasoning,  or  the 
eonclusiveness  of  her  explanations  about  the 
conduct  of  this  duteous  son  and  faithful  lover ; 
but  she  pressed  the  subject  no  further. 

As    it    soon    became    evident,    Francis   bad 
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winter  bad  well  nigh  passed,  when  the  de 
Courcys  came  to  town,  and  Miss  Phillis  (from 
foregone  knowledge  of  her  influence)  was  set 
to  work  by  her  niece  to  use  her  best  endeavours 
to  the  restoration  of  Mr.  Prank's  equanimity 
of  mind. 


**  Marriage  is  a  i 
Than  to  be  de 

••Why  I  can  Bin 

And  cry  coute 

1 11  play  the  oi 

Deceive  more 

And  like  a  Cir 

1  can  add  colot 

C!hange  shapes 

And  set  the  mi 

Spring   was   a 


THE    RULING    PASSION.  281 

then  a  fine  warm  gleam  gives  an  inkling  of 
what  is  to  come ;  than  which  nothing  in  nature 
can  convey  a  more  delicious  sensation :  when 
the  ''  ethereal  mildness"  of  the  present  lends 
an  enchanting  glow  to  the  pleasures  of  hope, 
and  you  are  led  to  look  forward  to  a  long  con- 
tinuance of  sunshine  and  flowers;  but  such 
moments  of  mildness  are  transient  as  etherealf 
and  for  the  most  part,  hope  alone  must  console 
us  for  present  discomfort :  for  spring,  after  all, 
ii  a  nipping  time,  and  we  hesitate  not  in  pro- 
claiming it  the  wretchedest  of  seasons,  though 
at  the  risk  of  being  considered  reprobates  ever 
after.  In  summing  up  the  ills  of  the  season, 
as  shortly  as  possible,  we  should  say,  the  sun 
mocks  us  without,  the  blaze  ceases  to  cheer 
within,  (it  has  lost  the  honest  glow  of  Christ- 
mas) we  feel   amphibious,  like   a  half  hardy 

'ft 

plant,  which  will  flourish  neither  in  the  border, 
nor  the  hot-house. 

The  day  was  one  of  those,  of  which  we  are 
sure  to  have  one  specimen  at  least,  in  the  month 
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mother^  laDguidly»  ''  Mr.  Percy  has  not,  in  my 
judgment,  sufficient  poetry  of  mind,  elevation  of 
sentiment,  or  depth  of  soul,  to  be  termed  a 
Genius;  there  is  too  much  of  the  Real — too 
little  of  the  Ideal,  that  ^  wild  armida  of  the 
soul,'  the  *  eureka  of  the  sky,'  in  his  composi- 
tion,— that  Ideal  which  is  found  slumbering  in 
'  the  wells  of  truth.' " 

Mr.  Brading,  who  had  been  staying  to  listen 
to  his  favourite  Madeline's  realities,  began  vi« 
gorouslyto  pull  on  his  gloves,  preparatory  to 
departing  for  the  city,  at  this  profound  out- 
burst from  his  transcendental  lady. 

"  Why,  Ma  !  '*  responded  Madeline,  *^  I  dare 
say,  '  the  ideal,'  and '  the  wells  of  truth,'  are 
idl  very  proper  in  poetry,  but  it's  nothing  to  do 
with  the  party  you  know.  I  only  meant  to  say« 
Mr.  Percy's  one  of  the  literati,  and  Charles  de 
C!ourcy  says,  there'll  be  plenty  of  his  literary 
friends,  which  I  thought  would  just  suit  you." 

Mrs.  Brading  sunk  down  in  a  garden  seat, 
merely  declaring,  that  probably  some  of  them 
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its  stupid  neighbourhood,  —  scarcely  a  single 
decent  beau  in  the  place^  which  was  an  advantage 
to  some^  as  it  made  even  the  absurd  Frederick 
Sunderland^  and  that  Mr. — what's  his  name — 
Chancy,  appear  respectable.  After  all,"  she 
continued  presently,  ^*  it's  a  pity  Richard  did'nt 
marry  my  friend,  Miss  de  Courcy ;  she'd  have 
suited  him  much  better  than  one  of  the  Sunder- 
lands,  with  their  pride,"  (and  Madeline  pro- 
nounced the  once  honoured  name  with  a  very 
different  emphasis  to  what  she  was  used  to  do  of 
•Id.)  *'  I  happen  to  know  she's  had  £50,000 
left  ber  by  her  aunt" 

'*  Ah  !  what  don't  you  know,  Maddy/'  said 
her  father,  ''they  say  de  Courcy 's  made  such  a 
fortune  that  he  intends  shortly  retiring  from 
kis  profession  ;  he*s  obliged  to  be  in  town  for  the 
present,  but '* 

*'  He  then  intends  buying  Woodlands  out  and 
out,  1  should'nt  wonder/'  concluded  his  lively 
daughter.  **  I  suppose  he  went  down  upon 
irial." 
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good  humour^  **  Charles  says  that  his  sister  would 
not  remain  at  Woodlands  after  her  father  came 
to  town,  because  her  great  friend.  Miss  Mel- 
ville, could'nt  stay  with  her  there;  for  that  she 
(Miss  Melville)  did'nt  like  leaving  her  brother, 
young  Melville,  who  is  a  gloomy,  odd-sort  of  a 
fish,  to  take  care  of  himself;  and  in  his  amusing 
way)  he  said,  *  there's  a  sister  for  you/  meaning 
Miss  Melville ;  '  I  wish  mine  would  take  pattern 
by  her.'  And  then  I  said,  '  there's  a  friend  ; 
1  should  like  to  have  just  such  a  friend  as  Miss  de 
Courcy.* " 

**  And  then,  I  suppose,  he  asked  you  if  you'd 
like  to  have  her  for  a  sister-in-law,"  cried  Anabel, 
giggling  and  surprised  at  her  own  wit. 

**  Ah !  Miss  de  Courcy  is  upon  the  whole  a 
superior  person/'  said  their  mother.  '^But, 
alas !  even  in  her  I  could  perceive  a  great  lack 
of  that  starred  Ideal,  it  is  given  to  so  few  to 
understand." 

''  Mr.  Brading  now  took  his  departure  in  rea- 
lity ;  the  girls  (albeit  sometime  before  the  party) 
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ioBwer  to  her  questionsj  after  keeping  her  bat 
ia  Tery  short  time  in  suspense^  "  as  you  are  &• 
anxions  to  know^  we  were  determined  not  to  fix 
the  day  for  the  party  till  we  could  insure  two 
Tery  delightful  accessions — delightful  in  them* 
selves,  for  the  acquisition  they  will  prove  for  our 
scenes;  and — and  there  is  one  still  more  im* 
portant  inducement — ^but  time  will  prove." 

*'  In  the  first  place,  who  are  these  important 
personages  ?" 

'*  Reginald  Sefton  and  Mr.  Clarendon/'  re- 
plied Rosalie's  mysterious  informant.  '*  And  do 
you  know  we  have  both  taken  it  into  our  heads 
that  Isabel  Melville  may  one  day  become  Mrs 
Sefton,  independently  of  the  romantic  attach- 
ment she  has  conceived  for  him,  it  will,  of 
tourse,  the  Professor  says,  be  the  most  splendid 
match  for  her ;  and  she  is  well  deserving  of  it, 
and  I  really  don't  see  why  so  desirable  a  thing 
should  not  be." 

**  But  how  know  you  that  she  has  conmvtd 

VOL.    III.  • 
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'^  Ah  !  I  can  well  imagine  you  to  hare  been  a 
tery  forward  and  sly  infant." 

"  Well,  as  I  was  going  to  tell  you;  the  hero  of 
this  most  interesting  romance  is  now  at  Calais/* 
(^  Romance,    indeed,"     murmured     Rosalie.) 
**  Percy's  invited  him  to  come  down  here,  and 
he  seems  to  have  hurried  over  his  afiairs  about 
his  poor  mother's  Italian  estates  in  a  wonderful 
manner,  Percy  says,  ever  since  his  invitation. 
Now  the  Professor  only  sees  in  this  alacrity, 
a  mark  of  the  high  esteem  Sefton  holds  him  in ; 
I  confess  it  appears  to  me  love  must  be  at  the 
bottom  of  it,  as,  indeed,  it  is  of  most  things.     It 
is  as  suspicious  a  circumstance  in  my  eyes  as  the 
serenading  on  the  water.     I'm  sure  you  think  so 
too,  by  that  smile :   we  must  manage  to  make 
them   act  together  in  the  proverbs.     If  I  read 

Isabel's  sentiments  aright " 

"  If  you  did,"  said  Rosalie,  gravely, "  you  would 
be  acting  very  wrongly  in  encouraging  those  sen- 
timents, as  it  is " 

''Why  he's  sure  to  fall    in   love   with   her 

o2 
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^  It  is  like  being  the  manager  of  a  lottery,  or 
a  gaming-table^  the  keepers  whereof  undergo 
little  or  no  risk  themselves;  there  would  be 
|MCtures  of  ruined  and  despairing  adventurers 
heavy  on  one's  conscience  on  one  hand — on  the 
other,  you  have  only  to  look  around  you  at  the 
ill-assorted  compacts  that  everywhere  greet  you, 
and  think  how  pleasing  would  be  the  retrospect, 
knew  you  many  of  them  were  the  results  of  your 
plottings." 

"  Oh,  Rosy,  Rosy  !"  cried  her  friend  in 
despair. 

**  Then  think  of  the  danger  of  encouraging 
misplaced  affection, — a  broken  heart — a  linger- 
ing, lifeless  existence  made  a  blank, — and  to 
know  it  is  through  your  agency.*' 

**  Dreadful !  Oh  !  Rosalie,  I  cannot  bear  to 
hear  you  go  on  so,  and  look  like  that !  there 
shall  be  no  party — no  Reginald  Sefton!"  as- 
severated the  now  miserable  Mrs.  Percy.  **  Yet, 
I  have  not  done  anything  in  the  business  up  to 
thia  moment — say  that  I  have  not !" 
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ai  I  am  sure  you  oever  form  any  scbeines  to  find 
them  out." 

Rosalie,  wiuced  slightly  beneath  this  random 
fait.  Such  is  the  flattering  unction  we  lay  to  our 
own  deeds,  that  while  warning  Mrs.  Percy  and 
Frank  of  the  ills  of  scheming,  it  had  neTor 
previously  occurred  to  her  to  reckon  her  own 
delinquency  in  that  sort,  (known  to  the  reader) 
as  coming  under  the  same  stigma. 

Presently  Mrs.  Percy  continued  with  recovered 
equanimity,  ^^Of  course,  Francis  Melville  and 
Phillis  act  together ;  and  you  can  manage  that  rt 
ifaall  be  in  the  proverb, — '  Faint  Heart  never  won 
a  Fair  Lady ;'   an  excellent  proverb  it  is." 

'*  ^Vhy,  you  can  never  contemplate  seriously 
getting  up  a  match  between  those  two,"  cried  her 
astonished  hearer. 

**  I  contemplate!  you  can't  accuse  me  of 
having  had  the  least  hand  in  that  affair." 

**  Really  you  are  getting  worse  and  worse  : 
what  strange  flights  will  your  fertile  imaginaiion 
next  take,"  laughed  Rosalie. 
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nerer,  in  my  life,  saw  an  man  so  changed.    But 
oh.  Rosy,  if  I  could  but  once  see  you  in  love  V* 

^*  Oh !  you  have  quite  enough  on  your  hands 
for  one  while.  I  remember  aunt  Phillis  used  for 
ever  to  be  expressing  the  same  wish.  I  assure 
you,  the  only  regret  I  have  on  the  subject  is, 
knowing  the  exquisite  gratification  of  which  I  am 
depriving  you." 

^  Used  !  Aunt  Phillis  used !  Now  she*s  found 
out.  Example  is  better  than  Precept,"  excUimed 
the  kindly-intentioned  schemer,  with,  what  she 
intended,  as  a  very  meaning  look. 

''  It's  too  absurdly  improbable/'  said  Rosalie, 
laughing ;  however,  there's  little  danger  in  em* 
ploying  your  schemes  and  speculations  upon  such 
safe  subjects." 

*^  Well,  we  shall  see ; — let  things  take  their 
chance." 

'•Aye,  that  is  the  best  and  safest  way,"  re- 
plied Rosalie,  with  a  slight  laugh  ;  <*  attempting 
to  manage  them  rarely  succeeds,  and  never  does 
uny  good;   and  one  may  get  the  worst  of  i|. 

}  > 
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again,  though,  certainly  the  Professor,  and  I  did 
long  ago  fancy  that  Miss  Melville  and  he '" 

"Without  any  rehearsing,  indeed!'*  said 
Jlosalie,  smiling  faintly.  **  Would  that  Lillie 
were  able,  and  looking  difTerently.  Poor 
Dora ! " 

''  As  it  is,  the  characters  will  suit  you  and  hire 
pretty  well." 

"  What  an  idea !" 

"  Welly  I  think  you'll  manage  it  together 
capitally ;  but  bow  flushed  you  look,  Rosy  dear. 
I'm  afraid  you  have  been  tiring  yourself  in  these 
arrangements.  Capital  proverb  though,  *  Happy** 
the  Wooing  that's  not  long  a  Doing.'  " 

"  I  begin  to  think  it  is,  I  only  wish  Dora 
•enld  have  managed  it,"  replied  Rosalie;  but 
Dora  seems  to  have  been  retrogading  rather  than 
progressing  of  late.     Don't  you  think  so?" 

**  Poor  dear !  we  must  really  have  some  good 
advice  for  her.  Ah  !  there  she  goes,  I  declare*" 
said  the  kind-hearted  lady,  looking  compas- 
wonatingly  after  the  fair  object  of  their  anxiety. 
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▼lewing  only  the  straws  that  float  lightly  on  the 
surface,  you  forget  the  gems  that  may,  per- 
chance, lay  concealed  beneath.'  Trust  me,  such 
is  often  the  case  with  regard  to  human  character. 
Etcd  if  it  be  not  so — if  light  within  as  without, 
at  least,  you  cannot  say  there  is  deception  in  such 
natures.  I  have  known  the  austere  and  reserved 
prove  that  they  have  recovered  wonderfully  soon 
from  the  stroke  of  calamity — love  again — marry 
again — become  wedded  to  the  world  anew,  after 
renouncing  every  good  it  can  offer.  The  bright 
and  buoyant,  on  the  contrary,  carry  the  remem- 
brance of  their  grief  freshly  with  them  to  tht 

grave." 

•  #  #  «  «  • 

"  Ah,  Sefton  !'*  cried  Sir  Edmond  Tracy,  en- 
tering  the    C Club.      "  Welcome — most 

welcome  to  British  ground !  Gertrude  would'nt 
let  me  rest  till  I  had  managed  to  see  you,  to 
know  how  you  did  after  your  journey.  And  how 
many  languishing  Signoras  have  you  left  te 
lament  your  cruelty  ?'* 
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'^  The  heiress  is  your  especial  fayourite  Rosalie 
de  Courcy;  as  for  the  beauty,  more  preliminary 
form  and  ceremony  is  requisite  in  speaking  of 
her.  The  few  who  have  seen  her,  pronounce  her 
as  handsome  as  my  sister  Gertrude ;  and  of 
course,  she'll  be  more  generally  admired,  with 
all  the  polish  and  graces  my  poor  little  wild, 
warm-hearted  sister  is  so  lamentably  de6cient  in.'* 
"  Who  is  she  ?" 

"  Oh !   you  know   this  lovely  flower,   to  bt 
sare ;  you  have  seen  it  in  the  bud — but  you  havt 

not " 

**  What  is   her  name  ?"  asked  Sefton,  with 
heightened  colour." 

"  She  is  called  Melville." 
"Ha!" 

"  Isabella  Melville.  The  Percy  parties  used 
to  be  voted  bores — sort  of  amphibious  bores, 
I  understand ;  made  up  of  fusty  literati,  with 
just  a  sprinkling  of  eligiblcs,  which  the  Professor 
prided  himself  in  enlisting  in  the  cause.  My 
iUter  and  myself  have  been " 
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that  made  the  baugbty  Sefton  quail,  and  set  his 
teeth,  as  he  felt  forced  to  take  the  offered  hand 
d  the  wily  Irishman. 

'^Not  even  his  compliments  to  Gertrude!" 
muttered  he,  as  he  walked  away.  ''  Well,  well, 
well !  I  suppose  I  put  it  out  of  his  head/'  and  a 
laugh  at  once  changed  the  expression  of  the 
handsome  features;  *'  Such  as  I  are  made  to  com- 
pass and  to  sway  such  sensitive  self-endeared 
fools !  Conscientious  sinners,  whose  Lucifer-like 
pride  affects  those  same  Consciences  with  a  ten- 
derness and  tenacity  equal  to  a  young  maiden's. 
Their  pride  is  a  mantle,  wide  and  ample^  to  hide 
all  they  would  conceal  from  the  World  at  Large. 
But  in  hands  like  ours,  'tis  a  weapon  to  probe 
and  confound,  and  to  turn  against  themselves  ! 
Now  to  beat  up  Master  Franky  Melrille's  quar- 
ters. It's  ages  since  I've  allowed  myself  that 
pastime.  Yes,  the  game  with  him  is  a  pastime ; 
with  Sefton,  an  intensely  interesting  science." 

"  Welcome !  most  welcome  to  your  native 
England !  "  was  Professor  Percy's  first  addresi 
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his  eyes  in  surprise^  though  but  at  the  first  fact^ 
'*  I  had  imagined  you  were  rather  outraged  at 

my  young  friend's  somewhat  singular  manner 

* 

of  conducting  himself  towards  you,  on  the  occa- 
iion  of  that  visit  we  paid  him  together,  at  the 
time  of  your  hurried  scamper  to  England,  which 

"  and  he  glanced  confidentially  at  Sefton, 

who  not  responding,  he  continued,  ''  In  fact,  I 
almost  fancied  I  should  eventually  be  called 
upon  to  interfere,  and  held  myself  in  readiness 
to  do  80 ;  though,  if  possible^  I  should  have 
Awarded  an  encounter  on  the  piea  of  Melville*s 
eccentricity, — for  eccentric  persons,  you  know, 
are  little  less  than  insane !"  and  the  Professor's 
eyes  were  cast  up  in  pitying  deprecation. 

Sefton  explained  that  a  very  contrary  state  of 
things  was  now  the  order  the  day  :  though  his 
description  did  not  quite  do  justice  to  the  ela- 
borate courteousncss  of  Frank's  present  manner 
towards  him. 

**  Ah,  I  spy,  I  spy!"  interrupted  the  Profes- 
sor, while  the  eyes  were  now  screwed  up  to  a^ 
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*^  For  the  present,  then,  I  must  say — adieu  ! 
*-^tiine  presses  !  at  seven  to*morrow  we  are  to 
see  you — at  leasts  that  is  our  dinner-hour ;  but 
as  early  as  you  hke  to  come,  the  ladies  will  be 
eharmed  to  see  you ; — remember  you  make 
yourself  proof  to  the  combined  fascinations  of 
'  sylph'  and  ^  nightingale' — such  being  the  terms 
appropriated  to  our  little  visiter, — good  bye  !" 

In  the  mean  time,  Sir  Edmond  Tracy  was 
making  his  way  towards  Francis  Melville's 
chambers,  where  he  found  that  young  gentle- 
man, as  usual,  at  his  post ;  but  not  iu  any  other 
single  respect  was  there  anything  that  was  at 
all  as  usual  about  him.  He  speedily  drew 
from  him  his  appointment  with  Sefton  at  his 
dub,— that  was  something,  and  with  that  he 
was  fain  to  be  content^ — for  any  efiect  of  the 
poisonous  distilments  he  would  have  poured 
into  his  former  victim's  ear  :  for  Francis  was  an 
altered  creature,  and  no  more  the  same  Francis 
he  was  when  the  Baronet  last  favoured  him  with 
a  call,  (many  months  since),  or  as  he  had  seen 
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heavy-looking  countenance  of  the  destined  tool 
and  victim,  that  shewed  him  impracticable  to 
argument,  as  it  was  aggravating  in  the  extremest 
degree  to  the  confident  victimizer,  who  with 
eurses  not  loud,  but  deep,  took  his  departure 
like  the  baffled  fiend. 

But  then  he  remembered  Sefton,  and  a  tri- 
vrophant  gleam  lit  up  his  lowering  features. 
No  !  He  could  never  so  defy  his  influence ;  the 
foundations  of  pride  and  suspiciousness  in  Sef* 
ton's  character,  upon  which  he  built  his  schemes, 
could  never  so  crumble  beneath  his  efforts; 
besides,  Sefton  could  never  become  so  absurdly 
oblivious,  so  insensible  to  any  insinuations  af- 
fecting himself.  The  very  simplicity  in  Frank's 
nature^  in  which  his  tempter  had  so  contemptu- 
ously triumphed,  while  glowing  in  the  power  it 
gave  him  over  him,  was  now  turned  against 
him.  Fancy  Sefton  ever  indulging  in  suck 
childish  elation  as  to  be  inaccessible  to  the 
skilfully  glancing  strokes  of  so  talented  a  marks- 
sian  as  himself.     With  this  thought,  the  eu" 
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posed  to  look  with  singular  complacency  upon 
her  own^  having  heretofore  but  just  endured 
the  topic.  Di£5cult  indeed,  at  the  present, 
would  it  have  been  to  have  roused  his  ireful 
humour  against  the  most  reprobated  of  his  sex, 
far  more  to  have  persuaded  him  that  Dora  was 
not  the  most  affectionate  and  discriminating  of 
sisters;  consequently,  perhaps,  after  all,  the 
best  judge  of  what  was  for  her  own  happiness. 
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been  for  the  most  part  rehearsed  beforehand ; 
the  principal  performers  being  the  de  Courcy's, 
Mr.  Percy^  Frank  and  Isabel  Melville,  and 
Piercie  Sunderland.  The  evening  was  to  com- 
mence with  dancing,  to  wear  off  the  first  frigid- 
ity of  the  audience.  Isabel  and  Piercie  had  not 
met  until  lately  for  some  time,  and  were  of 
course  in  the  height  of  glee  upon  the  occasion. 
Isabel  and  Miss  Tracy  were  the  acknowledged 
beUes  of  the  evening;  opinions  differed  upon  the 
point,  for  if  Gertrude  was  the  most  bewitchingly 
handsome  and  piquante^ — Isabel  also  had  her 
fascinations,  and  her  delicate  loveliness  had  never 
appeared  more  lovely  than  on  this  very  evening, 
when  cheek  and  eye  were  lit  up  with  the  light 
of  happy  love ;  and  if  it  must  be  owned,  a  slight, 
a  very  slight  exultation  in  her  beauty's  trium- 
phant power.  In  the  dance,  Isabel  was  especial 
queen ;  her  light,  yet  exquisitely-rounded  figure 
seemed  made  for  that  movement,  for  the  springy 
buoyancy  of  the  youthful  step  was  still  hers. 
She  wore  a  dress,  Rosalie  (who  liked  to  see  her 
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iark,  the  nearer  it  approaches  to  heaTen'0  gate, 
seea^ed  then  '^  untwisting  all  the  chains  that 
tie  —  the  hidden  soul  of  harmony  ;"  sparkling 
as  the  fountain  when  played  upon  by  the  sun- 
beams, soft  as  its  falling  upon  the  summer 
earth ;  the  last  song  brilliantly  entrancing  as 
the  ideas  of  fairy  land,  the  first  touching  with 
holier  and  gentler  thoughts,  the  unaffected 
record  of  human  grief  patiently  borne  by  the 
young  and  gentle. 

Isabel  seemed  about  playing  the  part  of  iIk' 
Princess,  for  the  sake  of  whose  charms  all  the 
knights  in  Arthur's  Court  were  ready  at  first 
sight  to  forget  their  duty  to  their  liege  ladies. 
For  Dr.  Stewart,  he  had  looked  and  listened  till 
be  had  shewn  signs,  by  some  considered,  to  be 
of  a  half  maniac  tendeney,— an  appearance 
partly  induced  by  the  desperation  in  which  ho 
had  drawn  his  fingers  unwittingly  through  h\< 
not  very  abundant  hair,  causing  it  to  stand 
upon  end  in  a  style  startling  to  look  upon,  of 
which  had  he  had  any  idea,  it  would  have  in- 
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eventful  day,  at  the  eyentful  Abbey,  had  he 
thought  of  being  jealous ;  no^  he  had  too  much 
to  be  grateful  for^  to  Clarendon,  and  was  even 
more  devoted  to  him  than  ever.  And  Claren- 
don, though  he  had  not  had  opportunity  of 
much  conversation  with  her,  failed  not  to  watch 
Isabel  as  she  skimmed  along,  in  her  poetic  per- 
formance of  the  poetry  of  motion,  which  he  had 
good  opportunity  of  doing,  as  he  never  danced 
himself;  ever  and  anon,  meeting  Piercie*s  tri- 
umphant glance^  as  he  danced  with  her  him- 
self, or  stood  in  some  coin  JPavantagfi  to  watch 
ber. 

The  two  were  standin&r  together  at  the  like 
occupation  now,  and  Isabel's  partner  was  Regi- 
nald Sefton. 

"  Lord  Chancellor,"  said  Piercie,  after  an 
earnest  silence,  addressing  his  friend.  *'  To  tell 
you  the  e^act  truth,  I  do  not  like  that  manner 
of  Mr.  Sefton's  to  Isabel.  Look  now— look  !" 
be  added  eagerly. 

*'  Foolish  boy  !"  replied  Clarendon,   "  Going 
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^  and    I    don't    like    Sefton*a !  —  There,    look 
again  !*' 

''  Ah,  Piercie,  you  little  suspect ;  in  fact,  you 
are  quite  mistaken  ;''  and  Clarendon  sighed,  and 
smiled  too,  as  he  had  no  doubt  that  Sefton's 
offence  was  in  the  same  kind  as  his  own  had 
formerly  been.  "  Well,"  he  continued,  "  Isabel 
does  look  beautiful  enough  to  night  to  vanquish 
all  hearts  ;  but  where — where  is  her  sister  V* 

'^  Why,  Dorothy  just  made  her  appearance  at 
the  beginning  of  the  evening ;  but  it  was  before 
you  arrived,  and  she  has  had  a  dreadful  head- 
ache all  day,  which  got  so  much  worse,  that  we 
both,  Isabel  and  I,  persuaded  her  to  go  and  lie 
down  till  the  proverbs  began,  as  Isabel  would 
have  no  pleasure  in  performing  if  Dora  were  not 
to  see  her.  • 

"  111 — is  she?"  said  Clarendon,  iaopressively 
fixing  his  eyes  on  Sefton  as  (the  dance  over) 
he  passed  by,  with  Isabel  on  his  arm.     *^  Isabel 
and  he  certainly  seem  very  good  friends." 
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sees  your  and  Isabel's  great  faTourite^  Miss  de 
Courcy.     Is  she  not  here  ?" 

^*  Rosalie^ — ah !  do  you  know  now  I've  often 
said  to  Isabel^  I  thought  you  two  were  made  for 
one  another :  you  would  so  suit  each  other ;"  and 
here  Piercie  lowered  his  Toiee.  "  IVe  a  notion 
she's  a  sort  of  sneaking  kindness  for  you,  sub 
Rosa  ;  though  Isabel  violently  refutes  such  an 
idea,  and  says  she's  too  good,  and  too  clever  for 
anybody. 

*^  Ha!"  said  Clarendon,  ^^but  where  is  she?" 

"  Why,  she  disappeared  rather  mysteriously 
not  long  after  Dora;  (Ah!  there's  that  horrid 
Sir  Edmond  dancing  with  Tasy)  and  there's  ono 
thing  in  which  she  resembles  you — she  don't 
care  for  dancing." 

^I  think  I  should  scarcely  remember  her," 
said  Clarendon,  "  as  she  so  very " 

*'  Indeed,  that's  very  ungrateful/'  interrupted 
Piercie,  ^^considering  the  sort  of  opinion  she  — " 

"  Well,  Piercie,  go  on ;  I'm  sure  Im  highlj 
honour ed#    Why  do  you  break  off?" 
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Clarendon ;  but  he  declares  he  only  feels  in  the 
humoar  to  be  amused ;  and  besides^  though  his 
power  of  representing  character  is  so  great,  be 
has  become  so  grave,  I  fear  he  would  not  be  a 
bit  amusiog.  Ah !  here  comes  Mrs.  Percy  to 
help  me  to  persuade  you.     I  will  tell  her '* 

"  No,  Isabel,  I  would  rather  you  would  go  on 
persuading  me  yourself/'  said  Sefton. 

^'  Ah !  but  she  has'nt  time  now,"  cried  Piercie, 
interrupting  them,  and  looking  extremely  red. 
**  There's  my  Spanish  dress,  you  must  give  me 
an  idea  how  that's  to  be  put  on,  Isabel." 

Mrs.  Percy  now  advanced  to  the  group,  and 
Isabel  triumphantly  informed  her  that  Mr. 
Sefton  had  almost  consented  :  ^'  and  you  must 
iing  us  a  serenade  in  our  last  proverb ; — be  sure 
you  sing." 

**  Oh,  yes,  Mr.  Sefton !"  put  in  Mrs.  Percy, 
inwardly  glorying  in  her  own  discernment,  which 
she  now  thought  confirmed  by  what  she  saw. 
"  You  have  no  notion  how  Isabel  admires  vour 
tinging," 
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ments,  on  the  nearest  sofa.      Not  that  she  had 
really  been  exerting  herself  the  least ;  she  in- 
variably left  all  that  to  Rosalie ;  but  she  fancied 
she  had  been  doing  a  great  deal,  and  now  gave 
herself  up  to  exhaustion  and  her  present  triumph, 
for  which  latter  feeling  she  may  well  be  excused^ 
considering  that  although  she  was  ever  surmising 
and  spying  things  out,  in  the   most   wonderful 
way,  it  would  have  been  about  the  second  time 
in  her  life  she  had  ever  proved  herself  to  have 
guessed  aright  in  the  end,  though  this  circum- 
stance had  the  effect  of  disconcerting  her  so 
little  that  she  went  on  after  her  discomfiture  to 
renew  her  speculations,  and  to  form  fresh  his- 
toriettes  in  her  fertile  brain,  with  as  much  con- 
fidence in  her  powers  of  discrimination  as  ever. 

*'  Why,  Miss  Sunderland,"  said  Sir  Edmond, 
addressing  her,  '^  I  hear  of  scarcely  anything  but 
the  praises  of  your  fair  cousin:  her  gifts  and 
accomplishments  are  the  theme  of  all  tongues. 
She  appears  to  be  setting  all  heads  wild — if  noi 
hearts." 
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"  I  declare,  I  have  scarcely  observed  either 
one  or  the  other,"  said  Anastasia.  snappishly. 

«*  By  the  bye,"  said  the  Baronet,  "  I  have  to 
congratulate  you  on  your  brother's  marriage 
abroad  with  the  beautiful  Contessa  R — ." 

^^  Is  she  so  beautiful  ?  Papa  has  never  reco- 
vered the  idea  of  an  Italian  progenitress  to  the 
future  Baronets  of  Sunderland ;  it's  worse  in 
his  eyes  than  Caroline's  wretched  marriage; 
though  in  mine  that  is  impossible." 

"  If  Frederick  were  not  your  brother,  I  could 
unfold  a  strange  history  relating  to  the  whole 
of  that  affair." 

"  Indeed  !  Sir  Edmond,"  replied  Anastasla, 
indifferently. 

"  Your  friend,  Sefton,  plays  an  important 
figure  in  the  story,"  resumed  he;  **  and  who 
that  knew  him  only  as  he  seems  now — who  that 
had  witnessed  the  devotion  which  in  common 

with  Clarendon  he  paid  to  your "  (here 

be  was  interrupted  by  the  very  sharpest  speci- 
Uien  of  Anastasia^s  own   laughs   which  really 
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as  that  DOW  in  proa;ress,  and  subsequent  com- 
ments, of  which  Sir  Edmond  and  Anastasia 
took  advantage,  and  to  the  enjoyment  of  which 
we  will  leave  them,  while  taking  time  to  ob- 
serve what  was  going  forward  on  the  stage. 

All  the  performers  acquitted  themselves  with 
wonderful  spirit.  Of  the  gentlemen,  Francis 
was  undoubtedly  the  most  amusing;  with  the 
most  perfect  appreciation,  and  a  most  unusual 
power  of  representing  the  broad  comic,  all  suc- 
cess in  the  performance  depended  upon  the 
humour  he  was  in, — a  disposition  such  as  his 
roust  be  taken  i'  the  vein ;  and  we  are  all  well 
aware  of  the  amiable  mood  his  prosperous  cir- 
cumstances had  induced,  causing  him  now  to 
feel  so  thoroughly  and  quietly  elated,  that  he 
surpassed  himself;  so  that  his  entree  on  every 
occasion  was  the  signal  for  a  fresh  burst  of 
heartfelt  laughter.  Mr.  Percy  acted  just  as  he 
performed  private  life ;  and  that  being  at  best  a 
constrained  performance,  his  mimic  represen* 
tations  boasted  just  as  little  ease  as  his  every- 
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the  first  proverb  they  acted.     la  it^  Isabel  and 
Phillis  de  Courcy  performed  the  parts  of  two 
young  Spanish  maidens,  and  Rosalie  that  of 
their  old  Duenna.     It  was  the  only  character 
she  had  to  perform^  (though  the  devisements 
and  arrangements  of  each  proverb  were  princi- 
pally hers),  and  she  must  have  been  at  some 
.pains  about  it ;  for  she  had  managed  her  cos- 
tume so  skilfully,  and  altered  her  voice  and  her 
very  changeful  countenance  so  perfectly^  that 
it  would  have  been  difficult  to  have  recognised 
her,  as  she  was  heard  delivering  a  lecture  to 
her  wayward  young  charges  upon  the  deceits  of 
man,    and  the  changes  ordinarily  wrought  in 
their  devotedness,  by  the  dissipating  magic  of 
matrimony ; — all  of  these  axioms  were  of  course 
verified  in  the  next  scene,  in  which  both  dam- 
sels (despising  her  crabbed  warnings)  having 
found   means  to  elope  with    their    respective 
adorers,  were  discovered  a  short  time  after  their 
nuptials,    bewailing   together  their  ill-advised 
precipitancy, — the  one  dreading  the  approach 
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dress;  and  as  it  happened  she  was  seated  next 
to  Clarendon,  who  politelj  made  room  for  the 
▼cry  droll  old  lady  next  to  himself.  Perceiving 
by  all  this  ceremoniousness  he  had  no  idea  of 
her  identity,  but  evidently  appeared  to  consider 
her  years  and  respectability  claimed  such  con- 
sideration ;  though  scarcely  able  to  repress  her 
laughter,  she  at  once  made  up  her  mind  not  to 
undeceive  him,  and  saw  fit  to  favour  the  de* 
lusion. 

*'  A  delightful  amusement  for  young  people," 
she  begun  in  her  feigned  voice. 

**  Yes,  for  all  ages/'  replied  he;  "  but  pray, 
ma'am,  will  you  have  the  goodness  to  inform 
nie,  if  there  are  not  some  other  performers  that 
are  to  appear  to-night,  besides  those  we  have 
seen  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  yes  ! "  several. 

**  Lady  performers,  I  mean,"  urged  Clarendon. 
'•  Yes !  Miss  Sunderland  is  to  perform  in  the 
last  proverb,  I  believe." 

"  I  wished  to  know,"  hesitated  he,  "  in  fact, 
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'*  Indeed  you  seem  greatly  interested  in  the 
young  lady,"  was  the  reply.     "  I  trust  she  is 
only  temporarily  indisposed  ;  and  I  suspect  it  is 
but  over-excitement  of  mind,  a  lady-like  head- 
ache, or  something  of  the  kind  ;  nor  do  I  doubt 
she   will  shortly  have  recovered   the  tone   of 
both  health  and  spirits."     And  as  the  curtain 
rose,  the  lady  waved  her  fan,   and  turned  her 
head  significantly  to  where  Sefton  was  disco- 
vered, apostrophising  the  "  Fair  Lady"  of  the 
proverb.     Clarendon  following  the  direction  of 
her  eyes,  silently  bowed  his  head  in  token  of 
understanding    what    his    strange     informant 
meant,  and  then  drew  a  deep  breath ;  for,  in 
truth,  his  kind  heart  felt  relieved  by  what  she 
hinted,  as  to  some  vague  and  painful  suspicions 
that  had  glanced  across  his  mind  with  regard 
to  the  prospective  happiness  of  the  still-loved 
Dora  Melville. 

The  sigh  was  made  up  of  contrary  feelings, 
indeed, — but  one  of  satisfaction  predominated ; 
and  he  presently  resumed  in  a  lower  and  more 
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seemed  coanected  with  some  reminiscences ; — 
and  as  he  sat  with  his  eyes  rivetted  on  his 
mysterious  neighbour,  some  portion  of  his  old 
excitability  of  imagination  returned  to  him^  for 
she  seemed  to  him  not  unlike  an  ancient  fairy  ; 
at  all  events,  quite  sufficiently  aufait  at  the 
secrets  of  all  hearts,  his  own  included,  to  prove 
herself  one ;  and  there  she  sat,  her  slight  figure 
inclined  in  an  attitude  of  deep  attention,  with 
her  odd  Spanish  bead-dress  of  black  lace,  sur- 
mounted by  the  little  black  ornament  resem- 
bling a  horn,  peculiar  to  the  costume,  which 
kept  easelessiy  and  expressively  nodding,  as  its 
wearer's  head  was  waved  in  grave  approbation 
of  the  scene  that  was  passing  before  them.     To 
Clarendon  it  seemed  to  be  going  on  a  distract- 
ingly  long  time;  it  did,   however,  at  length, 
come  to  an  end  to  his  inexpressible  relief;   and 
he  turned  to  his  mysterious  old  lady,  in  his 
earnest  anxiety  to  pursue  the  explanation,  fear* 
ful  she  might  manage  to  escape  him  selon  Us 
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tory^  they  found  few  others  had  ventured  so 
far^  and  very  soon  they  had  it  all  to  them- 
selves. In  order  to  try  the  extent  of  her  infor- 
mation^  Clarendon  began  talking  about  Isabel, 
and  his  strange  companion  speedily  proved 
herself  as  much  at  home  about  her  affairs.  ''  Is 
she  not  singularly  lovely  ?"  said  she,  ^^  a  very 
sunbeam? — whether  warbling  the  poetry  of 
sound,  or  floating  down  the  dance,  a  type  and 
pattern  of  the  poetry  of  motion,  she  is  a  poet's 
dream — a  very  Perdita." 

"And  her  Florizel  is  worthy  of  her?*'  urged 
Clarendon,  surprised  again  at  her  enthusiasm. 

^'  May  he  prove  so  !  but  we  all  know  how 
doubtful  a  thing  is  the  constancy  of  man ;  more 
BO,  perchance,  when  a  smooth  pathway  is  before 
him,  than  in  one  of  doubts  and  difScuIties ; — and 
so  young,  too '' 

^^  You  mean,"  said  he,  "  we  may  oft — 
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pears   to    know   so    well    how    to    appreciate 
worth  and  beauty  ?" 

The  lady  turned  away  still  more  than  she  had 
done  before,  and  began  minutely  inspecting  some 
of  the  plants  ;  then  she  began  playing  with  some 
geranium  leaves^  in  doing  which  she  displayed  a 
small  and  delicate  hand,  he  scarcely  expected  to 
have  seen  in  the  possession  of  his  singular  com- 
panion.    He  had  been  preriously  struck  by  the 
altered  tone  of  her  voice ;   and  her  manner,  at 
times  so  different  to  that  in  which  she  bad  at 
first  addressed  him.    Already  suspecting  some 
mystery,  her  present  confused  silence  but  in- 
creased the  impression,  and  again  he  earnestly 
demanded,  ''  whom  he  had  the  honour  of  ad- 
dressing, whose  enthusiasm  he   honoured,  and 
whose  sympathetic  feelings  for  the  fair  and  un- 
happy were  so  in  accordance  with  his  own  1^ 

^'  Ah  !  I  doubt  it  not !"  answered  she,  eva- 
sively. "  It  is  the  vocation  of  such  a  Quixotic 
ispirit  as  your's  to  be  moved  to  sympathy  by  the 
voes  of  distressed  damsels." 
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way,  and  laying  his  hand  on  her  Spanish  mantilla, 
held  it  in  his  grasp  the  more  firmly  as  he  fancied 
her  bent  on  illuding  him.  **  Deign  first/*  said 
he, "  to  answer  me  this  one  question, — will  Dora 
Melville  marry  Reginald  Sefton  V* 

*^  A  plain  and  direct  one  truly :  all  that  I 
can  tell  you  is,  that  the  former  impe^ments  to 
their  union  are  now  no  longer^  if  they  exist  not 
in  themselves.  But  there  are  things  in  heaven 
and  earth  that  baffle  even *' 

*' Penetration  such  as  yourSy**  he  concluded. 
'*But  is  Miss  Melville " 

"  Still  Miss  Melville  l"  interrupted  she,  half 
pettishly.  **  Surely,  it  is  most  ungrateful  to  the 
fjBur  unknown,  who  have  vouchsafed  such  un- 
paralleled concern  for  your  welfare.*' 

*'  Are  you  one  of  them  ?"  demanded  he,  taking 
her  hand,  and  with  a  mischievous  smile.  *'  Per- 
mit me  to  express  my  gratitude,  my " 

^*  They  must  be  waiting  for  me  in  our  green- 
room/' she  said  quickly.  '^  We  may  continue 
our  discussion  anon,  Mr.  Clarendon!" 
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idea  of  its  belongiDg  to  an  ancient  dame^  than 
did  even  the  delicate  little  hand  he  had  so 
lately  relinquished.  "  Once  more,"  he  said,  ''  tell 
me  who  you  are  ?" 

**  One  that  is  neither  of  good  nor  ill ; 
One  that  ?s  neither  of  heaven  nor  hell  I' 

laughed  she,  breaking  at  last  away,  to  the 
sacrifice  of  part  of  the  trimming  of  her  mantilla." 

*'  You  make  me  feel  as  '  'twixt  a  waking 
thought  and  a  sleeping  dream/  "  cried  he. 

"  Just  as  you  felt  during  the  most  eventful  of 
those  eventful  visits  to  the  Abbey  ruius !"  she 
said,  looking  down  upon  him,  after  she  had 
fleetly  mounted  the  steps  leading  up  to  the 
balcony,  while  he  stood  transfixed  on  the  eve 
of  following  her." 

"  Gracious  Heaven's !  The  Abbey  ruins  J 
W  hat  mean  you !     You  were  never " 

He  was  interrupted  by  a  loud  laugh;— that 
luugli,  he  had  surely  heard  it  before  uuder 
jjicuinsaauces  jet  more    niv^terious,   for  to  liis^ 
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the  opinion  of  so  competent  a  judge  of  acting 
upon  several  points." 

Rosalie  was  hurrying  away^  the  mischief,  not 
to  say  malice,  lurking  in  Anastasia's  counten- 
ance, boding  nothing  less  than  a  further  continu- 
ance of  such  sallies;  but  Anastasia  had  no 
intention  of  permitting  such  an  escape.  On 
turning  the  comer  of  the  balcony  they  met  Phillit 
de  Courcy  and  Francis  Melville,  which  brought 
them  to  a  halt.  ^'  Oh !  Mr.  Melville  and  I  have 
come  on  purpose  to  seek  after  you,  Rosy,**  said 
faer  aunt,  a  little  confused.  ''  We  came  all  round 
the  balcony  from  the  green-room,  that,  as  we 
are  dressed  in  character,  we  might  not  be  seen." 

"  Oh,  aunty ! — that  you  might  not  be  seen," 
laughed  Rosalie,  though  the  more  confused  of 
the  two. 

'^  Aunt!"  said  Clarendon  to  himself,  in 
amaze,  ^*  My  fair  companion  is  the  younger 
Miss  de  Courcy,  and  I  have  been  made  the 
subject  of  a  girlish  frolic;  yet  how,  on  earth — " 
then  his  wonder  at  her  astonishing  disclosures 
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Clarendon   stopped    short,  petrified   at   the 
sudden  suspicion   that  now  shot  through  his 
puzzled  brain;   quickly  he  looked  around,  at 
once  in  search  of  the  confirmation  of  his  suspi- 
cions, and  of  the  object  upon  whom  was  now 
concentrated  every  feeling  of  interest  and  cu- 
riosity ;  but   she  had    managed   to   make  her 
escape,  and  that  was  a  suspicious  circumstance 
of  itself.     Though  perplexed  and  uncertain  what 
to  think,  Anastasia's  jealous  anger  was  at  its 
height;  but   satisfied    with   the    effect  of  her 
words,  and  either  regardless  or  forgetful  that 
her   own  seciet  was  in  Rosalie's  power,    she 
remarked  to  Clarendon  before  hurrying  oflT, — 
**  a  dangerous  power,  though,    that  we    have 
been  admiring.     Supposing  any  one  so  unscru- 
pulous as  to  make  a  serious  and  mischievous 
use  of  it,  what  might  they  not  hope  to  achieve  ! " 
and  with  another  laugh  she  moved  away,  leav- 
ing him  to   his  own  thick-comifig  conjectures 
and  remembrances. 
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engrossed  his  whole  thoughts,  been  discovered 
upon  the  scene  where  she  advanced,  for  the 
purpose  of  repeating  the  prologue.     Earnestly, 
and  scrutinisingly  did  he  fix  his  unmoved  gaze 
upon  her,  with  a  feeling  between  curiosity, — 
irritation,  at  the  series  of  tricks  put  upon  him, — 
with  all  of  which  he  could  not  help  now  fancy- 
ing her  somehow  connected — and  something  of 
flattery  towards  himself.     Upon  the  whole,  he 
was  greatly  confused,  partly  provoked,  and  a 
little  flattered.     In  the  midst  of  all   this,  the 
prologue  was  commenced,  when  to  his  surprise, 
he  recognised  it  to  be  a  poetical  one  he  had 
himself  written  for  the  Sunderiand  Park  thea- 
tricals.    It  opened  by  craving  the  audience  to 
draw  largely  upon  their  imaginations,  in  order 
to  amend  any  defects  and  deficiencies  in  the 
performance;  and  went  on  humorously  to  claim 
their   indulgence   for  the  non-achievement    of 
impossibilities;  with  some  passing  good  jokes 
upon  the  grandeur  of  tlieir  aim,  and  the  small- 
ness  of  their  means,  &c.     It  must  be  owned, 
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from  one  to  the  other,  anxiously,  but  vainly 
endeavouring  to  comprehend  what  she  saw  ; 
when  Rosalie  suddenly  arose,  attracted  by 
something  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  room. 
Clarendon  followed  her  with  his  eyes,  as  she 
made  her  way  to  the  obscurest  corner  of  the 
room — that  on  a  line  with  the  proscenium, 
where  alone  upon  a  couch,  abandoned  except 
by  her,  from  its  commanding  but  a  partial  view 
of  what  was  going  on,  on  the  stage — sat  Dora 
Melville,  or  what  had  once  been  the  beautiful 
and  beloved  being  he  had  known  by  that  name, 
— for  so  very  much  changed  did  she  seem  to 
him,  that  together  with  the  darkness  of  the 
comer  where  she  was  situated,  had  not  lie  gazed 
with  peculiar  and  searching  interest,  he  would 
scarcely  have  recognised  her.  All  this  time 
the  proverb  was  running  a  very  brilliant  course* 
and  as  it  had  been  selected  by  Mrs.  Percy,  in 
approval,  as  she  said,  of  the  excellent  example 
it  would  set  forth,  she  wasproportionably  elated 
at  its  success.     It  had  been  got  up  with  more 
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Ettraction,  and  its  object^  significantly  suggested 
their  following  Miss  de  Courcy  to  the  opposite 
corner  of  the  room,  to  see  if  the  two  ladies 
seated  on  the  sofa,  could  not  make  room  for 
them ;  and  Rosalie  was  roused  from  her  anxious 
reverie,  by  Mrs.  Percy's  triumphantly  tapping 
her  arm,  and  evincing  by  her  looks  of  exulta- 
tion directed  to  the  stage^  that  her  thoughts 
were  taking  the  same  direction  as  her  own^  but 
with  what  different  conclusions ! 

The  business  of  the  scene  was  now  becoming 
most  interesting  and  animated:  kneelings  and 
declarations  followed  one  another,  and  the  de- 
nouement was  approaching;  but  in  the  midst^of 
Sefton's  impassioned  avowal,  Clarendon  was 
startled  to  feel  his  arm  grasped  almost  con- 
vulsively by  Rosalie  de  Courcy  ;  instinctively  he 
glanced  towards  Dora,  to  whom  Rosalie's  atten- 
tion was  also  directed  ;  indeed,  though  little  save 
a  formal  greeting  bad  passed  between  them,  he 
had  smce  been  scarcely  able  to  take  his  eyes 
from  her  altered  face^   while    so  deeply   and 


far  from  b" 

agitated  b 

the  contra 

few  measui 

kind  addrei 

unnatural 

Rosalie    w 

thought    si 

ha?e  seen  I 

the  meetin 

anything  bt 

and  she   h{ 

bring    on    i 

<  Clarendon, 

j 

j  there  she   s 


TUB    RULING    PASSION.  369 

himself — in  a  sea  of  doubts — of  preplexities^  as 
he  thought  of  her — the  loved  and  lovely  being 
who,  from  the  moment  of  first  beholding  her, 
had  appeared  to  him  the  realization  of  his  most 
rapturous  aspirations,  who  had  ever  since  shone 
**  the  morning  star  of  memory,"  whose  loss  had 
left  a  void  in  his  heart,  he  never  hoped  would  be 
filled, — whence  that  change — that  indescribable 
change  in  her? — that  look?      It  was  not  that 
she  did    not  appear   beautiful  to    him!      The 
change   that  struck  him  was  not   the  change 
that  others  saw  !     But  now,   (as   Rosalie    so 
forcibly   arrested  his  attention,  for  an   instant 
distracted   towards  the  scene)  Great  Heaven ! 
why  have  her  eyes  become  so  wildly — so  fright- 
fully fixed  ?  and  her  slender  hands  so  tightly — 
tightly  pressed  upon  her  heart  ?     Alas  !  while 
those  gentle    eyes  are  fixed — rivetted  with   a 
terrible  intentness,  fearful  to  look  upon — seeming 
as  they  could  never  be  forced  from  the  object 
that  so  horribly  attracts  them — there — there  at 
her  heart  upon  which  she  presses  her  hands  as  if 
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obliterated  from  her  memory.  In  the  instantane- 
ous view  that  she  caught  of  Anastasia's  counte- 
nance— of  the  mixed  rage  and  triumph  gleaming 
from  her  eyes ; — rage  at  sight  of  the  apparent 
deyotion  with  which  Clarendon  hung  upon 
Dora's  looks,  and  perchance,  words— jealous 
triumph  at  the  pangs,  which  Sefton's  evident 
enthralment,  by  the  charms  of  her  sister,  must 
be  inflicting  on  her  rival — Rosalie  thought  it 
would  be  difficult  ever  to  forget  its  expression. 
A  deep  scarlet  spot  now  burned  on  either  oheek 
as  Dorothy  suddenly  raised  her  hand  to  her 
throbbing  temples. 

**  Let  us  take  her  into  the  air,'*  said  Rosalie, 
in  distress  and  alarm  at  her  appearance,  and  she 
softly  led  the  way. 

''  Come !"  said  Dora,  suddenly  grasping 
Clarendon's  hand,  and  whispering  in  his  ear, 
in  a  hollow  voice,  **  Come !" 

She  hurried  him  along  at  a  rapid  pace  when 
they  had  gained  the  balcony,  but  would  take  no 
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decked  out  for  the  ceremony !  And  it's  to  be 
by  moonlight !  I  hope  the  moon  and  stars  won't 
hide  their  light  in  horror  !  for  it  will  be  so 
dismal ! — Or  the  old  walls  fall  and  crush  him  for 
his  perjury  ! — for  oh  !  they  might  destroy  his  in- 
nocent bride  !"  and  here  again  she  clasped  her 
hands  before  her  eyes,  as  if  to  hide  a  terrible 
vision,  while  her  whole  frame  was  convulsed. 
**  Did  you  see  her  ?"  she  continued.  "  How  like 
an  angel  she  looked  in  her  bridal  veil  !  And 
how  he  gazed  upon  her — and  spoke  to  her — and 
pressed  her  hand  ! — but  his  eyes  are  scorpions, 
though  his  voice  is  sweet  and  soft  as  the  star- 
beams  !  And  I  saw  the  veil  was  stained  with 
blood  ! — her  sister's  heart's  blood  !*' 

*'  Poor  girl  !'*  groaned  Clarendon,  while  bis 
eyes  filled  with  tears^  and  his  manly  breast  heaved 
with  emotion.     "  She's  in  a  brain  fever!" 

**  Is  this  to  be  the  end  of  all  I"  exclaimed 
Rosalie,  in  an  agony  of  grief.  '*  This — is  this 
the  work  of  love  ?" 

r2 
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beady  for  her  eyet  glare  like  torches,  and  they'll 
light  him  to  his  wedding !"  Then  drawing  her 
sister  towards  her,  she  repeated  in  a  hollow 
whisper, ''  Do  not  be  wedded  at  the  Old  Abbey! 
— oh,  do  not !  for  it  is  haunted  by  efil  spirits !  I 
beard  them  gibbering  there  once !  Perhaps  that 
is  why  he  has  chosen  it  for  the  bridal !''  saying 
which,  Dora  Melrille,  with  another  shudder, 

sunk  exhausted  into  the  arms  of  Clarendon. 

#  •  •  #  ♦ 

Lonft  yery  long  did  the  spirit  of  our  hapless 
beroine  seem  hoyering  between  the  portals  of 
life  and  eternity.    In  the  end  she  did  recover. 

It  is  now  time  to  state  that  Dora  bad  before 
entertained  a  wild  suspicion  that  Sefton's  love, 
now  that  all  former  obstacles  to  it  seemed  in  pro- 
gress of  removal,  was  not  as  it  had  been.  She 
felt  there  was  a  change,  though  she  never  con- 
fessed it ;  and  had  at  onoe  chased  the  very  idea 
from  her  mind,  as  one  it  was  sin  but  to  entertain 
for  a  moment.  For  what  proof  had  be  not  given 
of  all  enduring  constancy !    how   wicked,  how 
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the  last  moment,  with  no  one  at  liberty  to  do 
them.  Her  attention  was  immediately  attracted 
by  Sefton's  manner  to  Isabel ;  a  cold,  unnatural 
chill  thrilled  through  her  veins  at  the  sight, 
while  her  temples  burnt  and  throbbed  with  a 
corresponding  fever,  and  her  frame  was  shaken 
by  a  convulsive  shiver.  As  she  looked,  her 
eyes  seemed  as  they  would  grow  upon  what  they 
saw — ^her  breath  was  suspended — her  lips  and 
mouth  grew  parched,  and  her  blood  seemed  all 
rushing  to  her  heart!  Could  she  have  mistaken 
those  glances  of  his  to  Isabel?  It  must  be  so  ! 
— her  fancy  was  distempered  !  And  oh  !  should 
her  weakness  be  known  to  him — to  Isabel — to 
any  one — what  would  they  think  of  her !  It  must 
be  that  she  was  ill,  and  her  imagination  affected  ; 
and  with  a  violent  effort  she  managed  to  with- 
draw  that  she  might  endeavour  to  recover 
faersalf. 

To  gratify  the  unsuspecting  Isabel,  and  per- 
chance, because  she  was  also  too  restless  to  re- 
main longer  away,   she  had  consented   to  be 
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overwhelming  her»  at  the  same  time,  with  the 
agonizing  idea  that  her  secret  was  known,  and 
triumphed  in.  From  the  moment  of  meeting 
Anastasia's  glance  directed  from  Sefton  to  her- 
self, the  barbed  arrow  that  had  pierced  her  heart 
seemed  to  shoot  upwards  into  her  brain,  to 
quench  at  once  the  living  light  that  emanated 
therefrom. — The  result  is  known.  In  her  de- 
lirum^  alas!  there  was  not  the  happy  uncon- 
sciousness of  her  misery,  hot  an  ever  present, 
though  confused  sense  of  injury,  weighing  heavily 
upon  her  soal,  the  oppressing  certainty  of  which 
never  left  her. 
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cherished  the  idea  that  he  merited  and  should 
obtain  perfection,  or  little  short  of  it,  in  the 
woman  of  his  choice.  Now,  Dora  Melville  had 
from  the  first  appeared  to  him,  as  near  the  em- 
bodiment of  such  perfection  as  might  be  attain- 
able, and  therefore,  far  more  than  for  herself, 
had  he  fixed  his  choice  upon  her.     Many  others 

might  have  appeared  as  deserving  in  his  eyes, 
but  the  impression  was  comparatively  transitory  : 
and  none  had  ever  appeared  so,  for  so  long  to- 
gether; and  this  conviction  it  was  that  had 
moved  him,  after  the  fhiitless  search  of  interven- 
ing years,  to  the  renewal  of  his  suit  Not,  that 
in  the  earlier  days  of  his  preferenee  tliere  wa^^ 
not  much  admixture  of  a  purer  feeling,  before  his 
heart  had  become  case-hardened  by  a  longer 
career  of  selfishness,  with  the  flattery  and  the  easy 
success  (whenever  his  preference  was  shewn)  it 
had  been  his  destiny  to  meet ;  which  was  the 
occasion  that  the  doubts  and  difficulties  that 
environed  her  around,  bad  piqued  and  kept  up 
iiis  feeling  for  Dora. 
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of  inducing  an  undeviating  belief  in  his  sin- 
cerity. The  quiet  earnestness  of  his  manner, 
connected  with  his  usually  resenred  deportment, 
was  accustomed  to  produce  a  far  greater  effect 
than  all  the  fire  and  ardour,  that  in  more  ardent 
natures  so  often  defeats  its  own  purpose.  The 
power  of  such  a  manner,  when  it  relaxes  and 
casts  aside  its  reserve  only  to  ourselves,  is 
magical.  So  it  had  proved  with  the  unfortu- 
nate Dora  Melville. 

Never  carried  away  by  feeling  or  enthusiasm, 
it  was  precisely  because  he  was  without  the 
impetuosity  they  engender,  (which  many  beside 
Dora  are  apt  to  look  upon  with  suspicion)  that 
he  was  so  dangerous,  in  justice  to  himi  it 
must  be  owned,  however,  that  unlike  many 
others  of  his  vocation,  he  could  not  be  said  to 
glory  in  the  miserable  results  of  his  coquetting 
propensity ;  he  merely  disregarded  them,  in 
the  midst  of  all  his  engrossing  speculations, 
unless  as  in  the  case  of  the  Italian  Countess 
and  that  of  Dora  Melville,  they  glaringly  or 
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himself,  which  induced  him  to  doubt,  and  to 
watch,  to  suspect  and  speculate^  whenever  him- 
self was  concerned,  till  each  finer  feeling  was 
worn  away  in  the  process, — laid  him  peculiarly 
open  to  the  insinuations  of  Sir  Edmond  Tracy : 
and  if  Sir  Edmond  had  a  promising  field  to 
work  upon,  he  found  ample  means  to  work 
with. 

Connected  with  Sefton's  monomania   about 
himself,  was  a  doubt  whether  he  could  or  should 
be  loved  as  deeply,  devotedly,  and  disinterest- 
edly, as  he  merited   and  desired  ;  it  was  his 
ambition  to  be  adored, — nay !    revered  ;   and 
Tracy  contrived  to  hint  at  Dora's  cold  superi- 
ority, taking  the  opportunity  of  comparing  her 
calm  and  sobered  feelings,  with  the  first  fresh 
season  of  enthusiastic,  dependent  youth,  inti- 
mating that  that  was  the  only  time  at  which 
the  affections  could   be  fixed    with  deep  and 
fervent  root.     Sefton  was  given  to  suspect,  and 
in  the  strange,  unaccountable  conduct  of  Fran- 
cis Melville  towards  him,  and  the  sudden  change 
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plainly  of  his  changing  feelings.  Sooth  to  say, 
there  were  no  further  obstacles  to  be  oTercomei 
in  his  lore ; — the  game  was  won,  the  ardour  of 
the  chase,  the  excitement  of  uncertainty  past, 
and  Sefbn  had  time  to  speculate.  He  really 
had  noted  something  of  coldness  in  Dora's  man* 
ner  at  their  last  meeting ;  alas !  the  first  change 
was  in  himself.  His  interview  with  his  crafty 
friend  had  taken  place  the  very  morning  of  the 
Percy's  party ;  and  it  was  then,  in  the  evening, 
that  Tracy  felt  assured  that  the  poison  was 
working,  though  to  his  rage  and  disappointment 
he  perceived  that  all  his  hints  and  advices  about 
youthful  frankness  and  ardour,  in  as  far  as  re- 
garded  their  intended  application  to  his  sister 
Gertrude,  had  been  thrown  away.  It  was  but 
a  part  of  the  hoped  for  triumph  that  his  devo- 
tions should  be  removed  from  Dora»  when  they 
were  not  transferred  to  Gertrude ;  triumphant 
he  was  however  in  a  great  degree  at  the  success 
of  his  machinations,  in  the  apparent  separation 
between  Sefton  and  Dora ;  that  was  the  great 
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stupify  her  nerves ;  while  it  had  connected  Anas- 
tasia  and  the  Countess  with  her  after-ravings. 

It  was  at  this  juncture  of  the  dawning  distaste 
to  his  old  love  affair^  that  the  vision  of  Isabel 
Melville  rose  before  him  like  a  spirit  of  light. 
Her  superior  loveliness  in  connexion  with  (as  he 
deemed)  all  those  qualities  he  had  once  admired 
in  her  sister,  causing  her  so  long  to  retain  her 
empire  over  his  heart,  appeared  the  combination 
of  the  all  for  which  he  had  been  so  long  in 
search.  It  seemed  to  him  that  she  was  bom 
for  him — and  him  alone ; — that,  in  fact  he  was 
dazzled,  blinded,  and  overcome,  as  he  pictured 
her  bright  fairy  figure  illumining  the  sombre 
galleries  and  ancient  plesaunce  of  Seflon  Priory 
like  a  sunbeam^  gladdening  its  long  silent  halls 
with  her  fair  looks  and  silvery  voice.  The  idea 
once  entertained  seemed  to  infix  itself  in  his 
mind  with  the  strength  and  vividness  of  a  reality, 
to  the  exclusion  of  every  other  thought^  feeling, 
or  recollection.  While  the  thought  of  the  per- 
fect devotion  to  himself  he  must  inspire  in  one 
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happiness  of  Francis  Melyille  and  Phillis  de 
Courcy, 

It  cannot  be  said  that  Isabel  herself  was  quite 
dear  from  imputation  of  coquetry  in  the  affair, 
and  when  two  coquettes  come  together  the  result 
is  likely  to  be  of  a  desperate  nature  :  but  far — 
Tery  fax  from  her  was  any  idea  of  Sefton's  real 
infatuation,  or  any  feeling  on  her  part  for  Sefton ; 
still  more  remote  the  idea  of  the  possibility  of 
supplanting  Dora.  It  was  her  very  engrossment 
with  her  own  love  and  her  own  loTer,  that  had 
made  her  overlook  all  other  contingencies,  and 
mored  her  upon  the  observance  of  fresh  ap» 
preaches  of  jealousy  in  him,  to  play  off  the  little 
scene,  upon  whose  dire  effect  she  so  little 
calculated,  in  order,  as  she  thought,  to  cure  him 
for  ever  of  such  fancies.  If  Mrs.  Percy  was 
visited  by  the  smitings  of  conscience,  how  much 
bitterer  were  the  self-reproaches  of  Isabel ! 
Suffice  it,  that  she,  too,  made  up  her  mind  from 
that  hour  never  more  to  indulge  in  what  may 
be    termed    the    inkling    of   a   propensity    to 


tween  him  a 
Piercie,  which 
ClarcDdon  opp 
warned  the  p< 
impolicy  of  f 
absurdity  (not 
thing  so  ima 
usurpation  of 
committing,  or  I 
It  was  Clarendi 
ment  between  t 
some  little  difi 
never  again,  we 
interposition  net 
she  grew  wiser, 


THE    RULING    PASAIOK.  383 

As  for  SeftoD^  repentance  had  of  course  ensued 
upon  discoTery  of  the  dreadful  results  of  his 
heartlessness.  He  had  written,  and  made  ap- 
plication to  see  Dora«  whose  remembrance,  now 
that  he  thought  he  had  lost  her  for  ever,  had 
come  back  to  him  with  all  its  former  power,  but 
his  letters  had  been  returned,  with  such  a  state- 
ment of  his  conduct,  that,  though  couched  in  a 
few  words,  yet  written  as  they  had  been  by 
Rosalie,  in  the  first  burst  of  her  indignation,  they 
brought  home  to  him  some  of  the  shame  and  re- 
morse he  deserved. 

Dorothy  Melville  never  savr  Sefton  more;  and 
after  her  recovery,  scarcely  ever  alluded  to  him, 
or  mentioned  his  name ;  forbearing,  more 
especially,  all  mention  of  the  last  period  of  her 
acquaintance  with  him,  though  she  might,  per- 
chance, in  after  times,  allude  to  their  youthful 
intimacy.  She  did  recover  after  many  months 
of  illness,  and  then  Rosalie  carried  her  down  to 
Woodlands,  whose  calm  and  peaceful  beauty 
shortly  contributed  to  soothe  her  into  a  tranquil 
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the  higher  powers,  to  obtain  his  eldest  son's 
promotion,  exacted,  as  the  only  boon  he  could 
be  induced  to  accept  in  return,  his  consent  to 
Piercie's  future  union  with  Isabel  Melfille. 
This  Sir  William  speedily  gave,  from  his  already 
great  predisposition  in  her  favour.  Lady  Sunder- 
land was  of  course  aghast  at  the  idea  of  such  a 
sacrifice,  and  indignantly  taxed  Sir  William  with 
his  weakness.  With  a  sigh,  he  alluded  to  the 
match  bis  daughter  Caroline  had  made  under  her 
guidance  and  tuition,  and  as  the  fruits  of  her 
precepts — what  had  she  gained? 

"  W^hy,  the  upper-hand  of  a  wealthy  and 
adoring  husband!''  was  her  ladyship's  reply. 
<<In  these  days,  when  all  the  good  matches 
are  seized  and  secured  with  such  remarkable 
aridity,  one  must " 

**  Her  temper  soured,  and  her  disposition 
spoiled,  by  the  method  she  has  taken  to  gain 
such  a  dominion  over  her  Bruin — an  overbearing, 

purse-proud but  1  will  say  no  more  on  that 

topic.     When    1    think    of  my  children,  I   am 
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are  clothed  and  surcharged  with  their  richest 
garby  and  most  delicious  sweets.  The  day  was 
rerging  towards  eyening :  the  drowsy,  brilliant 
eve  of  a  gold-complexioned  summer's  day. 

On  the  lawn  of  Woodlands,  where  we  would 
again,  and  for  the  last  time  transport  our 
readers,  beneath  one  of  the  old  forest  trees,  for 
which  it  was  celebrated,  sat  Isabel  Melville, 
listening  to  her  youthful  adorer,  who  reclined  on 
the  grass  at  her  feet,  was  reading  some  of 
Shakespare's  Sonnets  to  her;  and  of  course^ 
applying  al'  their  fond  idolatry  where  he  ought ; 
leaving  no  doubt  of  the  matter,  by  his  emphatic 
tones,  illustrated  by  now  and  then  a  very  fitting 
glance.  Dora  formed  one  of  the  group;  but 
though  it  was  she  who  had  first  brought  them 
into  favour  with  Piercie,  it  would  be  answering 
too  much  to  say  she  listened  now.  She  looked 
paler  than  ever :  but  alas !  the  paleness  was  not 
that  of  the  lily — even  tbi.t  briliJancy  bad  left 
her :  but  the  wiklness  we  last  noted  in  her  look  had 
departed.     At  length  Piercie  came  lo  the  sonnet, 
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ftood  their  hostess.  She  held  a  large  basket  of 
flowers  she  had  jast  been  gathering  in  her  fair 
tiands^  and  it  appeared  as  though  she  had  just 
been  out  for  a  stroll,  for  her  two  favourite 
spaniels,  who  stood  looking  up  in  her  face,  made 
it  apparent  by  their  panting,  with  their  tongues 
held  half  out,  that  they  too  had  been  enjoying  a 
jtttle  gentle  -exercise;  but  vainly  did  they  cast 
up  their  melting  eyes  to  her,  or  even  plant  their 
paws  upon  her  dress,  with  other  dog-like  de- 
vices to  intreat  her  notice.  She  took  no  heed 
te  them.  Their  young  mistress  was  evidently 
thinking  of  something  else ;  and  though  not  so 
pale,  was  not  much  less  abstracted  than  Dora 
herself.  Her  thoughts  were,  apparently,  far 
back  in  most  ancient  times,  as  she  murmured  to 
iierself,  in  a  voice  of  melancholy,  or  regret,  the 
lines  descriptive  of  the  eharacter  of  the  mob- 
contemning  Roman  : — 

*'  liis  uature  is  too  noble  (or  thu  world  : 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  fcr  his  trident. 

His  heart's  his  mouth  ; 
VhatiiU  bccMt  forges,  that  his  tongue  must  Ytni'. 
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the  syWau  deities  own  these  their  favourite 
haunts.  I  seem  inclined  to  echo  the  burden  of 
the  chorus  in  Nourmahars  garden,  and  ex- 
claim— 

**  Oh !  if  there  be  an  elysium  on  earth  it  is  this — it  i*  this! 

In  short,  nothing  exceeds  this  in  real  or  sug- 
gestive beauty. 

*^  Ah  !  suggestive  beauty  !  You  mean  that  of 
association/*  replied  Rosalie,  looking  towards 
the  spot  where  Dora  was  seen  sauntering  alone. 
*'  Dora  always  spoke  as  you  have  just  done  of 
Woodlands.  Shall  we  join  them  in  the  garden  f 
but  first,  I  wish  to  hear  your  opinion  of  this/' 
she  continued,  taking  a  half-finished  drawing 
from  her  drawing-table.  '*  This  sketch  of  Dora 
—  do  you  think  it  like?** 

'*  Beautiful !  most  beautiful !  perfect  as  — ^ 

**  The  original,"  put  in  Rosalie. 

*'  I  was  not  going  to  conclude  so.  I  was 
thinking  of  the  performance ;  but  you  never 
allow  me  to  say  pretty  things,  Miss  de  Courcy; 
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*'  Why  sbould  you  be  so  bent  upou  disturbing 
them,  when  they  appear  so  happy  and  comfort- 
able? Look!  they  are  all  seated  together 
again,  and  a  Tery  charming  group  they  form ; 
besides,  am  I  not  in  the  very  midst  of  sweets — 
the  sweet  of  Woodlands  ?" 

The  occupation  of  arranging  the  flowers  soon 
dispelled  the  slight  embarassment  Rosalie  had 
so  unaccountably  felt,  and  from  which,  stranger 
still.  Clarendon  himself  had  not  been  so  altoge- 
ther free ;  the  glorious  blossoms  were  soon  piled 
up  in  dazzling  profusion,  upon  the  table  between 
them. 

^'  How  much  more  beautiful  a  rose  is  than 
any  other  blossom ! "  remarked  Rosalie  presently, 
apostrophising  a  beautiful  specimen  she  held  in 
her  hand,  **  In  shape,  and  scent,  and  delicacy  of 
tint,  it  is  the  queen  of  flowers.  The  different 
conformation  each  rose  assumes,  and  in  every 
stage  from  its  budding,  to  its  expansion,  and  a 
«ort  of  mysterious  depth  in   its   innumerable 
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Rosalie  threw  the  denuded  stalk  rather  an- 
grily away  from  her. 

^'  Do  you  know,**  he  went  on,  "  I  would 
neTer  submit  to  witness  such  sacrilege  to  the 
most  bewitching  of  enchant  —  flowers,  I  mean, 
from  any  one  else ;  but  of  course  you  are  privi- 
Jeged." 

**  Ah  !  why  so?"  laughed  she,  with  renewed 
composure ;  ''  but  seriously,  tell  me  whether 
Dora  is  not  improving  under  our  care  ? " 

^^  Seriously  then,  such  care  must  have  such 
an  effect.  Like  the  sun,  reTirifying  all  it  looks 
upon ;  or  the  moon,  shining  upon  the  dull  wa- 
ters ;  or " 

"  You  are  merry-— quite !"  said  Rosalie. 

**  Perhaps  it  is  because,  like  the  man  in  the 
fairy  island  of  '  All  Sweet,'  I  have  been  im- 
bibing too  much  of  the  most  delicious  of  flowers ; 
but  you  look  grave,  and  'tis  not  so  sweet  now 
as  it  was  before.'' 

*'  Ah  !  "  said  she,  "  It  is  dear  your  humour 
is  too  gay  and  sportive — too  much  in  the  rhap- 
sodical strain  for  anything  serious." 
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'*  Ye — B !"  answered  he. 
I*  Was  it  not  terrible?  "  she  resumed,  "  first 
the  death-like  calmness,  then  the  wildness  of 
her  look.** 

**  Terrible !  aid  yet  if  your  hapless  friend 
dated  her  sad  disease  from  that  evening,  I  know 
one  who  as  assuredly  dates  the  commencement 
of  his  recovery  from  his  disease  from  that  pe- 
riod, and  yet  began  to  imbibe  another.'' 
'<  Ah  !  how  and  whence  came  that?" 
^'  How  came  it  ?  Like  Romeo's  fate,  at  the 
feast  of  the  Capulets.  Whence  ?  Through  a 
pair  of  eyes  whose  beams  effaced  the  wounds 
another  had  made,  and  then  inflicted  fresh 
ones." 

"Ahy  then,  he  was  an  inconstant!  and  his 
fate  unworthy  one's  sympathy,"  cried  Rosalie, 
blushing,  "  What  a  folly  is  love — love  for  such 
faithless  beings ! — a  love  like  Dora's !  casting 
one's  whole  peace  upon  a  hazard  !  the  acknow- 
ledged most  unstable  thing  on  earth!  the  heart 
of  man !  a  weather-cock,  a  sea,  moved  by  every 
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cannot  tax  my  memory  for  something  where- 
with to  answer  such  a  fire  of  rhymes  and  saws.*' 

"  There  is  nothing  for  you  to  remember — 
nothing ; — poets  are  too  wise  a  race/'  said  Ro- 
salie, .triumphantly,  after  he  had  paused  a  mo- 
ment, as  in  consideration, 

**  Scott  and  Byron,  as  I  remember,  call  wo- 
man's heart  *  a  fickle  thii^/  Not  much  I  ween 
he  knows  of  woman's  heart,  who  — " 

''  Ah !  they  are  modems,  and  you  know,  I 
hold  by  the  ancients." 

''  Stay !  this  will  do  better  :"— 

"  Come !  tell  me  where  the  maid  U  found 
Whose  heart  can  loye  without  deceit : 
And  I  will  range  the  world  around 
To  sigh  one  moment  at  her  feet. 

**  There,"  answered  Rosalie  quickly,  pointiiig 
to  Dora,  "  There,  why  don't  you  go  and  sigh  !* 

Again  there  was  a  pause. 

^'  Ah  !  I  do  nothing  but  delay  and  delay  my 
errands,"  he  began  suddenly,  "  I  will  not  say 
I  was  like  to  have  forgot  them ;  but  the  time 
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''  Well  then,  Anastasia,  my  cousin  German, 

(very  German  to  the  matter  of  our  discourse)  is 

going  to  be — married,  and  I " 

''  Married  !"  almost  shrieked  Rosalie, 

"  Yes  !  Is  there  anything  so  very  astounding 

in  such  a  circumstance  ?    What  will  you  say, 

when  I " 

*'  To  whom  ?  *'  asked  Rosalie,  with  scarcely 
suppressed  eagerness. 

'^  Ah  !  that's  the  strange  part  of  the  matter 
to  which  I  was  arriving.  You  will  wonder  and 
wonder  again^  when  you  hear,  and  add  it  to  the 
list  of  reproaches  against  our  sex.*' 

"  Tell  me,  tell  me  who  it  is." 

''  One  would  think  you  already  guessed  how 
doubtful  a  matter  of  congratulation  it  was,  yet 
I  heartily  wish  it  may  turn  out  better  than  it 
promises.     May  they  be  happy?" 

"  They!*'  murmured  Rosalie,  drawing  a 
deep  breath. 

**  They,  yes!  you  did  not  suspect  it  was 
myself,"  said  he,  laughing.     ^^  iSo !  the  happy 
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scorn  and  indignation  flashed  from  her  eye,  that 
I  desisted  as  soon  as  I  might/' 

"  Ah,  poor  thing  ! "  again  said  Rosalie ; 
'<  but  Sefton,  the  monster  !  the  detestable  — ! 
but  I  will  not  speak  of  him.  In  my  weakness 
I  had  ceased  to  regard  him  as  aught^  save  a 
scarecrow  to  warn  silly  maidens  against  putting 
too  much  faith  in  a  low  voice  and  soft  speeches. 
But  you  have  hinted  nothing  of  this  before." 

'*  I  never  suspected  it,  and  forebore  to  vex 
you,  or  call  forth  your  sweeping  animadversions, 
by  mentioning  his  name.  I  hke  to  see  you 
smile  best. 

'^  But  what  can  have  been  the  motive  inducing 
this  alliance?  I  feel  curious  to  ascertain.  Ambi- 
tion, I  suppose^  on  her  part ; — the  stupid  ambi- 
tion of  woman  for  a  good  parti :  to  marry  well  i 
the  mistaken  aim  of  her  education,  and  of  all  the 
precepts  instilled  into  her  from  the  earliest 
period.  And  Sefton !  what  can  have  been  his 
ruling  motive  ?" 

*^  I  will  give  you  my  version  of  his,  as  you 
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*^  You  sigh  Miss  de  Courcy/*  said  Clarendon. 
*'  I  would  bespeak  its  soft  compassion  for  my 
next  request,  for  it  concerns  myself/'  said  he, 
rising  and  approaching  her.  **  I  will  brook  no 
longer  delay.  I  would  commend  my  heart  ^to 
you! — ^Will  you — will  you  take  charge  of  it 
Kosalie?" 
"  Your  heart  to  me !" 

^  Yes !  I  said  Woodlands  was  endowed  with  a 
magic  influence  for  me; — and  it  alone,  the  bright 
suns  that  inhabit  there^  to  make  it  the  Wood- 
lands it  is,  can  cure  so  dire  an  anguish  as  a 
wounded  heart!  Will  they? — can  they  deign 
from  their  high  sphere  to  shine  upon  it  ?" 
'•  Ah !  poor  heart  !'*  responded  Rosalie.     *'  It 

is  Dora  that  must " 

^^  Valueless  as  is  the  gift,  apparently,"  he  con- 
tinued ;  ''  yet,  in  truth,  it  is  most  rich  and  of 
great  worth.'* 
«  Ha  I" 

'*  For  it  is  stuffed  full  of  dear  thoughts  of  her 
to  whom  I  would  present  it ;  else  would  I  not  be 
80  bold  as  to  offer  so  poor  a  gift/' 
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the  point.  I  vainly  thought  you  were  going  to 
die  a  bachelor  for  Dora's  sake.  How  long,  and 
long  have  you  not  tat — not  'wearying  your 
hearer/  but  singing,  and  sighing  her  praises  to 
me.     How  ever  came  you  to  change  ?" 

**  To  you  !  Where  it  the  theme  I  could  ever  tire 
of  with  you  for  my  auditor,  so  that  I  might  still 
be  speaking  and  listening  to  you !  Say,  do  you 
accept  the  gift  I  offer  ;  or  do  you  deem  it  utterly 
worthless  V 

"  It  has  been  my  fate,  truly^  to  witness  much 
of  good  resulting  from  such  gifts !  Think  you  I 
have  not  taken  warning  from  other^i  experience  ? 
It  is  too,  too  weighty  a  matter  for  —  — " 

<^  Should  you  consent  to  become  its  possessor, 
you  will  never  find  it  burdensome,  once  in  your 
keeping — it  will  acquire  a  heavenly  lightness ; — 
now  it  droops  to  be  in  your  care.  Will  you 
take  charge  of  it ;  and  lastly,  consign  yours 
into  mine  ?" 

'^  Mine !  It  is  a  proposition  that  would  require 
ages  of  deliberation  ;  even  with  one  disposed  to 
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than  ever  devoted  to  the   first  object  of  your 
love!'* 

"  Diseases  show  worse  sometimes  when  they 
are   about    taking  their  leave,   I   have  heard. 

You  were  the  physician  that   took    mine  at 
its  crisis/' 

•*  You  saw  vour  love  was  vain,"  said  Rosalie 
"  There  was  no  light  or  warmth  to  be  extracted 
whence  it  grew.  It  was  not  firm  or  stable 
enough  to  exist  by  its  own  strength^  without  the 
aid  and  encouragement  of  smiles  to  keep  it  alive  ; 
or  to  withstand  coldness,  or  distance,  so  it  pined 
and  withered — poor  love  !  And  such  is  man's 
love !" 

"  Love  and  hope/'  replied  he,  •*  are  twins — 
they  exist  not  separate,  or  exist  not  long !  I  never 
had  your  friend's  love ;  she  never  accepted  mine. 
Will  t/ou  not  Ilo!?alie  ? — will  you  not  ?  My  whole 
heart — all  that  I  possess  is  yours^  and  yours  only, 
by  the  light  of  Heaven  !" 

''  All  that  you  possess  of  your  heart,  you 
r,ican !     All  that   is  left — just  enough  to  sw^ar 
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of  ootuidenition,  thought :  not  an  original  impulse, 
an  unmixed  feeling/'  she  replied,  rather  dis- 
dainfully. 

''  Then  tell  me,"  resumed  Clarendon,  emphati- 
cally, **  do  not  those,  who  recommend  to  others, 
or  for  others,  what  they  scorn  themselves:  do 
they  not  belie  their  consciences— do  they  not 
play  a  traitor's  part? — do  they  not  ?" 

**  Undoubtedly !  but  I  understand  you  not, 
though  you  speak,  and  look  so  catechizingly. 
The  only  conclusion  my  poor  plain  sense  can 
arrive  at  is,  that  beneath  such  a  web  of  conceits 
the  inference  must  be  that  the  home-spun  virtue 
of  sincerity  is  totally  lost,  bearing  about  as  much 
comparison  to  the  hyperbole  with  which  it  is 
flourished  around  and  environed,  as  a  grain  of 
wheat  to  a  bushel  of  chaff.  I  had  always  heard^ 
before  I  knew  Mr.  Clarendon,  he  was  a  gentle  - 
man  full  of  jest,  and  satire,  and  curious  conceits ; 
his  jest  so  cutting,  and  his  earnest  so  sportive, 
that  it  was  difficult  to  distinguish  between  hb 

t2 


k   T 


!;.i»r 


'••■i>l>*ji 

•\Vt\    111 
tl;'   ■'     .'j5 

^'i  pi^jh  r 
ouu'i  hj] 


THE    RULING    PASSION.  413 

exactly  resoWe  upon  it.  You  have  decided  me 
— driven  me  to  it !"  saying  which,  he  unrolled 
the  paper,  and  displayed  to  the  consternated*  and 
conscience-stricken  Rosalie,  a  spirited  sketch  of 
a  gypsy  figure,  engaged  in  discourse  with  a 
certain  horseman ;  the  Abbey  ruins  in  the  back 
ground  ;  the  rider  was  Clarendon  himself,  and 
though  but  part  of  the  gypsy's  face  was  visible, 
it  bore  some  resemblance  to  her  own.  ^^  See 
what  even-handed  justice  regulates  my  proceed* 
ings,"  said  he,  significantly.  *'  A  portrait  for  a 
portrait— a  sketch  for  a  sketch !  Oh  !  would 
that  you  would  be  moved  by  the  same  spirit, 
then  for  Philip  Clarendon  you  would  give  me 
Rosalie  de  Courcy  V* 

Rosalie  was  silent ;  it  might  be  that  she  was 
at  a  loss  what  to  say. 

*^  You  do  not  like  my  drawing,"  resumed 
Clarendon.  *^  I  know  you  to  be  a  judge  of  such 
attempts,  and  therefore  it  was  I  brought  it' 
but  since  you  condemn  it  so,  it  shall  perish  !'* 
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dened  by  her  unaccustomed  confusion,  her  &t- 
tering  voice,  and  above  all,  by  the  slight— the 
very  slight  stress  upon  the  word  "  Last,"  Cla- 
rendon filled  up  the  next  pause  by^  seizing  her 
handy  pressing  it  to  his  heart,  and  covering  it 
with  kisses.  "  Only  my  Last,  my  Last  re- 
quest, dear — dear  Rose  of  my  heart  ?"  he  softly 
interrogated. 

Itwas  not  till  some  time  afterwards,  and  much 
more  discourse  upon  the  subject  of  first  Love, 
and  second  Love,  (during  which  it  was  disco- 
vered that  as  Dora  had  been  termed  an  angel, 
it  was  plain  Rosalie  was  second  only  to  a 
divinity)  that  Clarendon  thought  of  asking  his 
fair  companion  why  it  was  she  had  hesitated  in 
her  consent  to  the  Abbey  excursion  ? 

*'  It  is  not  possible  we  can  all  go ;  for  Dora, 
much  as  she  has  been  here,  and  although  she 
is  singularly  attached  to  every  other  spot  offer- 
ing recollection,  or  reminiscence  of  former  days, 
will  not  accompany  us.  I  fancy  it  is  because 
her  faithless  lover  told   her  (at  some  time  or 
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